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Chapter 101: The Humanoid Mobile Spirit Detector
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​
Though fully awake now, Lu Xin could still recall that faint sound of crying.
By concentrating carefully, he could pinpoint it.
That weeping was like a fine, almost imperceptible thread, woven through the vast crowd around him.
Following the sound of crying, Lu Xin strode forward rapidly.
He planned to trace along this thread, or rather this net, that connected everyone. From one specific point in this web, he would retrace his steps bit by bit, until he found the source of the entire network and located the key core influencing them all.
This method of transmission truly resembled the Special Contamination Source No. 072 he had handled previously.
Case No. 072 originated from an entity that, near death, had experienced an extreme surge of Fear. Lacking independent consciousness, that Fear emotion began spreading uncontrollably outward, affecting the entire building, and even the whole residential complex.
That Source of Contamination had spread Fear.
Now, this sound of crying was spreading an endless sadness emotion...
Furthermore, by every measure, this weeping was many times more intense than Contamination Source No. 072.
It seemed it had undergone some kind of meticulous processing, making it harder to detect, yet the potency of the Contamination was far more severe...
"Is this coincidence," Lu Xin wondered, "or was Special Contamination Source No. 072 an Experiment?"
The thought struck Lu Xin.
......
......
"What is he doing?"
Gecko up on the High Wall was staring blankly.
But no one answered him. The soldiers on the wall were themselves looking eagerly at him, hoping for an explanation.
Meanwhile, Linda on the comms channel could see some footage through the camera on Gecko’s chest. However, especially at this distance and with the unstable lighting, she couldn’t make out Lu Xin’s actions clearly enough to offer any explanation either.
"Lone Soldier says he's detected traces of contamination!"
The voice of Tie Cui sounded over the channel, grave and heavy: "According to Lone Soldier’s designated information controller, he's currently sensing some kind of influence on the Mental Plane. He’s trying to track it, to find the Source of Contamination..."
"He can do that?"
Gecko was dumbfounded. "Is he a Humanoid Mobile Spirit Detector?"
"Shut up!"
Linda, embodying Tie Cui, snapped sharply. "Go on immediate alert. Cover him against surrounding threats."
"Okay, just one question though..."
Gecko agreed but asked curiously, "Is Lone Soldier’s information controller pretty?"
The question momentarily flustered Tie Cui. With exasperation, she replied, "She’s the flower of our Information Analysis Team. What do you think?"
"Oh really?"
Gecko sounded surprised, then suddenly a little worried. "She doesn’t have kids, does she..."
Tie Cui was momentarily speechless. After a pause, she stated coldly, "Strictly speaking, she is still a kid herself!"
"Huh, well that makes me feel a bit better, actually..."
Gecko kept muttering, but his hands moved without delay. He unslung the long case from his back. With a series of rapid clacks and snaps, he assembled it into a sleek, cold, meter-long Sniper Rifle. Then he laid prone atop the High Wall, the muzzle trained tightly on the area surrounding Lu Xin. For extra security, he even mounted the scope this time.
......
......
Following that faint, almost intangible sense, Lu Xin soon arrived at a depression.
He walked a circle among the few people standing there, then took a few steps back and stopped before one person.
He had been searching for the crying boy, but strangely, this wasn't a boy.
It was a man who looked to be in his thirties, sporting a thick beard. His demeanor was identical to the others around him – standing quietly, head raised looking toward the High Wall. Faint tear tracks were visible on his face, and his skin had a peculiar, plastic-like texture.
Lu Xin stood before him, gazing quietly at him.
The man, meanwhile, stared motionlessly at the High Wall.
Lu Xin observed him for a long time. Finally, he became certain this man resembled someone he had seen before.
Qin Ran!
It was Qin Ran, but bearded and much thinner than the version he’d seen previously, seemingly devoid of vitality.
Lu Xin knew he’d found the key.
At this distance, he could feel very clearly that the crying sound he heard was emanating from within this man. Strangely, Qin Ran appeared very much an adult male between thirty and forty years old. Furthermore, he wasn’t moving or opening his mouth at all, yet the weeping emerged from inside him.
The fine, crying sound of a little boy, coming from within a grown man – it created a bizarre sense of grotesquery.
......
......
"I have discovered the Core Key to this Contamination."
Lu Xin spoke softly into the channel: "Ready to commence cleanup at any moment..."
As he spoke, he adjusted the camera on his left shoulder so Han Bing could see more clearly.
"Analyzing target data now, Mr. Lone Soldier. Recommend temporary withdrawal while maintaining vigilance..."
Han Bing's slightly tense voice sounded in the channel, accompanied by the sound of data being transmitted.
Lu Xin took a deep breath and took a slow step back, his gaze never leaving this Qin Ran.
...
...
Clack-clack-clack...
But before Han Bing could offer any analysis results, even before Lu Xin took action.
The "Qin Ran" before him suddenly emitted a faint mechanical whirring from its head. It sounded like countless tiny gears gently turning. Immediately afterwards, a crevice appeared horizontally across Qin Ran's face, splitting his plastic-like skull cleanly into upper and lower halves – running from his left earlobe, across the bridge of his nose, to his right earlobe.
Then, the top half of his head gently popped open like a lid.
Lu Xin saw the inside of his skull. There was no brain matter, nor any blood.
Only a white sphere pulsed with a pale blue glow, radiating a distinctly technological feel.
On either side of the sphere, two translucent, thin wings snapped out and began to vibrate rapidly. It then flew out of "Qin Ran's" cranial cavity into the open air. The ghostly sound of weeping was emanating from this white sphere...
Lu Xin frowned deeply, his gaze fixed on the winged orb.
"Not a little boy, just a device playing a recording of crying..."
"That crying... it was recorded?"
Lu Xin was somewhat surprised. He had imagined various forms a Source of Contamination might take, but he'd never imagined it would feel so technologically advanced.
"What is that?"
"..."
Han Bing's voice abruptly halted in the channel, sharp and curt.
Then her tone instantly became tense: "Be careful, Mr. Lone Soldier..."
"That's a product of the Church of Technology..."
"..."
Beep-beep-beep—Beep!
At the same moment, the small white orb hovered slightly in the air. Its flickering blue light abruptly elongated.
Alongside this, a faintly synthesized electronic voice issued from within.
"Detection of anomalous target proximity. Experiment initiates Second Stage ahead of schedule!"
As the voice spoke, two dark apertures split open in the orb's casing, and slender silver appendages slipped forth.
The next instant, intense and terrifying blue lightning arced out violently.
In a single, blinding instant, the electrical surge swallowed Lu Xin and the four others nearby within its raging current.
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About thirty li from Qinggang City lay an abandoned city.
A Crimson Moon hung in the sky, appearing extraordinarily large, seeming to occupy half the sky above the forsaken city. Its light engulfed most of the night, staining the silent, skeletal remains of the city with a faint red hue, as if streams of blood were slowly flowing.
At the edge of this abandoned city, on the roof of a building a full thirty stories high, people had gathered.
They used no lighting equipment, relying solely on the moonlight to see.
Seven or eight fully armed men, rifles cradled in their arms, stood guard along the edges of the rooftop.
In the middle of the roof sat a crate. On it were wine glasses, canned food, luncheon meat, and steamed buns.
Beside the crate sat three people. One wore a beret and a pair of large sunglasses. He exuded a peculiar air of fierce courage—a coolness and composure attained only through many years of scraping by in the Wilderness. The second had an unusually large head on an extremely thin frame, presenting a boyish appearance. He had small eyes that seemed somehow sinister. The third was a man wearing a red suit, sporting long hair, and with a perpetual smile playing on his face.
The three of them eyed each other, their gazes filled with wariness.
Amidst the tense atmosphere, the man with sunglasses suddenly flicked his wrist with force and muttered under his breath:
"Double twos..."
"... "
Then he palmed the rest of his cards, his expression markedly challenging.
The big-headed boy looked at the large handful of cards clutched in his hand, his face twisting into a look of grim determination.
He suddenly gritted his teeth and slammed two cards down:
"Jokers bomb..."
The man with sunglasses immediately looked rather embarrassed.
Then the big-headed boy whipped out another set of cards, laughing as he threw them down: "Four to Ace, sky-running straight!"
He held only one card left.
Suddenly, the man in the red suit smiled and smoothly played four cards: "Bomb!"
They were three Zhang Sans.
Then the red-suited man followed up with a five. The man with sunglasses laughed heartily and threw down his final card, a nine.
"Not good, not good... another round..."
The big-headed boy, visibly resentful, quickly gestured, "I still call landlord!"
"No need!"
The man with sunglasses chuckled, rising to his feet. "We can already confirm there's no problem."
Hearing this, the man in the red suit also stood up with a smile.
The big-headed boy couldn't say much; it was the Knights Order's tradition.
Every time they returned from a mission, anyone who had entered the city had to gather and play cards together.
The poker game was also a process of mutual observation. If anyone betrayed significant logical inconsistencies—like a fellow farmer recklessly using his big joker to beat the landlord's small joker; or stubbornly clinging to his own Xiao Wang, refusing to use it even when the landlord played a deuce; or displaying abnormal emotional fluctuations after suffering three consecutive bombs, including one from their own partner—that spelled danger. Such a person would need to be temporarily confined and observed.
Essentially, any Knights Order dealing with Ability Users had its own set of detection methods.
......
......
The man with sunglasses walked to the edge of the rooftop, gazing towards Qinggang City.
He held a white display device in his hand, its blue light blinking incessantly.
"Has it started?"
The man in the red suit moved closer, saying, "It's earlier than predicted."
"Perhaps someone found out. After all, Qinggang shouldn't lack Ability Users."
The man with sunglasses smiled. "Still, the number gathering there now should be enough for the Experiment."
"That means things went fairly smoothly for us this time."
The person resembling a big-headed boy came near. Now it was observable that while he had a boy's appearance, his skin was rough, with coarse stubble on his upper lip and chin. His manner of speaking was surprisingly aged:
"The commission regarding the painting under the Crimson Moon is done. This newest product from the Church of Technology should be sufficient to cover our retreat. Most crucially, recording the detonation data from this ten-thousand magnitude 'Crying Little Boy' Mental Contamination Bomb also counts as a task we can satisfactorily report. All told, we've completed two out of the three objectives we came for."
"The only pity is the Escaped Laboratory..."
As he spoke, he directed his gaze at the man in the red suit, "... ruined by someone's carelessness!"
Seemingly still nursing a grudge from being bombed earlier, he directed his dissatisfaction at the red-suited man.
"You really can't blame me for that."
The man in the red suit remained unruffled, smiling. "All my puppets were used to support the boss's task."
"No need to force it."
The man wearing sunglasses said, "This painting is the most important. Everything else is just secondary."
"Besides, we've completed two out of three tasks and can retreat unscathed. That's already quite good."
"Qinggang City isn't as simple as we thought."
"A pig greedy enough to snatch food is always the first to be served on the table."
"..."
As he spoke, he sat down on a canvas chair beside the building, crossing his legs.
Gazing towards the direction of Qinggang City, he softly ordered, "Pack everything up. Record the explosion data and retreat immediately."
......
......
"Whoosh..."
Facing the Blue Electric Arc, Lu Xin instantly retreated two to three meters.
The arcs did not reach him.
But beside the white sphere, those people with blank expressions, completely unaware of dodging, were instantly enveloped by the Blue Electric Arc. Their bodies convulsed violently. The stench of scorched flesh immediately emanated from them, revealing the terrifying power of the arcs. Then, Lu Xin saw twisted, agonized humanoid shapes crawl out of their bodies, rushing towards the white sphere.
These humanoid shapes were semi-transparent, with only their faces intact; the rest seemed devoid of physical substance.
They were exact replicas of the people enveloped by the arcs.
However, the people's faces held only expressions of sorrow, while the humanoid shapes twisted in agony and struggle.
They screamed soundlessly, clawing their way upward within the Blue Electric Arc.
Due to the extremely close proximity, their bodies inevitably touched. Where they made contact, they fused directly together, merging and entangling. They rapidly formed into a Monster with seven or eight hands, seven or eight feet, and three distinct faces.
Each face bore a different expression: one showed agony, another confusion, and the last seemed to be screaming.
They coalesced into a unique Life form, swiftly scaling the High Wall.
......
......
"Alert! Detecting abnormal mental fluctuations..."
"Confirming Psychic Entity emergence..."
"All units alert! Psychic Entity confirmed at Southern Wall location, Satellite City No.2..."
"Repeating, Psychic Entity confirmed at Southern Wall location, Satellite City No.2..."
"Suspected association with Church of Technology artifacts..."
"..."
Nearly identical alerts sounded across all communication channels.
On the High Wall, all soldiers instinctively looked down. Though they couldn't see clearly, they could feel a mass of something twisted below, threatening to pull their gaze into it. Under the faint light of the descending Crimson Moon, some could vaguely discern it: a Monster formed from countless people, bearing at least four distinct visages...
"The real target finally appears..."
Perched high on the wall, Gecko looked far towards that swirling mass of Mental Power; a hint of excitement actually flickered across his face.
As an Ability User, he could "see" much clearer than the ordinary soldiers relying only on the moonlight to barely distinguish shapes. To be precise, he could clearly sense the presence there, even feeling the thing's creep and movement trajectory.
"Not afraid of ferocious, just afraid of hidden..."
Speaking these words, he crouched lightly, pressing his eye against the rifle scope: "Linda, requesting permission to use Special Bullet?"
"At crucial moments like this, you don't need to request permission for Special Bullets!"
"I'm not asking permission, just reminding you: using Special Bullet now... Watch closely, okay..."
"This is going to be impressive!"
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“The Psychic Entity has emerged. Recommend immediate elimination.”
Han Bing’s voice came through the channel.
Lu Xin nodded, understanding her words.
He still wasn’t entirely clear on what kind of organization the Church of Technology actually was, let alone why Han Bing had become so tense upon seeing this “probable construct of the Church of Technology,” the white orb. But that didn't hinder his work.
Under normal circumstances, locating its Logic Chain and Core Key before eliminating the Psychic Entity would be necessary.
But now, since the Psychic Entity had already manifested, naturally, just eliminating it would mitigate the situation.
......
......
As these thoughts crossed his mind, Lu Xin had already leaped high into the air.
Little Sister crouched on his shoulder, making his movements as agile as a spider’s.
Almost instantly upon surging forward, he reached the Psychic Entity. Facing the numerous ferocious faces lining the creature’s body, all silently screaming at him simultaneously, Lu Xin merely frowned before yanking his hands down.
Riiiiiip!
He grabbed hold of two faces, using them as leverage to tear apart the entity.
That dull sound, like thick paper being ripped, was likely a form of Auditory Hallucination.
Normally, a Psychic Entity being torn apart wouldn't produce any sound.
But this Psychic Entity was clearly ripped in two. It seemed to feel Fear and pain as its halves rapidly tried to flee in opposite directions. One creature seemed to have been torn into two separate monsters by Lu Xin...
Before Lu Xin could even hesitate, Gecko’s voice crackled in the channel.
“Bro, I'll take the left one.”
Tie Cui had probably patched Gecko’s channel through.
Lu Xin immediately nodded, planting his feet on the shoulders of the surrounding wooden post-like humans for leverage as he sprinted forward. His speed was extreme. In just a few strides, he caught up to the right “half” of the Psychic Entity, simultaneously thrusting his hand out to grasp it.
Psychic Entities possessed Life characteristics and a stable structure.
Tearing them sufficiently would cause them to dissipate.
Bang!
At the same instant, a gunshot echoed in the distance.
The entity fleeing leftwards was struck by a bullet the very next moment.
The bullet looked peculiar, roughly a finger-length, entirely black, lacking metallic sheen, resembling ink more than anything.
When this bullet struck the Psychic Entity, it shattered. Simultaneously, intense Electric Arcs instantly intertwined and spread out, forming a massive ball of electricity that enveloped most of the Psychic Entity.
That half of the Psychic Entity dissolved and decomposed like thrown snow meeting boiling water.
......
......
“Ahh, the electro-plasma rounds developed by the Lunar Eclipse Research Institute are really effective. Too bad they can't be requested casually...” Gecko’s laughter could be heard in the channel. “Linda, let’s just say I fired twice when we get back, okay?”
Linda’s usually cold voice held a trace of relief. “Don’t corrupt the newbie and the underage girl.”
Who’s the underage girl? Lu Xin wondered.
Simultaneously, he landed above the remaining Psychic Entity before him and thrust both hands downward.
Gecko had mentioned before that Spider-Type Ability Users should use firearms.
That made sense.
For instance, right now, his speed in dealing with the monster was noticeably slower than Gecko’s.
Although he hadn’t received much training yet, he could discern an issue: compared to Doll, Drunkard, and others, Spider-Types like himself and Gecko possessed abilities oriented more towards enhancing their own bodies. This made handling large-scale situations difficult. Of course, Spider-Types had their strengths: extensive adaptability and the capacity to wield varied weaponry.
The only real pity was that Little Sister disliked guns.
......
......
Shrrrriiiiik!
As this thought flashed through his mind, Lu Xin seized the Psychic Entity and tore viciously.
This Psychic Entity seemed weaker than the cafe Psychic Entity he’d previously encountered, and even weaker than the Qin Ran-related 041 Human-Fruit Tree. It showed no Desire to retaliate and felt far less sturdy. Lu Xin caught it as intended and tore away a substantial portion of its body. Visibly, only a small fragment of the Psychic Entity now remained.
Structurally, only an intact human torso plus three arms and four legs remained.
Disjointed and unnervingly Anomalous.
However, Lu Xin didn’t expect that the tiny portion remaining, bearing a face and a half on its body, would suddenly open its mouths simultaneously, as if issuing a cry of agony. Simultaneously, it stepped on the underlying “human posts” and scrambled frantically forward.
Wherever it crawled, various human faces with expressions were continuously brought out and integrated into its body, causing it to rapidly expand in size once more. Those stripped of the "face" objects began dropping to the ground woodenly, lifeless and silent. Consequently, as it crawled past, people fell in swathes while it grew ever larger.
"Something’s off..."
Witnessing this scene, Lu Xin suddenly stiffened, murmuring under his breath.
From the comm channel, Han Bing's tense voice came through, "What is it?"
......
......
"Hold on—how’d that monster get bigger again?"
On the High Wall’s battlements, a figure codenamed Gecko also seemed to have noticed the issue, crying out in alarm: "The readings on the detector keep climbing..."
"This Psychic Entity appears capable of siphoning Mental Power from those around it..."
Having uncovered the truth, Lu Xin’s expression tightened with tension. His figure accelerated as he charged toward the monstrosity.
Swish—
In a flash, he tore out a portion from the entity’s back. But the creature ignored the attack, plunging straight into the densely packed masses beneath the High Wall. The immense crowd had transformed into its ocean. As it burrowed deep into this sea of humanity, every body it passed over had its Mental Power ripped away—taking physical form as additional faces incorporated into its evolving form. Thus, its bulk expanded remorselessly.
Faces now covered its enlarging frame. Each time Lu Xin tore away a segment, more faces merged into the whole. Many of those visages turned to watch Lu Xin himself, displaying expressions of either thrill or rage—several even stuck out their tongues at him.
"A Growth-Type Entity..."
"If it can grow by assimilating the crowd’s Mental Power below the wall, wouldn’t that mean..."
"..."
Across the comms, the Information Analysis Team’s voices registered equal shock.
Tie Cui’s frantic shout broke through: "Impossible! No Psychic Entity assimilates Mental Power this rapidly! Higher Contamination levels ease integration—but even an A-level contaminated could never..."
"Then again... it’s tied to the Church of Technology. Unholiness comes with the territory," Gecko’s voice cut in sharply. "But you’d better diagnose this fast—something’s setting off alarm bells..."
His words were punctuated by the heavy, sickening rhythm of specialized gunfire.
Bang!
Bang!
Bang!
Projectiles flew increasingly from Gecko’s weapon, each striking the Psychic Entity with precision.
Every impact erupted into a blinding burst of Electric Arc, vaporizing a fragment of the monster’s form. Meanwhile, each grasp from Lu Xin tore chunks of matter away. Yet despite their synchronized assault, the entity relentlessly swelled. What had begun as four to five fused faces soon ballooned to dozens—then scores.
Within moments, the monstrosity towered three to four meters high and stretched seven to eight meters long—a grotesque tapestry of human visages writhing and twisting, each sporting its own distinct, distorted Emotion.
"Psychic Magnitude reading three hundred..."
"Five hundred..."
"Thousand..."
Beside the wasteland’s edge, an equipped squad monitoring Psychic Magnitude gaped at their display. Their expressions were ghost-pale; their voices choked and uneven.
"Critical! The entity’s Magnitude is nearing two thousand..."
"My god—that’s hitting C-level..."
"At this rate, it’ll hit B-level in five minutes—A-level in maybe twenty!"
"Quit speculating! Transmit a Level One Alert to Headquarters—NOW!"
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The situation took an unexpected turn; everyone's hearts sank heavily.
At first, this Psychic Entity seemed easy to handle. It didn't appear highly aggressive or contaminating. Yet, upon witnessing its growth rate, a sudden wave of panic washed over them.
All Psychic Entities possess the Instinct to grow and protect themselves.
Meaning, if left unchecked—allowing it to Contaminate and assimilate other spiritual entities—it inevitably grows.
But its growth pace varied depending on its grade.
This one, however... seemed entirely unbound by such limitations...
Under Lu Xin and Gecko's assault, it skittered rapidly through the crowd. Wherever it passed, countless "faces" were drawn from the people and fused into itself. Its rate of expansion far exceeded Lu Xin and Gecko's pace of destroying it.
......
......
"It’s already surpassed two thousand..."
Hearing the reported Psychic Magnitude over the comms, Lu Xin’s heart missed a beat.
During training, he had learned about the classifications, grades, and bounties for different Special Contamination Sources. He knew what a Psychic Entity exceeding two thousand Psychic Magnitude signified.
Normally, anything above two thousand could be rated at least a Grade-C threat.
And an "active" Psychic Entity, one capable of attacking and evading, was always at least one layer more dangerous.
Even worse: this Psychic Entity possessed such terrifying potential for growth...
......
......
"If this Psychic Entity can endlessly fuse with the Mental Power of everyone below the High Wall, endlessly growing, then..." Han Bing's voice over the comms held a slight rasp. "...this could lead to unimaginable, horrifying consequences. Below the High Wall right now, initial estimates put the number at over two thousand people. Calculating each normal person as having roughly ten points of Psychic Magnitude... even a thousand people would mean a total Mental Power exceeding ten thousand. And a Psychic Entity reaching ten thousand..." She paused, her voice trembling faintly. "...would constitute, at minimum... a Grade-B threat?"
"..."
"Is there a solution?"
Lu Xin asked this before Han Bing could continue, though an assessment was already forming in his mind. Initially, Gecko had asked if he’d ever experienced ten thousand people crying at him.
Actually, it wasn't that many beneath the wall.
Han Bing’s estimation was correct—around two thousand people.
The number might not sound enormous, but looking down from atop the High Wall, they formed a dense sea of humanity, utterly horrifying to behold.
And if all two thousand souls were devoured by the face Monster... just how high would its Psychic Magnitude soar?
Frowning grimly as he asked the question, Lu Xin kept charging relentlessly towards the Psychic Entity. With each impossibly exaggerated, wildly twisted motion, he tore strips off the Monster piece by piece.
Far along the High Wall, Gecko continued firing his sniper rifle. His supporting arm, gripping the weapon, had already begun to shake slightly. Was it from overwhelming pressure, or just the gunshot vibrations numbing his arm? He gasped, breath heavy, as wisps of acrid iron scent came from the dark, ever-so-slightly reddened muzzle glowing hot from the ceaseless torrent of specialized ammunition.
The abilities of both men were reaching their limits.
Yet a profound sense of powerlessness gnawed at them.
The Monster grew far too swiftly. Neither Lu Xin’s tearing speed nor Gecko’s destruction rate could keep pace with its expansion, lagging horribly far behind. It felt helpless as watching floodwaters rise, waiting for fate to decide.
"Hah..."
Lu Xin took a deep breath, straightening up. He stared squarely at the entity that now resembled a grotesque mountain built from human heads, swollen to immense proportions.
He recognized the futility of his efforts.
Simultaneously, Gecko’s frantic voice crackled over the comms:
"Special ammo is depleted! You... anyone found a way yet?"
......
......
"Beep! Beep!"
The alert tone sounded right then: "Psychic Entity Magnitude has exceeded four thousand!"
......
......
Han Bing's voice surged with urgency: "I have issued an emergency priority alert to Headquarters, requesting support! But..."
On the channel, Tie Cui cut in, taking the words: "It’s practically useless."
"If this Monster can infinitely assimilate the Mental Power of The Contaminated populace below it, then isolating it from them is the only way to halt its growth. Doesn't matter if support comes from Headquarters or if we fix it ourselves—that’s essential."
"Besides... by the time Headquarters support arrives... it will likely already be too late..."
"..."
"Damn..."
Gecko stood up from the high wall, he shook his arm vigorously a few times, and shouted, "What's the most serious consequence?"
Tie Cui's voice became heavy, she said, "This Psychic Entity, up to now, has not displayed strong aggression or contamination, it has only been continuously swallowing the 'food' prepared in advance for it. Plus, it is highly likely related to the creations of the Church of Technology, so I suspect this Psychic Entity has undergone some level of modification; it was manufactured..."
"And things that are manufactured have their own purpose!"
"If it doesn't have strong aggression or contamination, and has such a high Psychic Magnitude, then the purpose is very probably self-destruction!"
"When a Psychic Entity self-destructs, it releases powerful Psychic Radiation!"
"To some extent, it can be treated as... a Bomb!"
"And a Psychic Entity with a Psychic Magnitude of ten thousand releasing Psychic Radiation..."
"It would kill, or distort all lifeforms within ten kilometers, and the final impact could even spread to the entire Satellite City..."
"..."
At the end, even Tie Cui, who was that calm, couldn't help but let her voice tremble.
In the same channel, Gecko, Han Bing, and Lu Xin all fell silent simultaneously.
They had all guessed at one outcome.
Lu Xin said in a low voice, "So..."
Over the channel, Tie Cui continued his words, "So, we have only one solution..."
She paused, gritted her teeth, and said, "Eliminate all the contaminated people ahead of time!"
"..."
Lu Xin's heart skipped a beat painfully, as if it had stopped for an instant.
The entire logic seemed extremely clear and natural.
How to cut off the growth path of an oversized Psychic Entity?
Of course, it was by solving the source of its "nourishment."
Because once this oversized Psychic Entity grew up, it was highly likely to undergo a qualitative change that threatened Satellite City No.2, which was already in extreme Chaos. So, the primary task was to stop its growth.
On one side were nearly a million people in Satellite City No.2.
On the other side were these two-thousand-plus contaminated people; which was light and which was heavy was very clear.
But...
Directly eliminate over two thousand people?
Although... by now, far fewer than two thousand were left.
Lu Xin's forehead throbbed faintly with pain...
...
...
Both the soldiers and Gecko on the high wall, and Han Bing and Tie Cui in the channel, remained silent for a long time.
This silence made people feel uneasy inside.
"Lone Soldier, Headquarters wishes for you to withdraw from the mission right now!"
Han Bing's voice slowly spoke up after a long while.
It seemed that considering the earlier assessment of Lu Xin, Headquarters already believed he was not suited to be at the scene at this moment.
And Lu Xin was well aware of what would come next if he withdrew from the mission.
On the high wall, Gecko stood there holding a gun, his posture somewhat slumped and despondent.
Meanwhile, the officer among the soldiers on the high wall was on a call, his expression gradually growing serious... and panicked.
Lu Xin also stopped, he looked up, and could only see densely packed heads and faces that were either in pain or twisted. It was unclear if it was because the Psychic Entity had grown large enough to cause some change, but just looking at it gave Lu Xin an invisible pressure, making him subconsciously feel an urge to escape.
Feeling that pressure and impulse, Lu Xin remained silent.
One second, two seconds.
He could hear his own Heart pounding fiercely.
...
...
Then Lu Xin spoke in a hoarse voice, "I won't withdraw, you withdraw!"
He said, as if worried it wasn't clear enough, he added carefully, "All of you, withdraw completely from here."
"What?"
Lu Xin's response startled everyone in the channel; what crazy talk was this?
Using great determination, Lu Xin continued, "All of you, leave here immediately, the farther the better..."
"Do not approach me, and do not look at me by any means, not even through cameras..."
"Because, it could be very dangerous..."
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Chapter 105: Agreed! Agreed! Agreed!
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​
Lu Xin's answer came as a shock to everyone present. Both the communication channel and the top of the High Wall fell deadly silent.
They couldn't quite grasp why Lu Xin was suddenly demanding they withdraw from the mission.
The reason for demanding Lu Xin's own withdrawal earlier was that if they had to execute a necessary command later, it could adversely affect him, someone already carrying a high Risk of Loss of Control. After all, at Headquarters, preventing the Loss of Control of individual agents took precedence over many missions.
So, what was Lu Xin's reason for demanding they withdraw?
......
......
After a silence like death, Tie Cui's voice came through the channel: "We need to report this to our superiors first."
Lu Xin's voice, strained yet calm, responded: "Alright. Quickly."
......
......
"Reporting the latest developments on the Mass Wailing Wall incident south of Southern Wall, Satellite City No.2."
"Super-large Psychic Entity has manifested."
"Growth Rate: Extremely rapid."
"Threat Level: C. Addendum: Potential to escalate to B-level, or even higher, within a short timeframe."
"Proposed Solution: The Research Institute's ultra-yield Plasma Bullets are prepped. The A-class Special Dispatch Team is assembled."
"All three directors of the Special Contamination Treatment Center have signed off. Large-scale sterilization measures to eliminate the Psychic Entity can be deployed at any time."
"Price:..."
"Suggestion raised by Lone Soldier, non-staff member of Satellite City No.2 Special Operation Team: All Special Operation Team members at the scene and garrison troops stationed at Southern Wall collectively withdraw from the mission. Lone Soldier will handle it alone. Requirements: No observation, no approach, no recording."
"Requesting orders!"
"......"
Tie Cui's report, traveling via Qinggang City's radio network, swiftly reached the desks of many key figures.
Chen Jing, currently at the Jiujiang Road intersection, was utilizing her ability to briefly turn swathes of the Contaminated into her puppets. Through them, she had sealed off a large area around Jiujiang Road, awaiting the Support Team's deployment. Hearing the report, her face tightened with intense worry: "This came from Lone Soldier? What does he intend to do?"
At Qinggang City Headquarters, Minister Shen, roused from sleep and rushed to take command, gripped his Walkie-Talkie. He had been on the verge of ordering the A-class Special Dispatch Team to Satellite City No.2 with the ultra-yield Plasma Bullets when this report reached him.
His knuckles whitened on the Walkie-Talkie, veins bulging. He growled, low and fierce: "What is that Maniac trying to do?"
Inside the Research Institute, within a room sealed by various specialized glass panes, Professor Bai, clad in a White Lab Coat, was accepting a file over a transparent plastic-covered experiment table.
Before him lay Special Contamination Source 041-1 – the corpse of "Qin Ran" unearthed from the lake bed. It had been dissected, its parts arranged on separate trays.
"These are the latest findings from our recent investigation into the Red Moon Orphanage explosion incident a decade ago," reported a man in distinctive Guard Bureau attire. "Due to the elapsed time and severe loss of original records, our progress is slow. But the existing material already reveals certain facts."
He continued: "Regarding the events of ten years ago, Lone Soldier lied."
Professor Bai reviewed the documents without showing any visible reaction.
Meanwhile, the nearby Walkie-Talkie replayed Tie Cui's report and the request for action.
"Requesting instructions on whether to comply with Lone Soldier's suggestion and withdraw from the mission."
"Requesting instructions on mission withdrawal."
"Requesting instructions."
"......"
Professor Bai remained silent for a moment, then set the file aside. He turned his gaze towards the dissection table.
His reply, when it came, was quiet: "Agreed."
At almost the same moment, Chen Jing's response also came through her Walkie-Talkie: "I trust Lone Soldier. Agreed."
Back at Qinggang City Headquarters, an aide addressed Minister Shen: "Based on the current situation, regardless of what the special operations team member codenamed Lone Soldier intends to do, the outcome cannot possibly be worse than the projected cost of our submitted plan. Therefore..."
Minister Shen snorted heavily, his eyes flicking to the Stopwatch beside him.
The digits were changing rapidly.
Every change represented countless lives lost.
Clenching his jaw slightly, his expression turned stern, his gaze fierce. His words rang out, decisive and forceful: "I agree too!"
"But! The Special Dispatch Team must prepare. Stand ready to eliminate the threat at any moment!"
......
......
"Headquarters approval received. Preparing to withdraw from the mission!"
Tie Cui's voice was steady in the channel: "All Special Operation Team members and garrison troops, execute immediately!"
"Crack!"
On the High Wall, Gecko's expression was complex. He stared far into the distance at Lu Xin, unable to find words. Around him, the garrison troops were visibly startled. Their training and discipline had always instilled one core tenet: whatever happened, under no circumstances were they to abandon their posts; they must protect the Wall.
Yet now, with the High Wall under threat, this was the first time an evacuation had been ordered early.
But seeing the Captain already shouting orders, they all hurried into swift action, clearly gripped by extreme tension.
Amidst the high-strung nerves of everyone, only Han Bing managed to say softly before the channel was cut:
"Lone Soldier, be careful!"
"..."
Lu Xin nodded silently, not considering that Han Bing couldn't actually see his nod.
Then he pulled off his earpiece, took the camera from his chest, and tucked it into his pocket.
He looked towards the Psychic Entity, seeing its volume expand. It now stood tens of meters tall. The increase in size noticeably slowed its speed, but it still lurched forward relentlessly. With each movement, dozens more people were engulfed within it. Their spiritual entities were ripped away, merging to become part of its own bulk, making it swell further.
The detector had been beeping incessantly for a long while. Lu Xin paid it no attention.
He didn’t know if the monstrosity had already broken past four thousand... or was it five thousand?
He just gritted his teeth, ripped the detector off, and slammed it onto the ground, crushing it underfoot with a single stomp. The noise was grating on his nerves.
...
...
"Hiss..."
Looking up, the surroundings were suffused with the faintly crimson glow of the Crimson Moon.
Above the heads of countless weeping people, a face-like Monster, several dozen meters high and twenty to thirty meters long, crawled towards the distance.
Those towards whom it crawled showed no intention to resist whatsoever; they merely waited quietly.
Gecko and the city patrol units, even the Investigation Team on the periphery, had withdrawn from their mission.
Even Lu Xin, right now, just stood silently at the edge.
From Lu Xin's perspective, only his Little Sister was still chasing the Psychic Entity, digging furiously at its hindquarters with her bottom protruding, putting in great effort.
But the damage she could inflict on the Monster was negligible.
She was straining so hard, seeming desperately keen on defeating this creature herself to prevent Lu Xin from getting angry.
Lu Xin glanced at his sister, acutely sensing her helplessness.
So, he slowly began to walk forward.
As he walked, a slight smile suddenly appeared on his face, as if his mood had lightened a little.
The sister, digging furiously at the Monster, suddenly turned her head to look at him, an expression of wariness crossing her features.
Further away, Lu Xin could vaguely sense his Father pacing anxiously back and forth, eyes fixed fiercely on something unseen – perhaps an entrance.
But Lu Xin didn't look at his sister right now. He simply walked forward amongst the masses of people lying prostrate on the ground.
"And what are you going to do?"
Then, amidst this anxious atmosphere that blanked minds, a gentle voice suddenly spoke.
Lu Xin paused slightly and turned to look. He saw a pristine white dress floating gently under the Crimson Moon.
She stood a mere two or three meters away, a small bag dangling from her wrist, wearing a wide-brimmed hat shimmering with iridescent colors. A fine-knit black sweater covered her form, and a string of milky-white, translucent pearls hung gracefully at her chest. Her attire was exquisite and tasteful as she smiled tenderly at Lu Xin.
Lu Xin froze momentarily, quietly turning his gaze towards Mother. The smile hadn't yet vanished from his face.
Mother also smiled back at him. The two of them quietly regarded each other across seven or eight sprawling corpses.
...
...
“I’m going to deal with that Monster.”
Lu Xin stayed silent for a while before slowly raising his hand to point at the gargantuan face-like Monster. His voice was unnervingly calm.
“And I want to find the people behind all this. I need to ask them a question. Why go this far?”
“After I get my answer... then I’ll take care of them as well.”
“...”
As he spoke, he looked seriously at Mother. “You won’t try to stop me, will you?”
Mother’s smile deepened, her eyes holding secrets. “Why ever would I do that, silly child? I support
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