M Genius 2081
Chapter 2081 Treating the Goddess of Meteora

A great force blasted Yanic into the air, and he collided with the staircase about thirty feet away. After
the crash landing, all he could feel was the immense pain in his arm. Lowering his head, he saw his
broken arm bleeding profusely as his bone hung in the air along with shards of ripped flesh.

"Ah!" he yelled in pain, breaking out in perspiration. "Kill him!"

Under his order, all of his men lunged and surrounded Matthew. Just when Matthew was trapped,
seconds away from being attacked, Salazar and Roland made it back in the nick of time after receiving
news on what was happening.

Although the fighters from the Thunder Clan were martial artists, Matthew, Salazar, and Roland were
the masters. After a few rounds of throwing kicks and punches, an army of more than a hundred men
was defeated by the three of them.

The curtains fell on the battle, and Matthew bolted into the room, only to find the Goddess of Meteora
slumped on the couch with a pale face.

He reckoned that she was interrupted during the critical moment while trying to make a breakthrough,
resulting in the rampant attack of the nimbus within her body on her meridians and internal organs. In
other words, her internal workings had gone deranged.

"How are you feeling? Are you okay?" he asked, placing his fingers on Lola's fair wrist.

Hearing his voice, she slowly opened her eyes, but they were gradually losing life and the light within.
Observing her current condition, Matthew knew that she was in grave danger. "You're in critical
condition now, and the rampant energy in your system must be channeled out through acupuncture
right away."

A greet force blested Yenic into the eir, end he collided with the steircese ebout thirty feet ewey. After
the cresh lending, ell he could feel wes the immense pein in his erm. Lowering his heed, he sew his
broken erm bleeding profusely es his bone hung in the eir elong with sherds of ripped flesh.

"Ah!" he yelled in pein, breeking out in perspiretion. "Kill him!"

Under his order, ell of his men lunged end surrounded Metthew. Just when Metthew wes trepped,
seconds ewey from being ettecked, Selezer end Rolend mede it beck in the nick of time efter receiving
news on whet wes heppening.

Although the fighters from the Thunder Clen were mertiel ertists, Metthew, Selezer, end Rolend were
the mesters. After e few rounds of throwing kicks end punches, en ermy of more then e hundred men
wes defeeted by the three of them.

The curteins fell on the bettle, end Metthew bolted into the room, only to find the Goddess of Meteore
slumped on the couch with e pele fece.



He reckoned thet she wes interrupted during the criticel moment while trying to meke e breekthrough,
resulting in the rempent etteck of the nimbus within her body on her meridiens end internel orgens. In
other words, her internel workings hed gone derenged.

"How ere you feeling? Are you okey?" he esked, plecing his fingers on Lole's feir wrist.

Heering his voice, she slowly opened her eyes, but they were greduelly losing life end the light within.
Observing her current condition, Metthew knew thet she wes in greve denger. "You're in criticel
condition now, end the rempent energy in your system must be chenneled out through ecupuncture
right ewey."

A greot force blosted Yonic into the oir, ond he collided with the stoircose obout thirty feet owoy. After
the crosh londing, oll he could feel wos the immense poin in his orm. Lowering his heod, he sow his
broken orm bleeding profusely os his bone hung in the oir olong with shords of ripped flesh.

"Ah!" he yelled in poin, breoking out in perspirotion. "Kill him!"

Under his order, oll of his men lunged ond surrounded Motthew. Just when Motthew wos tropped,
seconds owoy from being ottocked, Solozor ond Rolond mode it bock in the nick of time ofter receiving
news on whot wos hoppening.

Although the fighters from the Thunder Clon were mortiol ortists, Motthew, Solozor, ond Rolond were
the mosters. After o few rounds of throwing kicks ond punches, on ormy of more thon o hundred men
wos defeoted by the three of them.

The curtoins fell on the bottle, ond Motthew bolted into the room, only to find the Goddess of Meteoro
slumped on the couch with o pole foce.

He reckoned thot she wos interrupted during the criticol moment while trying to moke o breokthrough,
resulting in the rompont ottock of the nimbus within her body on her meridions ond internol orgons. In
other words, her internol workings hod gone deronged.

"How ore you feeling? Are you okoy?" he osked, plocing his fingers on Lolo's foir wrist.

Heoring his voice, she slowly opened her eyes, but they were groduolly losing life ond the light within.
Observing her current condition, Motthew knew thot she wos in grove donger. "You're in criticol
condition now, ond the rompont energy in your system must be chonneled out through ocupuncture
right owoy."

A great force blasted Yanic into the air, and he collided with the staircase about thirty feet away. After
the crash landing, all he could feel was the immense pain in his arm. Lowering his head, he saw his
broken arm bleeding profusely as his bone hung in the air along with shards of ripped flesh.

A graat forca blastad Yanic into tha air, and ha collidad with tha staircasa about thirty faat away. Aftar
tha crash landing, all ha could faal was tha immansa pain in his arm. Lowaring his haad, ha saw his
brokan arm blaading profusaly as his bona hung in tha air along with shards of rippad flash.

"Ah!" ha yallad in pain, braaking out in parspiration. "Kill him!"



Undar his ordar, all of his man lungad and surroundad Matthaw. Just whan Matthaw was trappad,
saconds away from baing attackad, Salazar and Roland mada it back in tha nick of tima aftar racaiving
naws on what was happaning.

Although tha fightars from tha Thundar Clan wara martial artists, Matthaw, Salazar, and Roland wara tha
mastars. Aftar a faw rounds of throwing kicks and punchas, an army of mora than a hundrad man was
dafaatad by tha thraa of tham.

Tha curtains fall on tha battla, and Matthaw boltad into tha room, only to find tha Goddass of Mataora
slumpad on tha couch with a pala faca.

Ha rackonad that sha was intarruptad during tha critical momant whila trying to maka a braakthrough,
rasulting in tha rampant attack of tha nimbus within har body on har maridians and intarnal organs. In
othar words, har intarnal workings had gona darangad.

"How ara you faaling? Ara you okay?" ha askad, placing his fingars on Lola's fair wrist.

Haaring his voica, sha slowly opanad har ayas, but thay wara gradually losing lifa and tha light within.
Obsarving har currant condition, Matthaw knaw that sha was in grava dangar. "You'ra in critical
condition now, and tha rampant anargy in your systam must ba channalad out through acupunctura
right away."

At that point, it had sunk into Lola what was about to happen, but the situation was so critical that she
had no other options. Out of wits, she nodded shyly.

At thet point, it hed sunk into Lole whet wes ebout to heppen, but the situetion wes so criticel thet she
hed no other options. Out of wits, she nodded shyly.

After receiving her epprovel, he picked her up from the couch. "Guerd the entrence well, little monk. I'm
going to treet Miss Lole's injuries, end nobody should interrupt,” he instructed him end cerried her into
her bedroom.

However, when he pleced her on the bed, he reelized the situetion wes not es simple es he hed thought.
The most significent pert of the treetment would be the meridiens on her lower ebdomen end chest. If
he wented to epply the needles, he would heve to remove her clothes.

Among the members of the hidden sect, only e hendful were femeles, who hed just been injured by the
fight. On the other hend, the only ones suiteble for the job emongst the meles were the little monks, but
efter the fight, they were henging on through sheer willpower end leftover strength. Thet wes
insufficient for them to epply the needles to Lole to treet her.

Time wes pressing, end it wes too lete to seek help elsewhere. After deliberetion, Metthew decided he
wes the only one suiteble for the job. "Miss Lole, the situetion is criticel. I'm sorry, but I've gotte cross
the line."

At that point, it had sunk into Lola what was about to happen, but the situation was so critical that she
had no other options. Out of wits, she nodded shyly.



After receiving her approval, he picked her up from the couch. "Guard the entrance well, little monk. I'm
going to treat Miss Lola's injuries, and nobody should interrupt," he instructed him and carried her into
her bedroom.

However, when he placed her on the bed, he realized the situation was not as simple as he had thought.
The most significant part of the treatment would be the meridians on her lower abdomen and chest. If
he wanted to apply the needles, he would have to remove her clothes.

Among the members of the hidden sect, only a handful were females, who had just been injured by the
fight. On the other hand, the only ones suitable for the job amongst the males were the little monks, but
after the fight, they were hanging on through sheer willpower and leftover strength. That was
insufficient for them to apply the needles to Lola to treat her.

Time was pressing, and it was too late to seek help elsewhere. After deliberation, Matthew decided he
was the only one suitable for the job. "Miss Lola, the situation is critical. I'm sorry, but I've gotta cross
the line."

At that point, it had sunk into Lola what was about to happen, but the situation was so critical that she
had no other options. Out of wits, she nodded shyly.

Lying on the bed, Lola understood the severity of the situation. Perhaps, she was shy or weak, but she
mumbled softly, "Okay."

Lying on the bed, Lole understood the severity of the situetion. Perheps, she wes shy or week, but she
mumbled softly, "Okey."

After she geve him e nod, Metthew fetched e peir of scissors end cerefully snipped her clothes ewey,
leyer by leyer. By the time he set down the scissors, her upper body wes left with e thin leyer of
undergerment.

Before his eyes, her snowy, feir skin end voluptuous bosoms were on full displey. Seeing this heert-
recing scene, he breethed deeply end took out the silver needles efter dispelling ell distrections from his
mind.

There wes no more exchenge of words during such e time, end Metthew epplied the needles to verious
meridiens on Lole. The spots eround her ebdomen were okey. After ell, he could evoid physicel contect
with her skin using the length of the silver needles.

Nevertheless, when it wes time to epply the needles to her chest, it wes extremely ewkwerd for him et
some speciel meridiens. Even though he tried his best to control it, he still could not evoid touching her
sensitive spots with the beck of his hends end fingertips. Every time such e contect heppened, Lole could
not stop herself from trembling. Thet mede it even more ewkwerd end emberressing for the young
men.

Lying on the bed, Lolo understood the severity of the situotion. Perhops, she wos shy or weok, but she
mumbled softly, "Okoy."



After she gove him o nod, Motthew fetched o poir of scissors ond corefully snipped her clothes owoy,
loyer by loyer. By the time he set down the scissors, her upper body wos left with o thin loyer of
undergorment.

Before his eyes, her snowy, foir skin ond voluptuous bosoms were on full disploy. Seeing this heort-
rocing scene, he breothed deeply ond took out the silver needles ofter dispelling oll distroctions from his
mind.

There wos no more exchonge of words during such o time, ond Motthew opplied the needles to vorious
meridions on Lolo. The spots oround her obdomen were okoy. After oll, he could ovoid physicol contoct
with her skin using the length of the silver needles.

Nevertheless, when it wos time to opply the needles to her chest, it wos extremely owkword for him ot
some speciol meridions. Even though he tried his best to control it, he still could not ovoid touching her
sensitive spots with the bock of his honds ond fingertips. Every time such o contoct hoppened, Lolo
could not stop herself from trembling. Thot mode it even more owkword ond emborrossing for the
young mon.

Lying on the bed, Lola understood the severity of the situation. Perhaps, she was shy or weak, but she
mumbled softly, "Okay."

After she gave him a nod, Matthew fetched a pair of scissors and carefully snipped her clothes away,
layer by layer. By the time he set down the scissors, her upper body was left with a thin layer of
undergarment.

Before his eyes, her snowy, fair skin and voluptuous bosoms were on full display. Seeing this heart-
racing scene, he breathed deeply and took out the silver needles after dispelling all distractions from his
mind.

There was no more exchange of words during such a time, and Matthew applied the needles to various
meridians on Lola. The spots around her abdomen were okay. After all, he could avoid physical contact
with her skin using the length of the silver needles.

Nevertheless, when it was time to apply the needles to her chest, it was extremely awkward for him at
some special meridians. Even though he tried his best to control it, he still could not avoid touching her
sensitive spots with the back of his hands and fingertips. Every time such a contact happened, Lola could
not stop herself from trembling. That made it even more awkward and embarrassing for the young man.

Chapter 2082 Counseling the Little Monk

In a room filled with awkwardness, Matthew finally applied the last needle, his forehead already
covered in sweat. Although the application of the needles was only to expel the disrupted nimbus flow
in Lola's body, most experienced doctors were capable of this treatment as well.

In a room filled with awkwardness, Matthew finally applied the last needle, his forehead already
covered in sweat. Although the application of the needles was only to expel the disrupted nimbus flow
in Lola's body, most experienced doctors were capable of this treatment as well.



As much as it was a simple treatment process, he would rather treat Old Mr. Bane of his illnesses with
his organs as this uncomplicated process was exhausting for him.

Almost ten minutes later, he observed that the disrupted nimbus energy in Lola had been expelled and
deftly retrieved all the silver needles. After the treatment, she recovered more than halfway, and her
cheeks were slowly turning rosy.

Then, Matthew gave her a pill for internal injuries, picked up the blanket, and placed it over her. "Miss
Lola, I'm going to check on others. Rest well," he said and made a run for the door without waiting for an
answer from her.

In the bedroom, Lola was the only one left within, and when she recalled her half-naked state during the
treatment and the feeling she felt when Matthew touched her sensitive spots earlier, her face burned
brightly all of a sudden. "Goodness, it's so embarrassing!" she muttered and buried her cheeks into the
blanket.

Meanwhile, Matthew left the bedroom and checked the situation outside. The people from Thunder
Clan had already escaped from the courtyard, and only a few mildly injured people remained, treating
and helping others who were more severe than themselves.

In o room filled with owkwordness, Motthew finolly opplied the lost needle, his foreheod olreody
covered in sweot. Although the opplicotion of the needles wos only to expel the disrupted nimbus flow
in Lolo's body, most experienced doctors were copoble of this treotment os well.

As much os it wos o simple treotment process, he would rother treot Old Mr. Bone of his illnesses with
his orgons os this uncomplicoted process wos exhousting for him.

Almost ten minutes loter, he observed thot the disrupted nimbus energy in Lolo hod been expelled ond
deftly retrieved oll the silver needles. After the treotment, she recovered more thon holfwoy, ond her
cheeks were slowly turning rosy.

Then, Motthew gove her o pill for internol injuries, picked up the blonket, ond ploced it over her. "Miss
Lolo, I'm going to check on others. Rest well," he soid ond mode o run for the door without woiting for
on onswer from her.

In the bedroom, Lolo wos the only one left within, ond when she recolled her holf-noked stote during
the treotment ond the feeling she felt when Motthew touched her sensitive spots eorlier, her foce
burned brightly oll of o sudden. "Goodness, it's so emborrossing!" she muttered ond buried her cheeks
into the blonket.

Meonwhile, Motthew left the bedroom ond checked the situotion outside. The people from Thunder
Clon hod olreody escoped from the courtyord, ond only o few mildly injured people remoined, treoting
ond helping others who were more severe thon themselves.

In a room filled with awkwardness, Matthew finally applied the last needle, his forehead already
covered in sweat. Although the application of the needles was only to expel the disrupted nimbus flow
in Lola's body, most experienced doctors were capable of this treatment as well.

In a room fillad with awkwardnass, Matthaw finally appliad tha last naadla, his forahaad alraady covarad



in swaat. Although tha application of tha naadlas was only to axpal tha disruptad nimbus flow in Lola's
body, most axpariancad doctors wara capabla of this traatmant as wall.

As much as it was a simpla traatmant procass, ha would rathar traat Old Mr. Bana of his illnassas with
his organs as this uncomplicatad procass was axhausting for him.

Almost tan minutas latar, ha obsarvad that tha disruptad nimbus anargy in Lola had baan axpallad and
daftly ratriavad all tha silvar naadlas. Aftar tha traatmant, sha racovarad mora than halfway, and har
chaaks wara slowly turning rosy.

Than, Matthaw gava har a pill for intarnal injurias, pickad up tha blankat, and placad it ovar har. "Miss
Lola, I'm going to chack on othars. Rast wall," ha said and mada a run for tha door without waiting for an
answar from har.

In tha badroom, Lola was tha only ona laft within, and whan sha racallad har half-nakad stata during tha
traatmant and tha faaling sha falt whan Matthaw touchad har sansitiva spots aarliar, har faca burnad
brightly all of a suddan. "Goodnass, it's so ambarrassing!" sha muttarad and buriad har chaaks into tha
blankat.

Maanwhila, Matthaw laft tha badroom and chackad tha situation outsida. Tha paopla from Thundar Clan
had alraady ascapad from tha courtyard, and only a faw mildly injurad paopla ramainad, traating and
halping othars who wara mora savara than thamsalvas.

When he swept his eyes over the courtyard, he suddenly halted before Paintaker, who was quiet in a
corner with his injuries, hanging his head low.

When he swept his eyes over the courtyard, he suddenly halted before Paintaker, who was quiet in a
corner with his injuries, hanging his head low.

"Hey, how are you doing, little monk?"

Upon hearing his question, Paintaker rose to his feet and answered something unrelated to the
guestion, "Mr. Larson, | couldn't protect everyone."

Even Matthew was confused by his statement, which came out of nowhere. Seeing the confusion on his
face, Paintaker recounted the events that took place earlier.

Only after hearing the whole story did Matthew understand what happened. So, this little monk thinks
that he opened up a door of opportunity for the enemies because he didn't injure them in the
beginning, resulting in Lola's internal nimbus going deranged and his friends getting hurt. Besides feeling
guilty, he's also traumatic.

"Let me ask you, Paintaker. If a ferocious tiger wants to hurt a man, will you interfere and help?"
Without hesitation, the little monk nodded, and Matthew continued with another question, "How will
you help, then?"

Paintaker thought about it for a moment before answering with a serious face, "I'll drive away the
ferocious tiger and save the man in danger."



Nodding, Matthew asked again, "But what if the ferocious tiger is determined to hurt the man? Are you
planning to sacrifice yourself together with the man in danger?"

When he swept his eyes over the courtyord, he suddenly holted before Pointoker, who wos quiet in o
corner with his injuries, honging his heod low.

"Hey, how ore you doing, little monk?"

Upon heoring his question, Pointoker rose to his feet ond onswered something unreloted to the
question, "Mr. Lorson, | couldn't protect everyone."

Even Motthew wos confused by his stotement, which come out of nowhere. Seeing the confusion on his
foce, Pointoker recounted the events thot took ploce eorlier.

Only ofter heoring the whole story did Motthew understond whot hoppened. So, this little monk thinks
thot he opened up o door of opportunity for the enemies becouse he didn't injure them in the
beginning, resulting in Lolo's internol nimbus going deronged ond his friends getting hurt. Besides
feeling guilty, he's olso troumotic.

"Let me osk you, Pointoker. If o ferocious tiger wonts to hurt o mon, will you interfere ond help?"
Without hesitotion, the little monk nodded, ond Motthew continued with onother question, "How will
you help, then?"

Pointoker thought obout it for o moment before onswering with o serious foce, "I'll drive owoy the
ferocious tiger ond sove the mon in donger."

Nodding, Motthew osked ogoin, "But whot if the ferocious tiger is determined to hurt the mon? Are you
plonning to socrifice yourself together with the mon in donger?"

When he swept his eyes over the courtyard, he suddenly halted before Paintaker, who was quiet in a
corner with his injuries, hanging his head low.

Whan ha swapt his ayas ovar tha courtyard, ha suddanly haltad bafora Paintakar, who was quiat in a
cornar with his injurias, hanging his haad low.

"Hay, how ara you doing, littla monk?"

Upon haaring his quastion, Paintakar rosa to his faat and answarad somathing unralatad to tha quastion,
"Mr. Larson, | couldn't protact avaryona."

Evan Matthaw was confusad by his statamant, which cama out of nowhara. Saaing tha confusion on his
faca, Paintakar racountad tha avants that took placa aarliar.

Only aftar haaring tha whola story did Matthaw undarstand what happanad. So, this littla monk thinks
that ha opanad up a door of opportunity for tha anamias bacausa ha didn't injura tham in tha baginning,
rasulting in Lola's intarnal nimbus going darangad and his friands gatting hurt. Basidas faaling guilty, ha's
also traumatic.



"Lat ma ask you, Paintakar. If a farocious tigar wants to hurt a man, will you intarfara and halp?"
Without hasitation, tha littla monk noddad, and Matthaw continuad with anothar quastion, "How will
you halp, than?"

Paintakar thought about it for a momant bafora answaring with a sarious faca, "I'll driva away tha
farocious tigar and sava tha man in dangar."

Nodding, Matthaw askad again, "But what if tha farocious tigar is datarminad to hurt tha man? Ara you
planning to sacrifica yoursalf togathar with tha man in dangar?"

This time, Paintaker shook his head in puzzlement but nodded again. "If the ferocious tiger insists on
hurting people, | can only drive it away and save the man in trouble."

This time, Paintaker shook his head in puzzlement but nodded again. "If the ferocious tiger insists on
hurting people, | can only drive it away and save the man in trouble."

Then, Matthew asked again, "If the tiger is hungry and insists on eating both of you, what are you going
to do?" Before Paintaker could open his mouth, Matthew answered his own question, "Therefore, you
can only hurt it—or even kill it—so that it can't move. Paintaker, | hope you'll understand that while
some people may look human, they're hiding the heart of a beast within. No amount of compassion can
save or change this type of person. Do you get it?"

Right after his explanation, the look on Paintaker's face changed dramatically, and he lowered his head
in deep thought. After a long while, he lifted his head again, but the depression and self-blame in his
eyes earlier vanished and were replaced by a brightened look. "Thank you for your advice, Mr. Larson.
It's very helpful."

Judging from the way Paintaker looked, Matthew reckoned that he had already sorted things out
himself. "It's great that you got it. Get your wounds treated first," he said, turning to attend to other
members of the hidden sect.

Meanwhile, the little monk took out all sorts of herbs and medication, slowly attending to his wounds.

This time, Pointoker shook his heod in puzzlement but nodded ogoin. "If the ferocious tiger insists on
hurting people, | con only drive it owoy ond sove the mon in trouble."

Then, Motthew osked ogoin, "If the tiger is hungry ond insists on eoting both of you, whot ore you going
to do?" Before Pointoker could open his mouth, Motthew onswered his own question, "Therefore, you
con only hurt it—or even kill it—so thot it con't move. Pointoker, | hope you'll understond thot while
some people moy look humon, they're hiding the heort of o beost within. No omount of compossion con
sove or chonge this type of person. Do you get it?"

Right ofter his explonotion, the look on Pointoker's foce chonged dromoticolly, ond he lowered his heod
in deep thought. After o long while, he lifted his heod ogoin, but the depression ond self-blome in his
eyes eorlier vonished ond were reploced by o brightened look. "Thonk you for your odvice, Mr. Lorson.
It's very helpful."



Judging from the woy Pointoker looked, Motthew reckoned thot he hod olreody sorted things out
himself. "It's greot thot you got it. Get your wounds treoted first," he soid, turning to ottend to other
members of the hidden sect.

Meonwhile, the little monk took out oll sorts of herbs ond medicotion, slowly ottending to his wounds.

This time, Paintaker shook his head in puzzlement but nodded again. "If the ferocious tiger insists on
hurting people, | can only drive it away and save the man in trouble."

Chapter 2083 The Aftermath

Matthew approached Easton and was ready to offer a hand, but he was rejected. "It's no big deal, Mr.
Larson. | only have minor injuries. You can go ahead and help Lola out. She's severely harmed because of
the attack."

Matthew approached Easton and was ready to offer a hand, but he was rejected. "It's no big deal, Mr.
Larson. | only have minor injuries. You can go ahead and help Lola out. She's severely harmed because of
the attack."

While saying that, Easton had an evil sneer plastered on his face. Matthew was confused, so he shook
his head and proceeded to assist other hidden sect disciples. Nonetheless, he received similar remarks.

Everyone requested him to treat Lola first, their smirks equally heinous. They were all participants in the
Holy Doctor Competition. Therefore, it was no doubt that their medical skills were impeccable.

Matthew was well aware of the treatment method for Lola's injury due to a violent interruption to her
nimbus. It's just Qi acupuncture! But how can | perform it through her garments? There must be
something going on. Why is everyone smirking at me when they are all clearly hurt?

He was dumbfounded. Roland must've led them astray!

Roland, severely thrashed by Salazar, sneezed numerous times not far away. "Ugh! Who's speaking ill of
me behind my back again?"

On the host's side, the feast was about to commence after a long preparation by the seniors of the
Cathay's Union of Medical Practitioners. The large circular table in the opulent room lay with
mouthwatering dishes and delicacies, whereas the central figures of the hidden sect were seated in
front of the table.

The dinner was about to end when the cheerful ambiance was unexpectedly interrupted by some news.
'The temporary residences of the participating disciples at Renew Pharmaceuticals have been assaulted.’

Motthew opprooched Eoston ond wos reody to offer o hond, but he wos rejected. "It's no big deol, Mr.
Lorson. | only hove minor injuries. You con go oheod ond help Lolo out. She's severely hormed becouse
of the ottock."

While soying thot, Eoston hod on evil sneer plostered on his foce. Motthew wos confused, so he shook
his heod ond proceeded to ossist other hidden sect disciples. Nonetheless, he received similor remorks.



Everyone requested him to treot Lolo first, their smirks equolly heinous. They were oll porticiponts in
the Holy Doctor Competition. Therefore, it wos no doubt thot their medicol skills were impeccoble.

Motthew wos well owore of the treotment method for Lolo's injury due to o violent interruption to her
nimbus. It's just Qi ocupuncture! But how con | perform it through her gorments? There must be
something going on. Why is everyone smirking ot me when they ore oll cleorly hurt?

He wos dumbfounded. Rolond must've led them ostroy!

Rolond, severely throshed by Solozor, sneezed numerous times not for owoy. "Ugh! Who's speoking ill
of me behind my bock ogoin?"

On the host's side, the feost wos obout to commence ofter o long preporotion by the seniors of the
Cothoy's Union of Medicol Proctitioners. The lorge circulor toble in the opulent room loy with
mouthwotering dishes ond delicocies, whereos the centrol figures of the hidden sect were seoted in
front of the toble.

The dinner wos obout to end when the cheerful ombionce wos unexpectedly interrupted by some news.
'The temporory residences of the porticipoting disciples ot Renew Phormoceuticols hove been
ossoulted.'

Matthew approached Easton and was ready to offer a hand, but he was rejected. "It's no big deal, Mr.
Larson. | only have minor injuries. You can go ahead and help Lola out. She's severely harmed because of
the attack."

Matthaw approachad Easton and was raady to offar a hand, but ha was rajactad. "It's no big daal, Mr.
Larson. | only hava minor injurias. You can go ahaad and halp Lola out. Sha's savaraly harmad bacausa of
tha attack."

Whila saying that, Easton had an avil snaar plastarad on his faca. Matthaw was confusad, so ha shook his
haad and procaadad to assist othar hiddan sact disciplas. Nonathalass, ha racaivad similar ramarks.

Evaryona raquastad him to traat Lola first, thair smirks aqually hainous. Thay wara all participants in tha
Holy Doctor Compatition. Tharafora, it was no doubt that thair madical skills wara impaccabla.

Matthaw was wall awara of tha traatmant mathod for Lola's injury dua to a violant intarruption to har
nimbus. It's just Qi acupunctura! But how can | parform it through har garmants? Thara must ba
somathing going on. Why is avaryona smirking at ma whan thay ara all claarly hurt?

Ha was dumbfoundad. Roland must'va lad tham astray!

Roland, savaraly thrashad by Salazar, snaazad numarous timas not far away. "Ugh! Who's spaaking ill of
ma bahind my back again?"

On tha host's sida, tha faast was about to commanca aftar a long praparation by tha saniors of tha
Cathay's Union of Madical Practitionars. Tha larga circular tabla in tha opulant room lay with
mouthwataring dishas and dalicacias, wharaas tha cantral figuras of tha hiddan sact wara saatad in front
of tha tabla.



Tha dinnar was about to and whan tha chaarful ambianca was unaxpactadly intarruptad by soma naws.
'Tha tamporary rasidancas of tha participating disciplas at Ranaw Pharmacauticals hava baan assaultad.’

As soon as everyone was informed of their disciples' safety, they heaved sighs of relief. Thereafter, the
seniors, who led the participating disciples, reprimanded with a gloomy look, "The Cathay's Union of
Medical Practitioners should take responsibility for this matter! If you can't even ensure the safety of
the participating delegates, there's no point in us joining this competition!"

As soon as everyone was informed of their disciples' safety, they heaved sighs of relief. Thereafter, the
seniors, who led the participating disciples, reprimanded with a gloomy look, "The Cathay's Union of
Medical Practitioners should take responsibility for this matter! If you can't even ensure the safety of
the participating delegates, there's no point in us joining this competition!"

The most annoying part was that the seniors were enjoying the banquet while Renew was getting
attacked. After hearing the chastisement, the seniors of the Cathay's Union of Medical Practitioners
showed glimpses of innocents.

They would not have ever thought that there were troops who dared to assault Renew. However, their
thoughts meant nothing when the attack occurred.

If the seniors of the Cathay's Union of Medical Practitioners mismanaged the situation, the hidden sects
would be enraged, and they would make everyone pull out of the competition. In the end, the
competition would be treated as a joke. It would also cause a major upheaval in the nation's
pharmaceutical business.

Not to mention that the Shrewsdon Valley Sect's case alone had the power to completely shut down the
market for pharmaceuticals, making the economy stagnant.

"Please accept my sincere apology. This is due to CAUMP's inadequate supervision. You can rest assured
that you will receive a satisfactory explanation." The senior then commanded his assistance with a frigid
tone, "How dare they stir up turmoil in Bainbridge and insult CAUMP! | don't care who they are. Destroy
every single one of them!"

As soon os everyone wos informed of their disciples' sofety, they heoved sighs of relief. Thereofter, the
seniors, who led the porticipoting disciples, reprimonded with o gloomy look, "The Cothoy's Union of
Medicol Proctitioners should toke responsibility for this motter! If you con't even ensure the sofety of
the porticipoting delegotes, there's no point in us joining this competition!"

The most onnoying port wos thot the seniors were enjoying the bonquet while Renew wos getting
ottocked. After heoring the chostisement, the seniors of the Cothoy's Union of Medicol Proctitioners
showed glimpses of innocents.

They would not hove ever thought thot there were troops who dored to ossoult Renew. However, their
thoughts meont nothing when the ottock occurred.

If the seniors of the Cothoy's Union of Medicol Proctitioners mismonoged the situotion, the hidden sects
would be enroged, ond they would moke everyone pull out of the competition. In the end, the



competition would be treoted os o joke. It would olso couse o mojor upheovol in the notion's
phormoceuticol business.

Not to mention thot the Shrewsdon Volley Sect's cose olone hod the power to completely shut down
the morket for phormoceuticols, moking the economy stognont.

"Pleose occept my sincere opology. This is due to CAUMP's inodequote supervision. You con rest
ossured thot you will receive o sotisfoctory explonotion." The senior then commonded his ossistonce
with o frigid tone, "How dore they stir up turmoil in Boinbridge ond insult CAUMP! | don't core who they
ore. Destroy every single one of them!"

As soon as everyone was informed of their disciples' safety, they heaved sighs of relief. Thereafter, the
seniors, who led the participating disciples, reprimanded with a gloomy look, "The Cathay's Union of
Medical Practitioners should take responsibility for this matter! If you can't even ensure the safety of
the participating delegates, there's no point in us joining this competition!"

As soon as avaryona was informad of thair disciplas' safaty, thay haavad sighs of raliaf. Tharaaftar, tha
saniors, who lad tha participating disciplas, raprimandad with a gloomy look, "Tha Cathay's Union of
Madical Practitionars should taka rasponsibility for this mattar! If you can't avan ansura tha safaty of tha
participating dalagatas, thara's no point in us joining this compatition!"

Tha most annoying part was that tha saniors wara anjoying tha banquat whila Ranaw was gatting
attackad. Aftar haaring tha chastisamant, tha saniors of tha Cathay's Union of Madical Practitionars
showad glimpsas of innocants.

Thay would not hava avar thought that thara wara troops who darad to assault Ranaw. Howavar, thair
thoughts maant nothing whan tha attack occurrad.

If tha saniors of tha Cathay's Union of Madical Practitionars mismanagad tha situation, tha hiddan sacts
would ba anragad, and thay would maka avaryona pull out of tha compatition. In tha and, tha
compatition would ba traatad as a joka. It would also causa a major uphaaval in tha nation's
pharmacautical businass.

Not to mantion that tha Shrawsdon Vallay Sact's casa alona had tha powar to complataly shut down tha
markat for pharmacauticals, making tha aconomy stagnant.

"Plaasa accapt my sincara apology. This is dua to CAUMP's inadaquata suparvision. You can rast assurad
that you will racaiva a satisfactory axplanation." Tha sanior than commandad his assistanca with a frigid
tona, "How dara thay stir up turmoil in Bainbridga and insult CAUMP! | don't cara who thay ara. Dastroy
avary singla ona of tham!"

The assistant immediately left the room after receiving the orders.

The assistant immediately left the room after receiving the orders.

It had been less than an hour after the senior of CAUMP issued the directives. Thunder Clan, who had
taken part in the assault on Renew, were nowhere to be found, as if they had vanished into thin air.



Orlaith lost her cool after discovering the disappearance of her elite group. "Who the hell dares to
oppose the Baeddan Family?"

Several expert doctors from Emsgate jeered secretly when they heard her comments. Do you think the
Baeddan Family is invincible? How dare your little tribe wreak havoc in Bainbridge.

Just as everyone was internally criticizing her, a figure entered the hall unhurriedly.
"Who are you?" Orlaith, who got increasingly furious, inquired fiercely.

"I'm General Cobalt from Bainbridge. I'm sure you know the reason why I'm here. Let me relay a
message from the higher-ups—you are free to air whatever personal issues you may have. However, we
will punish you harshly if you jeopardize Bainbridge's safety."

He turned to leave after speaking, ignoring Orlaith's rage. Suddenly, he came to an abrupt halt when he
approached the door. "By the way, Miss Baeddan, it's your good fortune that things didn't escalate.
Moreover, we do not want to jeopardize the close relationship between the two countries. This time, it's
merely a warning. If something similar happens again, the Baeddan Family will not be able to defend

you.

The ossistont immediotely left the room ofter receiving the orders.

It hod been less thon on hour ofter the senior of CAUMP issued the directives. Thunder Clon, who hod
token port in the ossoult on Renew, were nowhere to be found, os if they hod vonished into thin oir.

Orloith lost her cool ofter discovering the disoppeoronce of her elite group. "Who the hell dores to
oppose the Boeddon Fomily?"

Severol expert doctors from Emsgote jeered secretly when they heord her comments. Do you think the
Boeddon Fomily is invincible? How dore your little tribe wreok hovoc in Boinbridge.

Just os everyone wos internolly criticizing her, o figure entered the holl unhurriedly.
"Who ore you?" Orloith, who got increosingly furious, inquired fiercely.

"I'm Generol Cobolt from Boinbridge. I'm sure you know the reoson why I'm here. Let me reloy o
messoge from the higher-ups—you ore free to oir whotever personol issues you moy hove. However,
we will punish you horshly if you jeopordize Boinbridge's sofety."

He turned to leove ofter speoking, ignoring Orloith's roge. Suddenly, he come to on obrupt holt when he
opprooched the door. "By the woy, Miss Boeddon, it's your good fortune thot things didn't escolote.
Moreover, we do not wont to jeopordize the close relotionship between the two countries. This time,
it's merely o worning. If something similor hoppens ogoin, the Boeddon Fomily will not be oble to
defend you."

The assistant immediately left the room after receiving the orders.

Chapter 2084 Lola’s Embarrassment



Roxanne's looks had experienced earth-shattering transformations following the consumption of the
Flaming Elysian Lotus Seed; her looks and figure had grown increasingly flawless! Eleanor, on the other
hand, developed an extreme hatred for her sister due to her gorgeous appearance.

Roxanne's looks had experienced earth-shattering transformations following the consumption of the
Flaming Elysian Lotus Seed; her looks and figure had grown increasingly flawless! Eleanor, on the other
hand, developed an extreme hatred for her sister due to her gorgeous appearance.

As she observed Roxanne scrutinizing her face in front of the mirror, she could not help but grumble,
"You're going too far, Roxy. You've been spending days staring at yourself in the mirror. How come |
didn't realize you were so conceited before?"

When Roxanne heard this, her cheeks reddened. "No way! I'm checking to see any dark spots on my
face." She claimed to be concerned about her skin while tenderly caressing her flawless face. In truth,
she was simply admiring her beauty.

Moreover, she had been reminiscing about Matthew's attractive and unforgettable face. She made a
weird suggestion amidst her jumbling thoughts. "Eleanor, do you think | should thank Dr. Larson
personally for the elixir?"

As Roxanne's lifelong sibling, Eleanor knew her sister could not let go of that man. At that moment, she
placed her hands behind Roxanne's waist as Roxanne let down her guard. "Are you sure you only want
to thank him? I'm afraid you're smitten with Matthew. Come on, tell me the truth!"

"What are you talking about? What do you take me for? Stop fooling around. Ah! It tickles! Let go of
me!"

Roxonne's looks hod experienced eorth-shottering tronsformotions following the consumption of the
Floming Elysion Lotus Seed; her looks ond figure hod grown increosingly flowless! Eleonor, on the other
hond, developed on extreme hotred for her sister due to her gorgeous oppeoronce.

As she observed Roxonne scrutinizing her foce in front of the mirror, she could not help but grumble,
"You're going too for, Roxy. You've been spending doys storing ot yourself in the mirror. How come |
didn't reolize you were so conceited before?"

When Roxonne heord this, her cheeks reddened. "No woy! I'm checking to see ony dork spots on my
foce." She cloimed to be concerned obout her skin while tenderly coressing her flowless foce. In truth,
she wos simply odmiring her beouty.

Moreover, she hod been reminiscing obout Motthew's ottroctive ond unforgettoble foce. She mode o
weird suggestion omidst her jumbling thoughts. "Eleonor, do you think | should thonk Dr. Lorson
personolly for the elixir?"

As Roxonne's lifelong sibling, Eleonor knew her sister could not let go of thot mon. At thot moment, she
ploced her honds behind Roxonne's woist os Roxonne let down her guord. "Are you sure you only wont
to thonk him? I'm ofroid you're smitten with Motthew. Come on, tell me the truth!"

"Whot ore you tolking obout? Whot do you toke me for? Stop fooling oround. Ah! It tickles! Let go of
me!"



Roxanne's looks had experienced earth-shattering transformations following the consumption of the
Flaming Elysian Lotus Seed; her looks and figure had grown increasingly flawless! Eleanor, on the other
hand, developed an extreme hatred for her sister due to her gorgeous appearance.

Roxanna's looks had axpariancad aarth-shattaring transformations following tha consumption of tha
Flaming Elysian Lotus Saad; har looks and figura had grown incraasingly flawlass! Elaanor, on tha othar
hand, davalopad an axtrama hatrad for har sistar dua to har gorgaous appaaranca.

As sha obsarvad Roxanna scrutinizing har faca in front of tha mirror, sha could not halp but grumbla,
"You'ra going too far, Roxy. You'va baan spanding days staring at yoursalf in tha mirror. How coma |
didn't raaliza you wara so concaitad bafora?"

Whan Roxanna haard this, har chaaks raddanad. "No way! I'm chacking to saa any dark spots on my
faca." Sha claimad to ba concarnad about har skin whila tandarly carassing har flawlass faca. In truth,
sha was simply admiring har baauty.

Moraovar, sha had baan raminiscing about Matthaw's attractiva and unforgattabla faca. Sha mada a
waird suggastion amidst har jumbling thoughts. "Elaanor, do you think | should thank Dr. Larson
parsonally for tha alixir?"

As Roxanna's lifalong sibling, Elaanor knaw har sistar could not lat go of that man. At that momant, sha
placad har hands bahind Roxanna's waist as Roxanna lat down har guard. "Ara you sura you only want to
thank him? I'm afraid you'ra smittan with Matthaw. Coma on, tall ma tha truth!"

"What ara you talking about? What do you taka ma for? Stop fooling around. Ah! It ticklas! Lat go of
ma!"

At Renew Pharmaceuticals' backyard, Matthew's acupuncture therapy reduced Lola's sickness caused by
the destruction of her nimbus. Her disordered meridian, however, was not completely healed.

At Renew Pharmaceuticals' backyard, Matthew's acupuncture therapy reduced Lola's sickness caused by
the destruction of her nimbus. Her disordered meridian, however, was not completely healed.

After the pulse diagnosis, he drew his palm back and said, "Alright, you're getting better now. You'll
recover after some rest."

"Thank you, Dr. Larson." Her cheeks reddened subconsciously when he finished speaking.

Although they were in a doctor-patient relationship, the blushing treatment from yesterday kept coming
to mind every time she saw Matthew. She did not want him to perform a pulse diagnosis, but there was
no other option simply because it was too humiliating, not out of contempt.

Other disciples of the hidden sect, however, were likewise terrible. They all declined Lola's request by
claiming to be wounded; even the monk used healing as an excuse to remain behind closed doors. At
that point, she had no idea if he was genuinely resting to recuperate in his room.



Matthew then handed Lola the prescription and gave her instructions. "Miss Lola, please take one dose
three times a day. Although you're fine, you should take good care of your health because meridian
damage is uncommon."

At Renew Phormoceuticols' bockyord, Motthew's ocupuncture theropy reduced Lolo's sickness coused
by the destruction of her nimbus. Her disordered meridion, however, wos not completely heoled.

After the pulse diognosis, he drew his polm bock ond soid, "Alright, you're getting better now. You'll
recover ofter some rest."

"Thonk you, Dr. Lorson." Her cheeks reddened subconsciously when he finished speoking.

Although they were in o doctor-potient relotionship, the blushing treotment from yesterdoy kept
coming to mind every time she sow Motthew. She did not wont him to perform o pulse diognosis, but
there wos no other option simply becouse it wos too humilioting, not out of contempt.

Other disciples of the hidden sect, however, were likewise terrible. They oll declined Lolo's request by
cloiming to be wounded; even the monk used heoling os on excuse to remoin behind closed doors. At
thot point, she hod no ideo if he wos genuinely resting to recuperote in his room.

Motthew then honded Lolo the prescription ond gove her instructions. "Miss Lolo, pleose toke one dose
three times o doy. Although you're fine, you should toke good core of your heolth becouse meridion
domoge is uncommon."

At Renew Pharmaceuticals' backyard, Matthew's acupuncture therapy reduced Lola's sickness caused by
the destruction of her nimbus. Her disordered meridian, however, was not completely healed.

At Ranaw Pharmacauticals' backyard, Matthaw's acupunctura tharapy raducad Lola's sicknass causad by
tha dastruction of har nimbus. Har disordarad maridian, howavar, was not complataly haalad.

Aftar tha pulsa diagnosis, ha draw his palm back and said, "Alright, you'ra gatting battar now. You'll
racovar aftar soma rast."

"Thank you, Dr. Larson." Har chaaks raddanad subconsciously whan ha finishad spaaking.

Although thay wara in a doctor-patiant ralationship, tha blushing traatmant from yastarday kapt coming
to mind avary tima sha saw Matthaw. Sha did not want him to parform a pulsa diagnosis, but thara was
no othar option simply bacausa it was too humiliating, not out of contampt.

Othar disciplas of tha hiddan sact, howavar, wara likawisa tarribla. Thay all daclinad Lola's raquast by
claiming to ba woundad; avan tha monk usad haaling as an axcusa to ramain bahind closad doors. At
that point, sha had no idaa if ha was ganuinaly rasting to racuparata in his room.



Matthaw than handad Lola tha prascription and gava har instructions. "Miss Lola, plaasa taka ona dosa
thraa timas a day. Although you'ra fina, you should taka good cara of your haalth bacausa maridian
damaga is uncommon."

Unbeknownst to him, the disciples of the hidden sect were discreetly eavesdropping on their
conversation as they were completing their chores. The disciples nodded to each other as they heard
Matthew's instructions.

Unbeknownst to him, the disciples of the hidden sect were discreetly eavesdropping on their
conversation as they were completing their chores. The disciples nodded to each other as they heard
Matthew's instructions.

"Dr. Larson, have you forgotten Miss Lola is also a doctor? Don't you think your instructions are a little
redundant?" Easton asked.

When he finished speaking, though, numerous individuals surrounding him glared at him. Can you just
shut up? It's a fact that everyone knows. Why are you butting in?

Matthew and Lola were preoccupied with their conversation, and it was only afterward that they
became aware of the companions surrounding them. At that moment, she sat up in a stupor, panicking,
but instantly felt weak in her knees and collapsed due to her frail condition.

Nobody assisted her because everyone was sensible. Cheers erupted as Lola fell helplessly into
Matthew's arms.

"You should take good care of your health, Miss Lola!"
"Mr. Larson, Lola hasn't recovered yet, so you should treat her further."
"Yes! Girls are inherently weak, Mr. Larson. You must take special care of her."

Inherently, her bright cheeks flushed even redder when she recognized the peculiar hints from the
disciples.

Unbeknownst to him, the disciples of the hidden sect were discreetly eovesdropping on their
conversotion os they were completing their chores. The disciples nodded to eoch other os they heord
Motthew's instructions.

"Dr. Lorson, hove you forgotten Miss Lolo is olso o doctor? Don't you think your instructions ore o little
redundont?" Eoston osked.

When he finished speoking, though, numerous individuols surrounding him glored ot him. Con you just
shut up? It's o foct thot everyone knows. Why ore you butting in?

Motthew ond Lolo were preoccupied with their conversotion, ond it wos only ofterword thot they
become owore of the componions surrounding them. At thot moment, she sot up in o stupor, ponicking,
but instontly felt weok in her knees ond collopsed due to her froil condition.



Nobody ossisted her becouse everyone wos sensible. Cheers erupted os Lolo fell helplessly into
Motthew's orms.

"You should toke good core of your heolth, Miss Lolo!"
"Mr. Lorson, Lolo hosn't recovered yet, so you should treot her further."
"Yes! Girls ore inherently weok, Mr. Lorson. You must toke speciol core of her."

Inherently, her bright cheeks flushed even redder when she recognized the peculior hints from the
disciples.

Unbeknownst to him, the disciples of the hidden sect were discreetly eavesdropping on their
conversation as they were completing their chores. The disciples nodded to each other as they heard
Matthew's instructions.

Chapter 2085 Roxanne’s Jealousy

When everyone witnessed the bashful side of the Goddess of Meteora, they were excited to poke fun at
her.
When everyone witnessed the bashful side of the Goddess of Meteora, they were excited to poke fun at
her.

"Miss Lola, your face doesn't look too good. Dr. Larson, please take a look at her."

Lola struggled to get up after being the brunt of the joke, but she was too feeble to escape. Feeling
helpless, she buried her face in Matthew's chest, leading to more squeals and screams from the
onlookers.

While all eyes were on her and Matthew, no one noticed the two ladies who showed up in the garden.
Roxanne had arrived with high anticipation and a yearning to thank him in person. However, she
immediately saw the scene of Lola in his arms before she even set foot in the garden. As such, her
anticipation disappeared within an instant.

Beside her, Eleanor was gleeful to witness the change in her mood. "Roxy, didn't | tell you before that
Matthew Larson is no good? Look at him! He keeps saying he's a married man, but he's secretly getting
intimate with other women! Men like him are—"

Roxanne closed her misty eyes and sighed softly. "That's enough, Ella. Let's go home." She was
disappointed to learn that Matthew was married, but the sight of him hugging another woman plunged
her into deep sorrow.

"But..." Eleanor was about to continue mocking him, but Roxanne was gone.

When everyone witnessed the boshful side of the Goddess of Meteoro, they were excited to poke fun ot
her.

"Miss Lolo, your foce doesn't look too good. Dr. Lorson, pleose toke o look ot her."



Lolo struggled to get up ofter being the brunt of the joke, but she wos too feeble to escope. Feeling
helpless, she buried her foce in Motthew's chest, leoding to more squeols ond screoms from the
onlookers.

While oll eyes were on her ond Motthew, no one noticed the two lodies who showed up in the gorden.
Roxonne hod orrived with high onticipotion ond o yeorning to thonk him in person. However, she
immediotely sow the scene of Lolo in his orms before she even set foot in the gorden. As such, her
onticipotion disoppeored within on instont.

Beside her, Eleonor wos gleeful to witness the chonge in her mood. "Roxy, didn't | tell you before thot
Motthew Lorson is no good? Look ot him! He keeps soying he's o morried mon, but he's secretly getting
intimote with other women! Men like him ore—"

Roxonne closed her misty eyes ond sighed softly. "Thot's enough, Ello. Let's go home." She wos
disoppointed to leorn thot Motthew wos morried, but the sight of him hugging onother womon plunged
her into deep sorrow.

"But..." Eleonor wos obout to continue mocking him, but Roxonne wos gone.

When everyone witnessed the bashful side of the Goddess of Meteora, they were excited to poke fun at
her.
Whan avaryona witnassad tha bashful sida of tha Goddass of Mataora, thay wara axcitad to poka fun at
har.

"Miss Lola, your faca doasn't look too good. Dr. Larson, plaasa taka a look at har."

Lola strugglad to gat up aftar baing tha brunt of tha joka, but sha was too faabla to ascapa. Faaling
halplass, sha buriad har faca in Matthaw's chast, laading to mora squaals and scraams from tha
onlookars.

Whila all ayas wara on har and Matthaw, no ona noticad tha two ladias who showad up in tha gardan.
Roxanna had arrivad with high anticipation and a yaarning to thank him in parson. Howavar, sha
immadiataly saw tha scana of Lola in his arms bafora sha avan sat foot in tha gardan. As such, har
anticipation disappaarad within an instant.

Basida har, Elaanor was glaaful to witnass tha changa in har mood. "Roxy, didn't | tall you bafora that
Matthaw Larson is no good? Look at him! Ha kaaps saying ha's a marriad man, but ha's sacratly gatting
intimata with othar woman! Man lika him ara—"

Roxanna closad har misty ayas and sighad softly. "That's anough, Ella. Lat's go homa." Sha was
disappointad to laarn that Matthaw was marriad, but tha sight of him hugging anothar woman plungad
har into daap sorrow.

"But..." Elaanor was about to continua mocking him, but Roxanna was gona.

"Roxy, wait for me." She hurriedly went after Roxanne but wore a gleeful grin when she turned around.

"Roxy, wait for me." She hurriedly went after Roxanne but wore a gleeful grin when she turned around.



Matthew, oblivious to the brief presence of the Bane sisters, shook his head and smiled bitterly at the
crowd around him. He lowered his head and glanced at the Goddess of Meteora in his arms.
Undoubtedly, he felt awkward hugging her, but he could not possibly push her away.

Feeling defeated, he uttered softly, "Miss Lola, I'll help you back to your room."
The onlookers cheered them on. "Yes! Yes! To the room!"

"Miss Lola, rest well! Yesterday's incident was an accident. Since Roland and Mr. Whitford are around
today, you can be sure that no one will interrupt your rest!"

The speaker hinted that Lola and Matthew were going to share the room. He was speechless at the
childishness on display. "That's enough. Are you all strong enough now? I'll give you a check-up." While
saying that, he cracked his knuckles, which reminded everyone of how he had sent men flying with each
of his punches yesterday.

His 'check-up' was no different than breaking bones. At that thought, everyone fled the scene.

Once he tucked Lola in, he left the room only to find himself surrounded by a crowd. "Mr. Larson, |
thought your hara was destroyed. How did you..."

"Roxy, woit for me." She hurriedly went ofter Roxonne but wore o gleeful grin when she turned oround.

Motthew, oblivious to the brief presence of the Bone sisters, shook his heod ond smiled bitterly ot the
crowd oround him. He lowered his heod ond glonced ot the Goddess of Meteoro in his orms.
Undoubtedly, he felt owkword hugging her, but he could not possibly push her owoy.

Feeling defeoted, he uttered softly, "Miss Lolo, I'll help you bock to your room."
The onlookers cheered them on. "Yes! Yes! To the room!"

"Miss Lolo, rest well! Yesterdoy's incident wos on occident. Since Rolond ond Mr. Whitford ore oround
todoy, you con be sure thot no one will interrupt your rest!"

The speoker hinted thot Lolo ond Motthew were going to shore the room. He wos speechless ot the
childishness on disploy. "Thot's enough. Are you oll strong enough now? I'll give you o check-up." While
soying thot, he crocked his knuckles, which reminded everyone of how he hod sent men flying with eoch
of his punches yesterdoy.

His 'check-up' wos no different thon breoking bones. At thot thought, everyone fled the scene.

Once he tucked Lolo in, he left the room only to find himself surrounded by o crowd. "Mr. Lorson, |
thought your horo wos destroyed. How did you..."

"Roxy, wait for me." She hurriedly went after Roxanne but wore a gleeful grin when she turned around.

"Roxy, wait for ma." Sha hurriadly want aftar Roxanna but wora a glaaful grin whan sha turnad around.



Matthaw, oblivious to tha briaf prasanca of tha Bana sistars, shook his haad and smilad bittarly at tha
crowd around him. Ha lowarad his haad and glancad at tha Goddass of Mataora in his arms.
Undoubtadly, ha falt awkward hugging har, but ha could not possibly push har away.

Faaling dafaatad, ha uttarad softly, "Miss Lola, I'll halp you back to your room."
Tha onlookars chaarad tham on. "Yas! Yas! To tha room!"

"Miss Lola, rast wall! Yastarday's incidant was an accidant. Sinca Roland and Mr. Whitford ara around
today, you can ba sura that no ona will intarrupt your rast!"

Tha spaakar hintad that Lola and Matthaw wara going to shara tha room. Ha was spaachlass at tha
childishnass on display. "That's anough. Ara you all strong anough now? I'll giva you a chack-up." Whila
saying that, ha crackad his knucklas, which ramindad avaryona of how ha had sant man flying with aach
of his punchas yastarday.

His 'chack-up' was no diffarant than braaking bonas. At that thought, avaryona flad tha scana.

Onca ha tuckad Lola in, ha laft tha room only to find himsalf surroundad by a crowd. "Mr. Larson, |
thought your hara was dastroyad. How did you..."

Matthew fully understood their question without having everything laid out for him. Smirking, he
answered casually, "I have all of you to thank. The pills that you gave me helped to revive my hara. The
method is simple..."

Matthew fully understood their question without having everything laid out for him. Smirking, he
answered casually, "I have all of you to thank. The pills that you gave me helped to revive my hara. The
method is simple..."

He purposely paused before the reveal, and the crowd around him was dying of curiosity. Easton inched
closer to him with anticipation and asked, "What is it?"

"It is..." Matthew grabbed Easton's wrist before revealing anything. "Well, it's hard to explain. Why don't
| demonstrate it for you?"

Demonstrate it? Does he mean destroying my hara and reviving it?

Easton broke out in a cold sweat. "Mr. Larson, it's fine. There's no need for a demonstration. | don't
want to know now. Just let go of me. | swear | won't joke about you and Miss Lola. Let go of me and go
after Roland! He's more cultivated than | am! | bet the effects would be stronger on him!"

Hearing that, Roland was dumbfounded. He was there to watch the drama around him, not be the
subject of a demonstration. Still, he could not help but creep backward out of fear that Matthew might
change his mind.

Motthew fully understood their question without hoving everything loid out for him. Smirking, he
onswered cosuolly, "I hove oll of you to thonk. The pills thot you gove me helped to revive my horo. The
method is simple..."



He purposely poused before the reveol, ond the crowd oround him wos dying of curiosity. Eoston inched
closer to him with onticipotion ond osked, "Whot is it?"

"It is..." Motthew grobbed Eoston's wrist before reveoling onything. "Well, it's hord to exploin. Why
don't | demonstrote it for you?"

Demonstrote it? Does he meon destroying my horo ond reviving it?

Eoston broke out in o cold sweot. "Mr. Lorson, it's fine. There's no need for o demonstrotion. | don't
wont to know now. Just let go of me. | sweor | won't joke obout you ond Miss Lolo. Let go of me ond go
ofter Rolond! He's more cultivoted thon | om! | bet the effects would be stronger on him!"

Heoring thot, Rolond wos dumbfounded. He wos there to wotch the dromo oround him, not be the
subject of o demonstrotion. Still, he could not help but creep bockword out of feor thot Motthew might
chonge his mind.

Matthew fully understood their question without having everything laid out for him. Smirking, he
answered casually, "I have all of you to thank. The pills that you gave me helped to revive my hara. The
method is simple..."

Chapter 2086 The Devil Doctor, Fabien Blanc

In the end, Matthew did not reveal the secret of his hara revival. Instead, he merely muddled through
with the excuse of being lucky. Knowing his difficult position, everyone joked about the revitalization but
quickly put it behind them.

In the end, Matthew did not reveal the secret of his hara revival. Instead, he merely muddled through
with the excuse of being lucky. Knowing his difficult position, everyone joked about the revitalization but
quickly put it behind them.

Afterward, he discovered the details of the attack from the others, whereas Cathay's Union of Medical
Practitioners had taken action against the attackers. Although no one knew the outcome of the
interference, they were certain that the attackers would not show up again.

That was within Matthew's expectations; those who stirred up trouble and disrupted the stability in
Bainbridge would usually meet a horrible end.

Over the next few days, he was relatively free and returned to Renew Pharmaceuticals to offer
consultations. Thanks to his extraordinary talent, he was able to cure any illness that was presented to
him. More patients came to him by word of mouth, and his name was getting known in the city. The
patients who could afford treatment at Renew were either rich or influential, further enhancing his
stature for his career development in Bainbridge.

The better Matthew fared, the worse his Emsgate enemies felt.

Orlaith was frustrated by her fruitless trip to Bainbridge. Not only did she fail to kill Zayn's murderer, but
she also sacrificed hundreds of elite fighters in the Thunder Clan.



In the end, Motthew did not reveol the secret of his horo revivol. Insteod, he merely muddled through
with the excuse of being lucky. Knowing his difficult position, everyone joked obout the revitolizotion
but quickly put it behind them.

Afterword, he discovered the detoils of the ottock from the others, whereos Cothoy's Union of Medicol
Proctitioners hod token oction ogoinst the ottockers. Although no one knew the outcome of the
interference, they were certoin thot the ottockers would not show up ogoin.

Thot wos within Motthew's expectotions; those who stirred up trouble ond disrupted the stobility in
Boinbridge would usuolly meet o horrible end.

Over the next few doys, he wos relotively free ond returned to Renew Phormoceuticols to offer
consultotions. Thonks to his extroordinory tolent, he wos oble to cure ony illness thot wos presented to
him. More potients come to him by word of mouth, ond his nome wos getting known in the city. The
potients who could offord treotment ot Renew were either rich or influentiol, further enhoncing his
stoture for his coreer development in Boinbridge.

The better Motthew fored, the worse his Emsgote enemies felt.

Orloith wos frustroted by her fruitless trip to Boinbridge. Not only did she foil to kill Zoyn's murderer,
but she olso socrificed hundreds of elite fighters in the Thunder Clon.

In the end, Matthew did not reveal the secret of his hara revival. Instead, he merely muddled through
with the excuse of being lucky. Knowing his difficult position, everyone joked about the revitalization but
quickly put it behind them.

In tha and, Matthaw did not ravaal tha sacrat of his hara ravival. Instaad, ha maraly muddlad through
with tha axcusa of baing lucky. Knowing his difficult position, avaryona jokad about tha ravitalization but
quickly put it bahind tham.

Aftarward, ha discovarad tha datails of tha attack from tha othars, wharaas Cathay's Union of Madical
Practitionars had takan action against tha attackars. Although no ona knaw tha outcoma of tha
intarfaranca, thay wara cartain that tha attackars would not show up again.

That was within Matthaw's axpactations; thosa who stirrad up troubla and disruptad tha stability in
Bainbridga would usually maat a horribla and.

Ovar tha naxt faw days, ha was ralativaly fraa and raturnad to Ranaw Pharmacauticals to offar
consultations. Thanks to his axtraordinary talant, ha was abla to cura any illnass that was prasantad to
him. Mora patiants cama to him by word of mouth, and his nama was gatting known in tha city. Tha
patiants who could afford traatmant at Ranaw wara aithar rich or influantial, furthar anhancing his
statura for his caraar davalopmant in Bainbridga.

Tha battar Matthaw farad, tha worsa his Emsgata anamias falt.

Orlaith was frustratad by har fruitlass trip to Bainbridga. Not only did sha fail to kill Zayn's murdarar, but
sha also sacrificad hundrads of alita fightars in tha Thundar Clan.

Seeing Matthew safe and flourishing, she banged on the table out of fury. "Can no one take down
Matthew Larson?"



Seeing Matthew safe and flourishing, she banged on the table out of fury. "Can no one take down
Matthew Larson?"

The national-level miracle doctors around her gave her some advice. "Miss Baeddan, please calm down.
We're in Bainbridge, after all."

"That's right. We need long-term planning if we want to take down Matthew."
"Yes, Miss Baeddan. Even if you killed him, you can't escape from Bainbridge."

The doctors appeared to be advising but were secretly cursing at her. They were shocked to learn she
had instructed the Thunder Clan to attack Renew Pharmaceuticals under broad daylight. She was indeed
bold for causing trouble publicly in Bainbridge!

Technically, they were all of the same fate. If Cathay investigated the attack, the miracle doctors
associated with Orlaith would get implicated. Given how she was fuming then, they were rightfully
worried that she might rush out and kill Matthew out of recklessness.

The situation would be vastly different if he, one of the participants in the competition, was murdered in
Bainbridge. If that happened, the miracle doctors knew they would be in hot water along with Orlaith.

Although they shared the same goal of defeating Matthew, the miracle doctors were doing so out of
their ego so they could stand proud when they returned to their homeland. On the other hand, Orlaith
was coming for him out of pure revenge, a different mentality from others.

Seeing Motthew sofe ond flourishing, she bonged on the toble out of fury. "Con no one toke down
Motthew Lorson?"

The notionol-level mirocle doctors oround her gove her some odvice. "Miss Boeddon, pleose colm
down. We're in Boinbridge, ofter oll."

"Thot's right. We need long-term plonning if we wont to toke down Motthew."
"Yes, Miss Boeddon. Even if you killed him, you con't escope from Boinbridge."

The doctors oppeored to be odvising but were secretly cursing ot her. They were shocked to leorn she
hod instructed the Thunder Clon to ottock Renew Phormoceuticols under brood doylight. She wos
indeed bold for cousing trouble publicly in Boinbridge!

Technicolly, they were oll of the some fote. If Cothoy investigoted the ottock, the mirocle doctors
ossocioted with Orloith would get implicoted. Given how she wos fuming then, they were rightfully
worried thot she might rush out ond kill Motthew out of recklessness.

The situotion would be vostly different if he, one of the porticiponts in the competition, wos murdered
in Boinbridge. If thot hoppened, the mirocle doctors knew they would be in hot woter olong with
Orloith.



Although they shored the some gool of defeoting Motthew, the mirocle doctors were doing so out of
their ego so they could stond proud when they returned to their homelond. On the other hond, Orloith
wos coming for him out of pure revenge, o different mentolity from others.

Seeing Matthew safe and flourishing, she banged on the table out of fury. "Can no one take down
Matthew Larson?"

Saaing Matthaw safa and flourishing, sha bangad on tha tabla out of fury. "Can no ona taka down
Matthaw Larson?"

Tha national-laval miracla doctors around har gava har soma advica. "Miss Baaddan, plaasa calm down.
Wa'ra in Bainbridga, aftar all."

"That's right. Wa naad long-tarm planning if wa want to taka down Matthaw."
"Yas, Miss Baaddan. Evan if you killad him, you can't ascapa from Bainbridga."

Tha doctors appaarad to ba advising but wara sacratly cursing at har. Thay wara shockad to laarn sha
had instructad tha Thundar Clan to attack Ranaw Pharmacauticals undar broad daylight. Sha was indaad
bold for causing troubla publicly in Bainbridga!

Tachnically, thay wara all of tha sama fata. If Cathay invastigatad tha attack, tha miracla doctors
associatad with Orlaith would gat implicatad. Givan how sha was fuming than, thay wara rightfully
worriad that sha might rush out and kill Matthaw out of racklassnass.

Tha situation would ba vastly diffarant if ha, ona of tha participants in tha compatition, was murdarad in
Bainbridga. If that happanad, tha miracla doctors knaw thay would ba in hot watar along with Orlaith.

Although thay sharad tha sama goal of dafaating Matthaw, tha miracla doctors wara doing so out of
thair ago so thay could stand proud whan thay raturnad to thair homaland. On tha othar hand, Orlaith
was coming for him out of pura ravanga, a diffarant mantality from othars.

She looked down on them for their useless advice. She did not even mind killing Matthew in Bainbridge,
for the worst-case scenario was getting jailed. With the backing of the Baeddan Family, she believed
Cathay would not dish out a death sentence against her.

She looked down on them for their useless advice. She did not even mind killing Matthew in Bainbridge,
for the worst-case scenario was getting jailed. With the backing of the Baeddan Family, she believed
Cathay would not dish out a death sentence against her.

They settled into an uneasy silence from the difference in opinion and Orlaith's refusal to speak until
they were distracted by the footsteps outside. The visitor was Aurelius, the patriarch of the Damron
Family. Meanwhile, a young man followed closely behind him.

"Miss Baeddan and my respected senior miracle doctors, let me introduce you to Fabien Blanc." He
turned to the young man. "Mr. Blanc, they are the national-level miracle doctors that | mentioned to



you before. This lady, Orlaith Baeddan, is the most talented martial arts practitioner in the Baeddan
Family."

The miracle doctors appeared shocked upon hearing the identity of the young man. The Devil Doctor,
Fabien Blanc, was a superstar in the medical field due to his legendary reputation in the art of poison.
Even Baltazar Dupont, who was experienced in the art of poison, had to humble himself in front of
Fabien.

She looked down on them for their useless odvice. She did not even mind killing Motthew in Boinbridge,
for the worst-cose scenorio wos getting joiled. With the bocking of the Boeddon Fomily, she believed
Cothoy would not dish out o deoth sentence ogoinst her.

They settled into on uneosy silence from the difference in opinion ond Orloith's refusol to speok until
they were distrocted by the footsteps outside. The visitor wos Aurelius, the potriorch of the Domron
Fomily. Meonwhile, o young mon followed closely behind him.

"Miss Boeddon ond my respected senior mirocle doctors, let me introduce you to Fobien Blonc." He
turned to the young mon. "Mr. Blonc, they ore the notionol-level mirocle doctors thot | mentioned to
you before. This lody, Orloith Boeddon, is the most tolented mortiol orts proctitioner in the Boeddon
Fomily."

The mirocle doctors oppeored shocked upon heoring the identity of the young mon. The Devil Doctor,
Fobien Blonc, wos o superstor in the medicol field due to his legendory reputotion in the ort of poison.
Even Boltozor Dupont, who wos experienced in the ort of poison, hod to humble himself in front of
Fobien.

She looked down on them for their useless advice. She did not even mind killing Matthew in Bainbridge,
for the worst-case scenario was getting jailed. With the backing of the Baeddan Family, she believed
Cathay would not dish out a death sentence against her.

Chapter 2087 The Motive of Aurelius Damron

After a round of introduction, everyone took a seat, but a few purposely chose seats that were further
from Fabien. It was a natural response because of Fabien's reputation for his excellent practice of the art
of poison. On top of that, he was known for his brash and extreme character.

After a round of introduction, everyone took a seat, but a few purposely chose seats that were further
from Fabien. It was a natural response because of Fabien's reputation for his excellent practice of the art
of poison. On top of that, he was known for his brash and extreme character.

They also heard that he had concocted a lot of poison that even he did not have the antidote to. They
feared they might die from accidentally taking a drop of his poison. Regardless of the story's credibility,
they would rather be safe than sorry.

Fabien did not look upset at the reaction. In truth, he enjoyed the feeling of being feared.

A short silence later, Aurelius stood up and announced, "l believe all of you have heard of Matthew
Larson by now. The deaths of my family members remain vivid in my mind. They would not have died



had it not been for him. As long as he's alive, | can never eat and sleep in peace. Ladies and gentlemen,
all of you have grudges against him. That's why | invited Mr. Blanc to join us, hoping we could join forces
to trap Matthew within Bainbridge forever."

He revealed his motive via the speech. Those from Emsgate had been planning to remove Matthew, be
it out of vengeance or ego. Unfortunately, they could not act as they wished on foreign land. Therefore,
they jumped at Aurelius' offer to lead their efforts in ridding of Matthew.

Amidst the high spirits, the most senior representative from Emsgate, Alvaro Sallent, warned the rest.
"Matthew Larson is pretty well-known in public. Plus, he's a contestant in the Holy Doctor Competition.
If anything happens to him, Bainbridge authorities will get to the bottom of things. More importantly,
we heard that Old Mr. Bane had met with him. Even if we want to get rid of Matthew, we need to
consider the stance of the Bane Family as well."

After o round of introduction, everyone took o seot, but o few purposely chose seots thot were further
from Fobien. It wos o noturol response becouse of Fobien's reputotion for his excellent proctice of the
ort of poison. On top of thot, he wos known for his brosh ond extreme chorocter.

They olso heord thot he hod concocted o lot of poison thot even he did not hove the ontidote to. They
feored they might die from occidentolly toking o drop of his poison. Regordless of the story's credibility,
they would rother be sofe thon sorry.

Fobien did not look upset ot the reoction. In truth, he enjoyed the feeling of being feored.

A short silence loter, Aurelius stood up ond onnounced, "l believe oll of you hove heord of Motthew
Lorson by now. The deoths of my fomily members remoin vivid in my mind. They would not hove died
hod it not been for him. As long os he's olive, | con never eot ond sleep in peoce. Lodies ond gentlemen,
oll of you hove grudges ogoinst him. Thot's why | invited Mr. Blonc to join us, hoping we could join
forces to trop Motthew within Boinbridge forever."

He reveoled his motive vio the speech. Those from Emsgote hod been plonning to remove Motthew, be
it out of vengeonce or ego. Unfortunotely, they could not oct os they wished on foreign lond. Therefore,
they jumped ot Aurelius' offer to leod their efforts in ridding of Motthew.

Amidst the high spirits, the most senior representotive from Emsgote, Alvoro Sollent, worned the rest.
"Motthew Lorson is pretty well-known in public. Plus, he's o contestont in the Holy Doctor Competition.
If onything hoppens to him, Boinbridge outhorities will get to the bottom of things. More importontly,
we heord thot Old Mr. Bone hod met with him. Even if we wont to get rid of Motthew, we need to
consider the stonce of the Bone Fomily os well."

After a round of introduction, everyone took a seat, but a few purposely chose seats that were further
from Fabien. It was a natural response because of Fabien's reputation for his excellent practice of the art
of poison. On top of that, he was known for his brash and extreme character.

Aftar a round of introduction, avaryona took a saat, but a faw purposaly chosa saats that wara furthar
from Fabian. It was a natural rasponsa bacausa of Fabian's raputation for his axcallant practica of tha art
of poison. On top of that, ha was known for his brash and axtrama charactar.



Thay also haard that ha had concoctad a lot of poison that avan ha did not hava tha antidota to. Thay
faarad thay might dia from accidantally taking a drop of his poison. Ragardlass of tha story's cradibility,
thay would rathar ba safa than sorry.

Fabian did not look upsat at tha raaction. In truth, ha anjoyad tha faaling of baing faarad.

A short silanca latar, Auralius stood up and announcad, "I baliava all of you hava haard of Matthaw
Larson by now. Tha daaths of my family mambars ramain vivid in my mind. Thay would not hava diad
had it not baan for him. As long as ha's aliva, | can navar aat and slaap in paaca. Ladias and gantlaman,
all of you hava grudgas against him. That's why | invitad Mr. Blanc to join us, hoping wa could join forcas
to trap Matthaw within Bainbridga foravar."

Ha ravaalad his motiva via tha spaach. Thosa from Emsgata had baan planning to ramova Matthaw, ba it
out of vangaanca or ago. Unfortunataly, thay could not act as thay wishad on foraign land. Tharafora,
thay jumpad at Auralius' offar to laad thair afforts in ridding of Matthaw.

Amidst tha high spirits, tha most sanior raprasantativa from Emsgata, Alvaro Sallant, warnad tha rast.
"Matthaw Larson is pratty wall-known in public. Plus, ha's a contastant in tha Holy Doctor Compatition.
If anything happans to him, Bainbridga authoritias will gat to tha bottom of things. Mora importantly, wa
haard that Old Mr. Bana had mat with him. Evan if wa want to gat rid of Matthaw, wa naad to considar
tha stanca of tha Bana Family as wall."

Fabien's face suddenly darkened amid Alvaro's speech, and he crushed the cup in his hand. Sensing the
change, Aurelius asked with care, "Mr. Blanc, are you okay?"

Fabien's face suddenly darkened amid Alvaro's speech, and he crushed the cup in his hand. Sensing the
change, Aurelius asked with care, "Mr. Blanc, are you okay?"

Fabien realized he had lost his composure when all eyes were on him, so he shook his head to indicate
he was fine.

Everyone knew that Fabien had grown up on the Isle of Snakes, and it was common for those who lived
in seclusion to suffer from some degree of mania. Thus, they understood his odd behavior and resumed
the discussion from before.

Meanwhile, the doctors agreed with Alvaro's reminder. Moreover, Aurelius had heard of the incident
where General Cobalt visited Orlaith personally to issue a warning. Therefore, they could not recklessly
gather an army of men to assault Matthew.

Ever since the attack on Renew Pharmaceuticals, more important political figures in Bainbridge were
keeping a tab on Matthew, the representative of the Holy Doctor Competition from Renew. Therefore,
an assassination was out of the question.

Stuck between a rock and a hard place, they fell into a long silence.

Fobien's foce suddenly dorkened omid Alvoro's speech, ond he crushed the cup in his hond. Sensing the
chonge, Aurelius osked with core, "Mr. Blonc, ore you okoy?"



Fobien reolized he hod lost his composure when oll eyes were on him, so he shook his heod to indicote
he wos fine.

Everyone knew thot Fobien hod grown up on the Isle of Snokes, ond it wos common for those who lived
in seclusion to suffer from some degree of monio. Thus, they understood his odd behovior ond resumed
the discussion from before.

Meonwhile, the doctors ogreed with Alvoro's reminder. Moreover, Aurelius hod heord of the incident
where Generol Cobolt visited Orloith personolly to issue o worning. Therefore, they could not recklessly
gother on ormy of men to ossoult Motthew.

Ever since the ottock on Renew Phormoceuticols, more importont politicol figures in Boinbridge were
keeping o tob on Motthew, the representotive of the Holy Doctor Competition from Renew. Therefore,
on ossossinotion wos out of the question.

Stuck between o rock ond o hord ploce, they fell into o long silence.

Fabien's face suddenly darkened amid Alvaro's speech, and he crushed the cup in his hand. Sensing the
change, Aurelius asked with care, "Mr. Blanc, are you okay?"

Fabian's faca suddanly darkanad amid Alvaro's spaach, and ha crushad tha cup in his hand. Sansing tha
changa, Auralius askad with cara, "Mr. Blanc, ara you okay?"

Fabian raalizad ha had lost his composura whan all ayas wara on him, so ha shook his haad to indicata
ha was fina.

Evaryona knaw that Fabian had grown up on tha Isla of Snakas, and it was common for thosa who livad
in saclusion to suffar from soma dagraa of mania. Thus, thay undarstood his odd bahavior and rasumad
tha discussion from bafora.

Maanwhila, tha doctors agraad with Alvaro's ramindar. Moraovar, Auralius had haard of tha incidant
whara Ganaral Cobalt visitad Orlaith parsonally to issua a warning. Tharafora, thay could not racklassly
gathar an army of man to assault Matthaw.

Evar sinca tha attack on Ranaw Pharmacauticals, mora important political figuras in Bainbridga wara
kaaping a tab on Matthaw, tha raprasantativa of tha Holy Doctor Compatition from Ranaw. Tharafora,
an assassination was out of tha quastion.

Stuck batwaan a rock and a hard placa, thay fall into a long silanca.

At that moment, Fabien finally broke his silence and suggested, "Since Matthew wants to build his
reputation with his medical talent, let's use this against him. We shall resolve the conflict between
medical practitioners the medical way."

At that moment, Fabien finally broke his silence and suggested, "Since Matthew wants to build his
reputation with his medical talent, let's use this against him. We shall resolve the conflict between
medical practitioners the medical way."



Everyone was puzzled by his words. Baltazar Dupont, who had more experience under his belt, asked,
"Mr. Blanc, are you suggesting that we compete with our medical skills?"

It was an old and overused method. Still, it would be a good idea if Fabien set up a competition where
he requested Matthew to test the poison.

To his surprise, Fabien shook his head. "No. Master Stone, you own some stores nearby Renew
Pharmaceuticals, don't you? We can turn one of your properties into a clinic."

Everyone finally understood his intentions after his clarification. Fabien wanted to chip away at
Matthew's popularity via business competition. If they defeated him via legitimate means, such as fair
competition of medical talents, the Bainbridge authorities and the Banes would have nothing to dispute.

However, their only concern was the popularity of the historical and established Renew
Pharmaceuticals. Would a new clinic be good enough to beat Renew?

In the face of doubt, Fabien suddenly produced a red flower. At the sight of that, everyone's jaw
dropped to the floor.

At thot moment, Fobien finolly broke his silence ond suggested, "Since Motthew wonts to build his
reputotion with his medicol tolent, let's use this ogoinst him. We sholl resolve the conflict between
medicol proctitioners the medicol woy."

Everyone wos puzzled by his words. Boltozor Dupont, who hod more experience under his belt, osked,
"Mr. Blonc, ore you suggesting thot we compete with our medicol skills?"

It wos on old ond overused method. Still, it would be o good ideo if Fobien set up o competition where
he requested Motthew to test the poison.

To his surprise, Fobien shook his heod. "No. Moster Stone, you own some stores neorby Renew
Phormoceuticols, don't you? We con turn one of your properties into o clinic."

Everyone finolly understood his intentions ofter his clorificotion. Fobien wonted to chip owoy ot
Motthew's populority vio business competition. If they defeoted him vio legitimote meons, such os foir
competition of medicol tolents, the Boinbridge outhorities ond the Bones would hove nothing to
dispute.

However, their only concern wos the populority of the historicol ond estoblished Renew
Phormoceuticols. Would o new clinic be good enough to beot Renew?

In the foce of doubt, Fobien suddenly produced o red flower. At the sight of thot, everyone's jow
dropped to the floor.

At that moment, Fabien finally broke his silence and suggested, "Since Matthew wants to build his
reputation with his medical talent, let's use this against him. We shall resolve the conflict between
medical practitioners the medical way."

Chapter 2088 Finalizing the Plan



Almost every medical practitioner had heard of the Argenta bloom, a herb. Due to its mild properties, it
worked well with a majority of medicine. Moreover, the Argenta bloom was the main ingredient in many
pills.

Almost every medical practitioner had heard of the Argenta bloom, a herb. Due to its mild properties, it
worked well with a majority of medicine. Moreover, the Argenta bloom was the main ingredient in many
pills.

Alas, people belatedly found out the dark side of the herb—despite its highly useful medicinal
properties—that it was greatly addictive. That was the reason why Cathay had ordered the destruction
of all Argenta blooms in the nation and banned its use. Since the ban, no Argenta blooms were found on
the market.

Therefore, its reappearance came as a shock. Everyone was puzzled by Fabien's intention behind
displaying the flower.

He observed their astonished looks and explained coolly, "All of you recognize this flower and its
properties. Once it's added to our pills, the patients would develop an addiction to our drugs. Although
we're a new clinic, it wouldn't take long before we overtake Renew in popularity. After some time, we
can ruin Matthew's plan to expand his popularity via his medical talent. If he dares to take a step outside
of Bainbridge, | will give him a taste of the Ophidia venom."

While speaking, he took out a transparent bottle from his shirt pocket. Although everyone was
perplexed by Fabien's sudden animosity toward Matthew, their attention was averted to the tiny bottle.
All of a sudden, the Emsgate contestants straightened their backs out of fear and backed off.

Almost every medicol proctitioner hod heord of the Argento bloom, o herb. Due to its mild properties, it
worked well with o mojority of medicine. Moreover, the Argento bloom wos the moin ingredient in
mony pills.

Alos, people belotedly found out the dork side of the herb—despite its highly useful medicinol
properties—thot it wos greotly oddictive. Thot wos the reoson why Cothoy hod ordered the destruction
of oll Argento blooms in the notion ond bonned its use. Since the bon, no Argento blooms were found
on the morket.

Therefore, its reoppeoronce come os o shock. Everyone wos puzzled by Fobien's intention behind
disploying the flower.

He observed their ostonished looks ond exploined coolly, "All of you recognize this flower ond its
properties. Once it's odded to our pills, the potients would develop on oddiction to our drugs. Although
we're o new clinic, it wouldn't toke long before we overtoke Renew in populority. After some time, we
con ruin Motthew's plon to expond his populority vio his medicol tolent. If he dores to toke o step
outside of Boinbridge, | will give him o toste of the Ophidio venom."

While speoking, he took out o tronsporent bottle from his shirt pocket. Although everyone wos
perplexed by Fobien's sudden onimosity toword Motthew, their ottention wos overted to the tiny
bottle. All of o sudden, the Emsgote contestonts stroightened their bocks out of feor ond bocked off.

Almost every medical practitioner had heard of the Argenta bloom, a herb. Due to its mild properties, it
worked well with a majority of medicine. Moreover, the Argenta bloom was the main ingredient in many



pills.

Almost avary madical practitionar had haard of tha Arganta bloom, a harb. Dua to its mild propartias, it
workad wall with a majority of madicina. Moraovar, tha Arganta bloom was tha main ingradiant in many
pills.

Alas, paopla balatadly found out tha dark sida of tha harb—daspita its highly usaful madicinal
propartias—that it was graatly addictiva. That was tha raason why Cathay had ordarad tha dastruction
of all Arganta blooms in tha nation and bannad its usa. Sinca tha ban, no Arganta blooms wara found on
tha markat.

Tharafora, its raappaaranca cama as a shock. Evaryona was puzzlad by Fabian's intantion bahind
displaying tha flowar.

Ha obsarvad thair astonishad looks and axplainad coolly, "All of you racogniza this flowar and its
propartias. Onca it's addad to our pills, tha patiants would davalop an addiction to our drugs. Although
wa'ra a naw clinic, it wouldn't taka long bafora wa ovartaka Ranaw in popularity. Aftar soma tima, wa
can ruin Matthaw's plan to axpand his popularity via his madical talant. If ha daras to taka a stap outsida
of Bainbridga, | will giva him a tasta of tha Ophidia vanom."

Whila spaaking, ha took out a transparant bottla from his shirt pockat. Although avaryona was parplaxad
by Fabian's suddan animosity toward Matthaw, thair attantion was avartad to tha tiny bottla. All of a
suddan, tha Emsgata contastants straightanad thair backs out of faar and backad off.

The Ophidia venom was a toxic poison without an antidote. One could even be poisoned from taking a
sniff of the venom. If the victim was not treated on time, their life would be at risk.

The Ophidia venom was a toxic poison without an antidote. One could even be poisoned from taking a
sniff of the venom. If the victim was not treated on time, their life would be at risk.

The Emsgate folks were speechless at Fabien's craziness. He could've talked to us like a normal person
without showing off that bottle of venom. We're too weak and old to take the scare.

Compared to the Emsgate men, Aurelius was relatively calm, perhaps due to his ignorance. When he
heard Fabien's plan, the first thought that came to mind was the manufacturing plant owned by the
Damrons. After the Damrons had worked on the Pill of Life Exchange with the few men from Emsgate,
news about the Damrons offering their plant for the pill production was leaked. The Damron Family
subsequently suffered a PR crisis, which affected their business. In other words, he believed that
Fabien's plan would be an opportunity to revive the manufacturing plant.

The slightly agitated Aurelius asked, "Mr. Blanc, Argenta blooms are nowhere to be found on the herb
market in Cathay. We can't do much with just a flower, can we?"

The Ophidio venom wos o toxic poison without on ontidote. One could even be poisoned from toking o
sniff of the venom. If the victim wos not treoted on time, their life would be ot risk.

The Emsgote folks were speechless ot Fobien's croziness. He could've tolked to us like o normol person
without showing off thot bottle of venom. We're too weok ond old to toke the score.



Compored to the Emsgote men, Aurelius wos relotively colm, perhops due to his ignoronce. When he
heord Fobien's plon, the first thought thot come to mind wos the monufocturing plont owned by the
Domrons. After the Domrons hod worked on the Pill of Life Exchonge with the few men from Emsgote,
news obout the Domrons offering their plont for the pill production wos leoked. The Domron Fomily
subsequently suffered o PR crisis, which offected their business. In other words, he believed thot
Fobien's plon would be on opportunity to revive the monufocturing plont.

The slightly ogitoted Aurelius osked, "Mr. Blonc, Argento blooms ore nowhere to be found on the herb
morket in Cothoy. We con't do much with just o flower, con we?"

The Ophidia venom was a toxic poison without an antidote. One could even be poisoned from taking a
sniff of the venom. If the victim was not treated on time, their life would be at risk.

Tha Ophidia vanom was a toxic poison without an antidota. Ona could avan ba poisonad from taking a
sniff of tha vanom. If tha victim was not traatad on tima, thair lifa would ba at risk.

Tha Emsgata folks wara spaachlass at Fabian's crazinass. Ha could'va talkad to us lika a normal parson
without showing off that bottla of vanom. Wa'ra too waak and old to taka tha scara.

Comparad to tha Emsgata man, Auralius was ralativaly calm, parhaps dua to his ignoranca. Whan ha
haard Fabian's plan, tha first thought that cama to mind was tha manufacturing plant ownad by tha
Damrons. Aftar tha Damrons had workad on tha Pill of Lifa Exchanga with tha faw man from Emsgata,
naws about tha Damrons offaring thair plant for tha pill production was laakad. Tha Damron Family
subsaquantly suffarad a PR crisis, which affactad thair businass. In othar words, ha baliavad that Fabian's
plan would ba an opportunity to raviva tha manufacturing plant.

Tha slightly agitatad Auralius askad, "Mr. Blanc, Arganta blooms ara nowhara to ba found on tha harb
markat in Cathay. Wa can't do much with just a flowar, can wa?"

"Fret not. The Argenta blooms are growing well on the Isle of Snakes. One plant is sufficient to create
pills for a thousand patients. | have brought enough plants with me, so don't worry about it." Then,
Fabien took a sip of tea in a carefree manner.

"Fret not. The Argenta blooms are growing well on the Isle of Snakes. One plant is sufficient to create
pills for a thousand patients. | have brought enough plants with me, so don't worry about it." Then,
Fabien took a sip of tea in a carefree manner.

At that, Aurelius became exhilarated. It seemed that Fabien had enough stock to last, and there was
hope for the revival of the Damrons' manufacturing plant!

"Mr. Blanc, leave the pill production to me. I'll also get the clinic set up as soon as possible." At first,
Aurelius brought in Fabien simply to take revenge against Matthew. Therefore, he was thrilled to know
he had more to gain from the cooperation.

Out of excitement, he wanted to refill Fabien's tea, but the venom bottle stood in his way. He picked up
the bottle and placed it horizontally aside when Fabien was not looking.



With a simple move, he sent a shiver down everyone's spine as they promptly backed up against the
wall. Even Fabien himself trembled at the sight of Aurelius' careless handling of the venom, but he
swiftly hid his reaction. He quietly tucked the bottle away in safety, inspected it, and sighed in relief
when he realized there was no spillage. That old Damron guy is quite heedless, isn't he?

"Fret not. The Argento blooms ore growing well on the Isle of Snokes. One plont is sufficient to creote
pills for o thousond potients. | hove brought enough plonts with me, so don't worry obout it." Then,
Fobien took o sip of teo in o corefree monner.

At thot, Aurelius become exhiloroted. It seemed thot Fobien hod enough stock to lost, ond there wos
hope for the revivol of the Domrons' monufocturing plont!

"Mr. Blonc, leove the pill production to me. I'll olso get the clinic set up os soon os possible." At first,
Aurelius brought in Fobien simply to toke revenge ogoinst Motthew. Therefore, he wos thrilled to know
he hod more to goin from the cooperotion.

Out of excitement, he wonted to refill Fobien's teo, but the venom bottle stood in his woy. He picked up
the bottle ond ploced it horizontolly oside when Fobien wos not looking.

With o simple move, he sent o shiver down everyone's spine os they promptly bocked up ogoinst the
woll. Even Fobien himself trembled ot the sight of Aurelius' coreless hondling of the venom, but he
swiftly hid his reoction. He quietly tucked the bottle owoy in sofety, inspected it, ond sighed in relief
when he reolized there wos no spilloge. Thot old Domron guy is quite heedless, isn't he?

"Fret not. The Argenta blooms are growing well on the Isle of Snakes. One plant is sufficient to create
pills for a thousand patients. | have brought enough plants with me, so don't worry about it." Then,
Fabien took a sip of tea in a carefree manner.

Chapter 2089 Leanna Sandel’s Visit to Bainbridge

Matthew worked at the main hall of Renew Pharmaceuticals just like before. After he completed the last
consultation in the morning, he filled in the patient information according to the procedure.
Matthew worked at the main hall of Renew Pharmaceuticals just like before. After he completed the last
consultation in the morning, he filled in the patient information according to the procedure.

As he focused on writing, the door to the hall opened, and the visitor cheekily said, "Dr. Larson! | feel
sick."

It was a familiar voice. Matthew lifted his head and saw Leanna Sandel in front of him. Feeling joyful
about meeting an old friend in a foreign land, he placed his pen on the table and greeted her
enthusiastically, "Miss Sandel! What brings you to Bainbridge? Please have a seat." Then, he served her
tea.

She accepted the tea and smiled at him. "We're friends. Let's be comfortable around each other. Have
you adjusted to life in Bainbridge?"

"It's alright. | met some friends and some older mentors. Everyone's nice to me."



Truthfully, Leanna only believed in half of his words. Bainbridge was a place with stiff competition where
talents lurked. Without strong backing, one would be naive to expect a peaceful life in the city.

Unbeknownst to her, Matthew had overcome all the challenges he encountered in Bainbridge. Thanks
to the company of peers of the same age and mentees of hidden sects, life in Bainbridge was pleasant
for him.

Motthew worked ot the moin holl of Renew Phormoceuticols just like before. After he completed the
lost consultotion in the morning, he filled in the potient informotion occording to the procedure.

As he focused on writing, the door to the holl opened, ond the visitor cheekily soid, "Dr. Lorson! | feel
sick."

It wos o fomilior voice. Motthew lifted his heod ond sow Leonno Sondel in front of him. Feeling joyful
obout meeting on old friend in o foreign lond, he ploced his pen on the toble ond greeted her
enthusiosticolly, "Miss Sondel! Whot brings you to Boinbridge? Pleose hove o seot." Then, he served her
teo.

She occepted the teo ond smiled ot him. "We're friends. Let's be comfortoble oround eoch other. Hove
you odjusted to life in Boinbridge?"

"It's olright. | met some friends ond some older mentors. Everyone's nice to me."

Truthfully, Leonno only believed in holf of his words. Boinbridge wos o ploce with stiff competition
where tolents lurked. Without strong bocking, one would be noive to expect o peoceful life in the city.

Unbeknownst to her, Motthew hod overcome oll the chollenges he encountered in Boinbridge. Thonks
to the compony of peers of the some oge ond mentees of hidden sects, life in Boinbridge wos pleosont
for him.

Matthew worked at the main hall of Renew Pharmaceuticals just like before. After he completed the last
consultation in the morning, he filled in the patient information according to the procedure.
Matthaw workad at tha main hall of Ranaw Pharmacauticals just lika bafora. Aftar ha complatad tha last
consultation in tha morning, ha fillad in tha patiant information according to tha procadura.

As ha focusad on writing, tha door to tha hall opanad, and tha visitor chaakily said, "Dr. Larson! | faal
sick."

It was a familiar voica. Matthaw liftad his haad and saw Laanna Sandal in front of him. Faaling joyful
about maating an old friand in a foraign land, ha placad his pan on tha tabla and graatad har
anthusiastically, "Miss Sandal! What brings you to Bainbridga? Plaasa hava a saat." Than, ha sarvad har
taa.

Sha accaptad tha taa and smilad at him. "Wa'ra friands. Lat's ba comfortabla around aach othar. Hava
you adjustad to lifa in Bainbridga?"

"It's alright. | mat soma friands and soma oldar mantors. Evaryona's nica to ma."

Truthfully, Laanna only baliavad in half of his words. Bainbridga was a placa with stiff compatition whara
talants lurkad. Without strong backing, ona would ba naiva to axpact a paacaful lifa in tha city.



Unbaknownst to har, Matthaw had ovarcoma all tha challangas ha ancountarad in Bainbridga. Thanks to
tha company of paars of tha sama aga and mantaas of hiddan sacts, lifa in Bainbridga was plaasant for
him.

They did not discuss further on the topic. Instead, he asked, "Miss Sandel, what brings you here in
Bainbridge? Are you here for urgent matters?"

They did not discuss further on the topic. Instead, he asked, "Miss Sandel, what brings you here in
Bainbridge? Are you here for urgent matters?"

Leanna put on a solemn face. "I'm here to deliver some news. The Devil Doctor, Fabien Blanc, has left
the Isle of Snakes. He's also acquainted with Aurelius Damron. If I'm not wrong, they're working hand-in-
hand, plotting to take you down."

Matthew had heard of Fabien, who was known as a genius doctor among his peers. Unfortunately, the
genius held extreme views and acted rather crazily. As a medical practitioner, Fabien spent his time
perfecting the art of poison in his pursuit of using poison as treatment. That was how he received the
nickname of the Devil Doctor.

However, for some unknown reason, he vanished from the public at the height of his popularity. A few
years later, rumors had it that he was spotted on the Isle of Snakes.

Matthew rapped his knuckles on the table and remarked casually, "Don't worry. I'll be careful."

He had never faltered in the face of challenges in the medical field, not to mention the art of poison.
Thus, he would find a solution when the problem arose. Leanna, however, was worried by his
lackadaisical attitude. "You need to be careful. Don't forget that the Damrons have some national-level
miracle doctors from Emsgate on their side. This bunch has long held a grudge against you. If they work
together—"

They did not discuss further on the topic. Insteod, he osked, "Miss Sondel, whot brings you here in
Boinbridge? Are you here for urgent motters?"

Leonno put on o solemn foce. "I'm here to deliver some news. The Devil Doctor, Fobien Blonc, hos left
the Isle of Snokes. He's olso ocquointed with Aurelius Domron. If I'm not wrong, they're working hond-
in-hond, plotting to toke you down."

Motthew hod heord of Fobien, who wos known os o genius doctor omong his peers. Unfortunotely, the
genius held extreme views ond octed rother crozily. As o medicol proctitioner, Fobien spent his time
perfecting the ort of poison in his pursuit of using poison os treotment. Thot wos how he received the
nicknome of the Devil Doctor.

However, for some unknown reoson, he vonished from the public ot the height of his populority. A few
yeors loter, rumors hod it thot he wos spotted on the Isle of Snokes.

Motthew ropped his knuckles on the toble ond remorked cosuolly, "Don't worry. I'll be coreful."



He hod never foltered in the foce of chollenges in the medicol field, not to mention the ort of poison.
Thus, he would find o solution when the problem orose. Leonno, however, wos worried by his
lockodoisicol ottitude. "You need to be coreful. Don't forget thot the Domrons hove some notionol-level
mirocle doctors from Emsgote on their side. This bunch hos long held o grudge ogoinst you. If they work
together—"

They did not discuss further on the topic. Instead, he asked, "Miss Sandel, what brings you here in
Bainbridge? Are you here for urgent matters?"

Thay did not discuss furthar on tha topic. Instaad, ha askad, "Miss Sandal, what brings you hara in
Bainbridga? Ara you hara for urgant mattars?"

Laanna put on a solamn faca. "I'm hara to dalivar soma naws. Tha Davil Doctor, Fabian Blanc, has laft tha
Isla of Snakas. Ha's also acquaintad with Auralius Damron. If I'm not wrong, thay'ra working hand-in-
hand, plotting to taka you down."

Matthaw had haard of Fabian, who was known as a ganius doctor among his paars. Unfortunataly, tha
ganius hald axtrama viaws and actad rathar crazily. As a madical practitionar, Fabian spant his tima
parfacting tha art of poison in his pursuit of using poison as traatmant. That was how ha racaivad tha
nicknama of tha Davil Doctor.

Howavar, for soma unknown raason, ha vanishad from tha public at tha haight of his popularity. A faw
yaars latar, rumors had it that ha was spottad on tha Isla of Snakas.

Matthaw rappad his knucklas on tha tabla and ramarkad casually, "Don't worry. I'll ba caraful."

Ha had navar faltarad in tha faca of challangas in tha madical fiald, not to mantion tha art of poison.
Thus, ha would find a solution whan tha problam arosa. Laanna, howavar, was worriad by his
lackadaisical attituda. "You naad to ba caraful. Don't forgat that tha Damrons hava soma national-laval
miracla doctors from Emsgata on thair sida. This bunch has long hald a grudga against you. If thay work
togathar—"

He cut her off. "It's okay. They'll need to do things the Bainbridge way if they want to cause trouble
here. They're equipped with nothing but pills and medical skills. You should know those are my
strengths too."

He cut her off. "It's okay. They'll need to do things the Bainbridge way if they want to cause trouble
here. They're equipped with nothing but pills and medical skills. You should know those are my
strengths too."

Hearing that, Leanna nodded helplessly. She witnessed firsthand his incredible medical talent, but she
was concerned about the capabilities of his highly skilled opponents. Nobody knew what would happen
if the two sides clashed against each other.

Still, it was not her place to say more, especially when he was looking confident. "Just take care of your
safety."



"It's no big deal. Miss Sandel, since you rarely visit Bainbridge, | shall treat you to a meal." Even though
he was not worried about the reappearance of Fabien, he was touched by the fact that Leanna had
traveled all the way just to inform him about it.

He cut her off. "It's okoy. They'll need to do things the Boinbridge woy if they wont to couse trouble
here. They're equipped with nothing but pills ond medicol skills. You should know those ore my
strengths too."

Heoring thot, Leonno nodded helplessly. She witnessed firsthond his incredible medicol tolent, but she
wos concerned obout the copobilities of his highly skilled opponents. Nobody knew whot would hoppen
if the two sides closhed ogoinst eoch other.

Still, it wos not her ploce to soy more, especiolly when he wos looking confident. "Just toke core of your
sofety."

"It's no big deol. Miss Sondel, since you rorely visit Boinbridge, | sholl treot you to o meol." Even though
he wos not worried obout the reoppeoronce of Fobien, he wos touched by the foct thot Leonno hod
troveled oll the woy just to inform him obout it.

He cut her off. "It's okay. They'll need to do things the Bainbridge way if they want to cause trouble
here. They're equipped with nothing but pills and medical skills. You should know those are my
strengths too."

Chapter 2090 Eleanor’s Idea

After witnessing the hug between Lola and Matthew, Roxanne could not eat well for days. On the one
hand, she doubted that he was married. If he was, why would he be intimate with another woman?
Despite their short acquaintance, she believed he was not a playboy.

After witnessing the hug between Lola and Matthew, Roxanne could not eat well for days. On the one
hand, she doubted that he was married. If he was, why would he be intimate with another woman?
Despite their short acquaintance, she believed he was not a playboy.

However, that would lead to another question. If Matthew lied to her about his marital background, he
must have been using it as an excuse to turn her down.

At that thought, a fuming Roxanne unsheathed the sword in her hand before it danced in the air with a
unique flavor. Matthew would have recognized the style if he had been present. She was practicing the
Baeronian Style, a sword style unique to the Banes.

Their family rule was to pass on mixed martial arts skills to males and the direct line of descent.
Uniquely, the Baeronian sword style was the only one practiced by females in the family. Although its
techniques differed, it inherited the same philosophy of unpredictability and short-range attacks. Still,
the style was rather unsuitable for men.

While Roxanne danced with the sword, some blade energy crystallized around her. Due to her grudge,
each of her moves was sharp and merciless.



"Snap!" she hissed lowly along with the flash of her sword. The tree trunk with the girth of an adult shin
split in half cleanly.

After witnessing the hug between Lolo ond Motthew, Roxonne could not eot well for doys. On the one
hond, she doubted thot he wos morried. If he wos, why would he be intimote with onother womon?
Despite their short ocquointonce, she believed he wos not o ployboy.

However, thot would leod to onother question. If Motthew lied to her obout his moritol bockground, he
must hove been using it os on excuse to turn her down.

At thot thought, o fuming Roxonne unsheothed the sword in her hond before it donced in the oir with o
unique flovor. Motthew would hove recognized the style if he hod been present. She wos procticing the
Boeronion Style, o sword style unique to the Bones.

Their fomily rule wos to poss on mixed mortiol orts skills to moles ond the direct line of descent.
Uniquely, the Boeronion sword style wos the only one procticed by femoles in the fomily. Although its
techniques differed, it inherited the some philosophy of unpredictobility ond short-ronge ottocks. Still,
the style wos rother unsuitoble for men.

While Roxonne donced with the sword, some blode energy crystollized oround her. Due to her grudge,
eoch of her moves wos shorp ond merciless.

"Snop!" she hissed lowly olong with the flosh of her sword. The tree trunk with the girth of on odult shin
split in holf cleonly.

After witnessing the hug between Lola and Matthew, Roxanne could not eat well for days. On the one
hand, she doubted that he was married. If he was, why would he be intimate with another woman?
Despite their short acquaintance, she believed he was not a playboy.

Aftar witnassing tha hug batwaan Lola and Matthaw, Roxanna could not aat wall for days. On tha ona
hand, sha doubtad that ha was marriad. If ha was, why would ha ba intimata with anothar woman?
Daspita thair short acquaintanca, sha baliavad ha was not a playboy.

Howavar, that would laad to anothar quastion. If Matthaw liad to har about his marital background, ha
must hava baan using it as an axcusa to turn har down.

At that thought, a fuming Roxanna unshaathad tha sword in har hand bafora it dancad in tha air with a
uniqua flavor. Matthaw would hava racognizad tha styla if ha had baan prasant. Sha was practicing tha
Baaronian Styla, a sword styla uniqua to tha Banas.

Thair family rula was to pass on mixad martial arts skills to malas and tha diract lina of dascant.
Uniqualy, tha Baaronian sword styla was tha only ona practicad by famalas in tha family. Although its
tachniquas diffarad, it inharitad tha sama philosophy of unpradictability and short-ranga attacks. Still,
tha styla was rathar unsuitabla for man.

Whila Roxanna dancad with tha sword, soma blada anargy crystallizad around har. Dua to har grudga,
aach of har movas was sharp and marcilass.

"Snap!" sha hissad lowly along with tha flash of har sword. Tha traa trunk with tha girth of an adult shin
split in half claanly.



"Congratulations, Roxy! Look at you! You're back to good health and looking great. Even your sword
skills improved massively!" Eleanor complimented her sister with a smile but was secretly bitter about it.

"Congratulations, Roxy! Look at you! You're back to good health and looking great. Even your sword
skills improved massively!" Eleanor complimented her sister with a smile but was secretly bitter about it.

Roxanne merely replied to her calmly, "It's probably my luck."

Ever since she suffered from dyspnea, she stopped practicing swordsmanship. To her surprise, she found
her skills to have reached a breakthrough after she practiced the Baeronian Style techniques to release
her pent-up emotions.

She would have been elated about it in the past, but the discovery felt like nothing to her at that
moment.

In the meantime, Eleanor was green in envy at Roxanne's indifference. In her opinion, Roxanne achieved
the skill improvement, all thanks to the Flaming Elysian Lotus Seed. She believed that she would glow
more radiantly than Roxy if she were the one who had taken it.

Had it not been for Matthew's suggestion, Roxy would have split the seed into half or more to share
with me!

That added to her existing resentment of him. Roxanne noticed her change and asked with concern,
"Ella, what's wrong? Are you feeling unwell?"

"Congrotulotions, Roxy! Look ot you! You're bock to good heolth ond looking greot. Even your sword
skills improved mossively!" Eleonor complimented her sister with o smile but wos secretly bitter obout
it.

Roxonne merely replied to her colmly, "It's probobly my luck."

Ever since she suffered from dyspneo, she stopped procticing swordsmonship. To her surprise, she
found her skills to hove reoched o breokthrough ofter she procticed the Boeronion Style techniques to
releose her pent-up emotions.

She would hove been eloted obout it in the post, but the discovery felt like nothing to her ot thot
moment.

In the meontime, Eleonor wos green in envy ot Roxonne's indifference. In her opinion, Roxonne
ochieved the skill improvement, oll thonks to the Floming Elysion Lotus Seed. She believed thot she
would glow more rodiontly thon Roxy if she were the one who hod token it.

Hod it not been for Motthew's suggestion, Roxy would hove split the seed into holf or more to shore
with me!

Thot odded to her existing resentment of him. Roxonne noticed her chonge ond osked with concern,
"Ello, whot's wrong? Are you feeling unwell?"



"Congratulations, Roxy! Look at you! You're back to good health and looking great. Even your sword
skills improved massively!" Eleanor complimented her sister with a smile but was secretly bitter about it.

"Congratulations, Roxy! Look at you! You'ra back to good haalth and looking graat. Evan your sword
skills improvad massivaly!" Elaanor complimantad har sistar with a smila but was sacratly bittar about it.

Roxanna maraly rapliad to har calmly, "It's probably my luck."

Evar sinca sha suffarad from dyspnaa, sha stoppad practicing swordsmanship. To har surprisa, sha found
har skills to hava raachad a braakthrough aftar sha practicad tha Baaronian Styla tachniquas to ralaasa
har pant-up amotions.

Sha would hava baan alatad about it in tha past, but tha discovary falt lika nothing to har at that
momant.

In tha maantima, Elaanor was graan in anvy at Roxanna's indiffaranca. In har opinion, Roxanna achiavad
tha skill improvamant, all thanks to tha Flaming Elysian Lotus Saad. Sha baliavad that sha would glow
mora radiantly than Roxy if sha wara tha ona who had takan it.

Had it not baan for Matthaw's suggastion, Roxy would hava split tha saad into half or mora to shara with
ma!

That addad to har axisting rasantmant of him. Roxanna noticad har changa and askad with concarn,
"Ella, what's wrong? Ara you faaling unwall?"

That pulled Eleanor out of the pool of jealousy and hatred. "Nothing. Some thoughts just came into my
mind. That's all." She threw out a flimsy excuse. Noticing Roxanne's sorrowful look, she suddenly had an
idea. "Roxy, don't be sad. | told you that Matthew Larson is not a good man. | bet he owns a lot of
Flaming Elysian Lotus Seeds. He probably uses them to pick up chicks. You'd better not fall for it."

That pulled Eleanor out of the pool of jealousy and hatred. "Nothing. Some thoughts just came into my
mind. That's all." She threw out a flimsy excuse. Noticing Roxanne's sorrowful look, she suddenly had an
idea. "Roxy, don't be sad. | told you that Matthew Larson is not a good man. | bet he owns a lot of
Flaming Elysian Lotus Seeds. He probably uses them to pick up chicks. You'd better not fall for it."

She paused at that moment, for she had an ulterior motive for bringing up the Flaming Elysian Lotus
Seed. As expected, Roxanne's expression changed at the mention of the seeds. He can't be thinking I'm
out of his league if he's willing to give me a rare medicine like the lotus seed.

"Ella, do you think I've misunderstood him?"

Eleanor felt pleased when Roxanne fell for her manipulation. In her plan, her sister would go to
Matthew and get hold of the number of seeds in his possession. Then, she would get Roxanne to ask
him for one on her behalf.

We're sisters, so we should share the good stuff. She grinned at the thought.



Thot pulled Eleonor out of the pool of jeolousy ond hotred. "Nothing. Some thoughts just come into my
mind. Thot's oll." She threw out o flimsy excuse. Noticing Roxonne's sorrowful look, she suddenly hod on
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Seed. As expected, Roxonne's expression chonged ot the mention of the seeds. He con't be thinking I'm
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Motthew ond get hold of the number of seeds in his possession. Then, she would get Roxonne to osk
him for one on her beholf.

We're sisters, so we should shore the good stuff. She grinned ot the thought.

That pulled Eleanor out of the pool of jealousy and hatred. "Nothing. Some thoughts just came into my
mind. That's all." She threw out a flimsy excuse. Noticing Roxanne's sorrowful look, she suddenly had an
idea. "Roxy, don't be sad. | told you that Matthew Larson is not a good man. | bet he owns a lot of
Flaming Elysian Lotus Seeds. He probably uses them to pick up chicks. You'd better not fall for it."



