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The entire Laboratory suddenly became deathly quiet.
Zhao Shiming clearly hadn't expected this bullet to come flying. Before he could even finish speaking, his expression froze. Even as he collapsed inside the glass room, his face remained contorted with the same mad zeal he'd displayed while talking, projecting a strange, fanatical aura.
"Buzz..."
At that exact moment, the chaotic Psychic Energy Field surrounding that "god" abruptly stabilized.
It was like a swarm of bees dispersing outward suddenly returning to their hive.
The "god", which had been swiftly turning to look at Lu Xin, coiling its energy to seize him, also froze.
Like a savage creature instantly bereft of thought.
...
"How could this happen?"
Someone screamed in panic—one of the Laboratory staff.
Earlier, they had been subdued by Central City's Ability Users, just not yet removed when the "god" appeared.
The moment the "god" manifested, half of them had their minds utterly erased and died.
Among the survivors, many appeared utterly insane now.
Just kneeling vacantly, or bowing their heads, desperately trying to burrow into corners as if seeking a hole.
But three or four still tenuously clung to reason.
Seeing Zhao Shiming's death, their eyes widened dramatically, as if confronting a terrifying realization.
"Clearly, that 'god' was being controlled by the guy in the White Lab Coat..."
"...That’s not the key point. So, to deal with this 'god', first we must sever their connection."
"Too bad Mother isn't here, so I have to handle it myself..."
"I don't have Scissors, but..."
"Killing him was indeed a method of severance!"
...
In the instant Zhao Shiming died and the others were paralyzed by madness or Fear, Lu Xin wasted not a second. Even as he ran across the wall, killing Zhao Shiming through the glass partition, he was already analyzing the logic of this Cleanup Mission.
"Seems like the thing isn't moving now, so..."
As his body began falling downward from the wall, he was already prepared.
His gaze suddenly fixed on the rigidly immobile "god". The shadow cast by his body instantly elongated, surging forward.
"Shhk!"
The Shadow shot towards the "god".
Meeting the solidified Distortion Field surrounding the "god", the Shadow encountered slight resistance.
But immediately after, it effortlessly penetrated the roughly three-meter radius Distortion Field, piercing straight through the "god"'s head, then its Heart, then its abdomen, then streaking towards the joints of its limbs and its octopus-like Tentacles.
"Crackle..."
In an instant, the "god" disintegrated into a heap of shattered flesh and gore.
"Done..."
Only now did Lu Xin's body land softly on the ground. He glanced at the pile of minced meat, frowning slightly: "Mission completion?"
It seemed the job was finished.
Yet, why did he still feel like something was missing?
...
"Zzzzrt..."
Just as Lu Xin had this thought, the pile of carnage erupted with a horrifying Distortion Field.
This twisted Psychic Energy Field instantly engulfed the entire Laboratory.
All electrical circuits shorted out, bursting into showers of sparks.
All liquids, defying gravity, abruptly floated upwards into the air.
Tiny, multicolored little fish scattered in puddles on the ground leaped and hopped, frantically swarming towards the meat pile.
Alarm surged in Lu Xin. He agilely darted away from the pile and pulled another gun from his backpack.
"Bang!"
He first fired a shot to the left.
A burst of Blue Electric Arc exploded next to the swarm of fish, charring them to cinders.
Simultaneously, he aimed back at the quivering pile and rapidly squeezed the trigger.
"Bang!" "Bang!" "Bang!"
Special Bullets landed on the heap of mangled flesh one after another, erupting into dazzling bursts of blue electric arcs.
Euphemistically, it was called finishing the enemy.
Colloquially, it was known as befouling the corpse.
Strictly speaking, it was fear that this "god" wasn’t fully dead—an effort to ensure it was thoroughly dispatched.
"Hss...hss..."
But before those blue electric arcs had dissipated, crimson threads crawled out from the pile of gore.
Resembling infinitely finer blood vessels or the fibrous strands connecting dismembered body parts during Little Nineteen’s splits, the threads surged alarmingly fast, instantly flooding the entire Laboratory. They converged seamlessly with the Distortion Field emanating from the Monster.
Lu Xin’s Heart chilled slightly. Twisting his body in unnatural ways, he dodged the threads lashing toward his face.
Raising his head, he felt a weight settle in his chest.
Everyone in the Office had changed.
Whether the staff mentally deceased, driven insane by Fear, partially lucid, or even Zhao Shiming with a bullet in his forehead—even the paralyzed janitor—their bodies were mutating.
Tiny buds of flesh sprouted from their bodies, stretching hungrily toward the central mass of gore.
Their flesh softened to a viscous, liquefied state.
Guided by some unseen force, this flowing matter swept rapidly toward the remains of the "god," merging with them.
"Crack...crack..."
A spinal-like bone rapidly extended from the flesh, then a grotesque humanoid skull. Layer upon layer of tissue, nerves, blood vessels, and organs manifested across it.
It was then encased in fascia and muscle, culminating in a grotesquely massive Heart and putrid black-green skin.
With six eyes and writhing Tentacles, the "god" stood once more.
The process felt unnervingly natural and graceful, possessing a macabre, unique aesthetic.
"Aaah—!"
Voices suddenly erupted from the Divine Flesh—from countless faces.
One after another, people digested by this "god" became visages embedded into its body. They seemed alive: mouths gasping for air, faces twisted in agony as they struggled futilely.
"Y-you... what have you done...?"
At the Monster’s most prominent location—the Heart—a distinct face surfaced.
It was Zhao Shiming.
Gasping like he’d just woken, he recalled events and shrieked furiously: "You Maniac! You dare kill me!? Do you have any idea the consequences?"
His rage was palpable—like a scientist watching a mediocre student shatter his perfect experiment.
"No idea."
Lu Xin answered straightforwardly.
He then drew another Handgun, fixing Zhao Shiming with an intent look. "But if you knew the consequences, why create it?"
"Ignorant mind... incapable of grasping greatness..."
Zhao Shiming’s face on the Divine Flesh distorted with primal fury, looking ready to consume Lu Xin whole.
"But at least... I’ll make you understand... the cost of defying a god!"
His hatred seemed to merge with the god. Instantly, its six eyes locked onto Lu Xin, their Gaze tangible as knives.
For a moment, Lu Xin felt pierced by six invisible nails, not just seen. His thoughts froze.
The scene stuttered. One second the Monster stood there; the next, it stood before him.
Massive, yet faster than even Little Nineteen.
"Shrick!"
Its serrated claws tore toward Lu Xin’s throat, slicing the air like five more bullets.
Violent air currents clawed at his eyes. Barely reacting, Lu Xin bent backward, body nearly parallel to the floor. He snapped his hand upward, clamping onto the Monster’s wrist.
"Plop...plop..."
Wet, sticky, and threaded with Blood Threads, the claw snaked around Lu Xin’s fingers. Simultaneously, the Monster stomped down.
Face tightening, Lu Xin ripped his hand free, leaving his glove fused to the Monster. He kicked off, recoiling two meters.
"Crack!"
The stomp shattered the floorboards. The whole Office trembled.
Using the impact, the Monster propelled itself skyward. Its writhing Tentacles rained downward like spears.
This thing wasn’t just fast—it seemed to anticipate Lu Xin’s moves.
"Bang! Bang!"
Recoiling mid-air, Lu Xin whipped out his Handgun, unleashing rapid shots at the Monster.
Blue Electric Arcs crackled against its flesh. Dark burns appeared, but they healed before the last spark faded. Unimpeded, the Monster plummeted toward Lu Xin.
"Little Sister... your turn."
Trapped in a dead end, Lu Xin surrendered control.
He wasn’t naturally gifted in combat... but Little Sister undoubtedly was.
As the Monster’s foot descended, his expression warped into exhilaration. A low "Heh heh" escaped his lips. His body suddenly arched backwards, scuttling spider-like up the wall.
While the Monster slammed onto the ground, Lu Xin leapt from the wall, landing feather-light on its back.
"Rip!"
His hand tore into the Divine Flesh, ripping free a raw, dripping chunk.
Countless Tentacles stabbed toward him, but Lu Xin flowed over the Monster’s body, climbing toward its chest. Fingers curved like talons, he lunged for the pulsating Heart—toward Zhao Shiming’s grimacing face.
Zhao Shiming shrieked in Fear. The Monster violently twisted away, letting Lu Xin’s hand plunge into its flank. Gushing flesh clamped around his arm. Simultaneously, the twist powered a massive swipe aimed at Lu Xin’s skull.
Lu Xin coiled his legs, kicking sharply off the incoming claw to flip backwards.
Mid-air, his pupils contracted sharply. His Gaze pinned the Monster.
"Woof! Woof!"
A barking sound, like a skinless dog, instantly snapped near the Monster. Jaws snapped at its hindquarters.
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"Bzzzz..."
When the Skinless Puppy bit into the monster’s buttocks, the creature’s entire body rippled with chaotic fluctuations.
It was as if its flesh and blood were becoming disordered, continuously swelling with numerous bumps, like something inside the monster was struggling, trying to crawl out.
Simultaneously, every face on the monster’s body—Zhao Shiming’s and those of the other staff—twisted into abnormal expressions.
Some screamed, some wailed, some laughed with eyes blazing in anger, and some cried with expressions of ecstatic joy.
"Fwoosh, fwoosh, fwoosh..."
However, this lasted only an instant. The tentacles covering the monster’s body abruptly lashed backwards, piercing down. They directly impaled the Skinless Puppy, violently churned inside it, nearly tearing the creature apart entirely, and then, amidst its pitiful whimpers, flung it far away.
"Thud!"
The Skinless Puppy crashed against the surrounding wall, limbs twitching, its eyes radiating a blissful light.
"Reactions blazingly fast."
"A healing ability that seems to ignore damage."
"And the chaos ability of the Glasses Dog doesn’t seem to affect it noticeably either..."
"......"
Lu Xin rapidly summarized these points in his mind. And at the very moment the Skinless Puppy was flung away, his Shadow surged forward.
"Whoosh..."
Though the Shadow was intangible, Lu Xin focused so intensely that wherever it passed, deep gouges appeared on the ground, like black serpents writhing and twisting, swiftly swimming toward the “God.” It wrapped around the being’s feet once more, just like the attack that had previously sliced it into pieces.
But this time, it felt different.
Zhao Shiming’s face screamed a meaningless, chaotic roar. Suddenly, the “God” lowered its head.
Where its six eyes looked, the air seemed to solidify, forming a transparent glass-like wall.
It was clearly invisible, yet its outline could vaguely be discerned.
The Shadow slammed instantly into this glass wall. The two forces locked in fierce contention.
It was obvious the Shadow held the upper hand, but breaking through the glass wall clearly wasn’t going to happen immediately.
Psychic Shock!
Just like the Brain-like Monster Lu Xin had encountered earlier, it continuously unleashed Psychic Shock to block the Shadow’s approach.
While the Shadow’s power naturally surpassed that of the shockwave, its strength wasn’t instantaneous. As the Shadow was still overcoming the psychic force, countless Tentacles erupted from behind the monster, soaring through the air to strike down at Lu Xin.
Fwoosh! Fwoosh! Fwoosh!
Lu Xin twisted his body, rapidly turning and contorting. Tentacles the color of blood shot past him, narrowly missing.
The alloy wall behind him was pierced cleanly by Tentacles, leaving gleaming holes revealing the bare metal.
"Hmm?"
Zhao Shiming’s face on the “God’s” chest also registered clear surprise.
He couldn’t quite comprehend it. Normally, when being forced into such frantic dodging and weaving, the Shadow would have fallen into disarray long ago. But no matter how erratically Lu Xin moved, his Shadow remained firmly fixed to the ground, seemingly completely unaffected.
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!...
Simultaneously, after Lu Xin evaded seven or eight Tentacles stabbing down at lightning speed, the last one flew past his face. He could even see the translucent skin covering it, speckled with capillaries. His eyes held a flicker of confusion...
Then, not only did he dodge it, he abruptly opened his mouth and bit down on the tentacle.
Ssschh!
Both the “God’s” body and Lu Xin shuddered violently.
The “God’s” body reflexively retracted that Tentacle, which trembled slightly in the air.
And in that moment of mental disarray, the Shadow seized the opportunity to surge forward by seven or eight centimeters.
Lu Xin’s face rapidly twisted before he suddenly lowered his head, spitting repeatedly onto the ground, Ptooey! Ptooey! Ptooey!
"It really does taste like rotten meat..."
"Even worse than rotten meat..."
"..."
His Little Sister really was somewhat unreliable. If it were up to him, he definitely wouldn’t have taken a bite.
When would kids learn not to put random things in their mouths?
Nevertheless, Lu Xin quickly regained his composure. After all, no matter what, he had gotten a taste of “God,” hadn’t he?
Even he felt this line of thought was excessive at this moment and sternly commanded himself not to get distracted.
Right now, his Little Sister was controlling his body for him, utilizing almost the Spider-Type’s peak flexibility and reflexes to dodge this “God’s” onslaught. Meanwhile, his Father, operating within the limits of permission, was unleashing his most powerful forces to grapple with this “God.”
Therefore, the only idle one among them, of course, was bearing the responsibility of grasping the overall situation.
"Its Psychic Shock can resist Father's power..."
"No, not resist, barely holding on..."
"It seems it actually gained a slight intention to restrain itself..."
"But..."
Lu Xin frowned... Though it felt like frowning, his actual expression was one of intense excitement mingled with the kind of joy one feels upon seeing a large Doll... Simultaneously, he noticed a crucial problem: "This Monster's Distortion Field couldn't withstand Father."
"The Psychic Shock can only barely hold it off!"
"And between Psychic Shock and Distortion Field, there's a significant difference, the biggest difference..."
"... lies in that one has a sense of direction!"
Training related to traits each Ability User possessed due to the nature of their Mental Power belonged to the very first lesson of an Ability User. Lu Xin had naturally undergone it. For instance, everyone has their own Mental Power, their own Psychic Shock, and so on.
The Distortion Field was the radiation of one's own Psychic Energy.
This radiation could be divided into natural radiation and intentional control, among other things.
The strongest radiation belonged to the Queen of Happy Town; even in her slumber, she could radiate fifty kilometers.
Intentional control meant deliberately spreading one's own radiation, generally increasing its range by threefold.
As for Psychic Shock, it was quite simple: concentrating this radiation and directing its force towards a single point.
This Monster, or "God," its unconscious Psychic Radiation was almost entirely powerless against Father.
But its Psychic Shock could manage a barely holding defense.
Combined with the characteristics of Psychic Shock, the conclusion was that it could only withstand Father's assault head-on at this moment.
Yet, ironically, this meant its other directions were practically defenseless, not even capable of basic Psychic Radiation...
"Little Sister..."
Having figured this out, Lu Xin quickly communicated with Little Sister.
"Hmm?"
Little Sister responded obediently.
Lu Xin said: "Did you see the Tentacles behind that Monster..."
Little Sister paused, then said: "Not tasty..."
"..."
Of course it's not tasty, no need to tell me that?
Controlling his temper, Lu Xin coaxed Little Sister: "Don't you wanna just yank them all off?"
"I do!"
Little Sister's eyes instantly shone bright, she loudly agreed and dashed forward rapidly.
As Little Sister left his body, Lu Xin reclaimed his initiative. He immediately pulled out his gun again, firing successive shots at the Monster. "Bang!" "Bang!" "Bang!" "Bang!" Shots rang out incessantly, bullets whistling through the air.
"Whoosh!" "Whoosh!" "Whoosh!"
The Monster seemingly sensed the change in Lu Xin's speed and agility. Its Tentacles whipped towards him with wild frenzy.
Lu Xin fired two more shots symbolically. Knowing evasion was impossible, he didn't bother.
He merely watched calmly as the Tentacles surged towards him.
"Swish..."
Just as the Tentacles were about to pierce him, they suddenly became entangled and chaotic, writhing messily as if possessing lives of their own. Not just entangled; several even fell directly to the ground, twisting and wriggling vigorously like snakes.
Lu Xin looked up and saw Little Sister had leapt onto the Monster's back and was swiftly ripping off its Tentacles.
In fact, Little Sister currently even had the chance to inflict Contamination.
But her power was relatively weak, and this Monster's regeneration was too strong; Contamination wouldn't hold.
So she was just rapidly plucking the Tentacles, one by one, sometimes even tying those she liked into little bows.
"Woof! Woof! Woof!"
Seeing this, the Skinless Puppy nearby also seized the chance to charge forward, biting frenziedly all around.
Glancing at the fallen Tentacles littering the ground, its expression seemed somewhat regretful, almost inadvertently.
"What on earth is happening?"
On the Monster's chest, the face of Zhao Shiming showed anger mixing with bewilderment.
He wasn't an Ability User, but his research into Psychic Energy granted him enough insight to discern the true and false aspects of most Ability Users' combat. This allowed him to leverage the "God's" power to strategize, seize advantage in battle, and ensure his invincibility.
But now, his "methodical" brain was flooded with Chaos.
He couldn't comprehend: the opponent was clearly right in front of him, so where was this spiritual assault from behind coming from?
How could the opponent wield such powerful Mental Power to counter the Psychic Shock emanating from the "God's" very body and still find the concentration to fire a gun?
Just how many opponents was he facing?
...
"Bang! Bang!"
Taking advantage of Zhao Shiming's Chaos, during the "God's" noticeably disrupted rhythm, Lu Xin rushed forward in large strides.
He sensed Zhao Shiming's Chaos, understood its cause, and strangely, his own mood improved significantly. Coordination among family was indeed the best combat method. Look at this "God," all-powerful yet becoming utterly flustered! And he hadn't even exerted his full strength yet!
Not all family members were even gathered...
As he closed in, Shadow's power also gained intensity.
Creak.
A sound like twisted steel echoed. Shadow advanced inch by inch, about to reach the feet of the "God".
Lu Xin rushed headlong to the front of this "God". Holding his breath, he fired multiple shots consecutively at its Heart position.
"Sizzle! Sizzle! Sizzle..."
A succession of Blue Electric Arcs exploded. The "God's" Psychic Shock shattered bit by bit.
The final bullets finally began striking Zhao Shiming's face, striking repeatedly without cease, until the magazine emptied.
At that very same moment, Shadow finally reached the "God's" feet.
Starting from its legs, unending "Crack!" "Crack!" sounds echoed, transforming it back into a pile of rotten flesh.
...
"Can I clock out this time around?"
This time, Lu Xin, not daring to be careless, stayed alert, vigilantly watching the pile of rotten flesh. He also drew his other gun but refrained from further desecrating the corpse.
It was already proven that bullets had minimal effect on the Monster. Desecration would be pointless.
"Best just don't get up..."
This thought ran through his mind; he even felt like begging it.
"Swish!" A bloody red Tentacle suddenly shot out from the flesh pile, aiming straight for Lu Xin's face.
Lu Xin leaped back sharply, simultaneously furrowing his brow lightly.
Monsters that just wouldn't die no matter how you killed them were truly terrifying...
...A pain like this forcing overtime!
... And I'm not even sure there would be overtime pay!
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"What are they doing?"
Within the bar, candlelight flickered intermittently, casting wavering shadows and plunging the surroundings into shifting light and gloom.
Chen Xun sat stiffly upright on a high stool, his hands pinned to the table by shards of glass, blood pooling beneath each into two expanding stains.
A deeply penetrating agony continually tormented him. It hurt if he moved, and hurt just as badly if he stayed still. It felt as if the sharp fragments of glass, carried by his bleeding, had flowed into his very bloodstream. His palms began trembling uncontrollably; each shudder intensified the pain.
So he could only try his best to divert his own attention, focusing instead on the changes around him.
Although he was not an Ability User, he could largely deduce what was happening from the vibrations shaking the floor and the faint, muffled roars seemingly emanating through several stories. A bitter, helpless smile twisted his lips. "What is that guy doing?" he murmured.
"Does he truly believe the Divine Flesh can be killed through brute force?"
"And what is Doctor Zhao Shiming doing?"
"Even now... hasn't he understood what truly constitutes divine power?"
"..."
He thought these things quietly, and his palm involuntarily twitched.
Immediately, an abnormal burst of pain drilled into his skull, yanking him out of rational thought.
So painful.
He knew pain was merely a normal reaction – tissue damage stimulating nerves, signals racing to the central nervous system.
It wasn't that big a deal.
But gods, it hurt so much!
...
...
"The experiment has succeeded! The God... has descended!"
As Lu Xin chased after that hole-drilling god, ascending floor by floor, a dimly lit conference room in Central City – accustomed to not turning on lights – held several figures draped in black cloaks. They were sharing the information just relayed from the Outpost.
The person delivering the information couldn't hide the excitement in his tone.
"Black Table's experiment has succeeded, and our investment is now yielding returns."
"Congratulations to you all."
"From this moment, each of you has become someone capable of harnessing divine power!"
"..."
Faced with the barely contained fervor in the messenger's voice, a voice practically throbbing like recited poetry, the others were noticeably more composed.
"Multiple Ability User Teams are headed to Buffalo City. Can we ensure they won't disrupt our plans?" A man with a slightly stout build asked. His voice was steady and calm. Hands interlaced over his stomach, leaning back in his chair, he posed the question with detachment. "Additionally, have the aspects of safety and controllability concerning that Test Subject been verified?"
"I believe we'll have the answer very soon," the message-bearer replied, calming slightly. "Those Ability Users themselves are part of the assessment of the Test Subject's power and reliability. Based on the reports received thus far, they possess almost no capacity for resistance in its presence. This demonstrates the Test Subject's power."
"As for higher levels of safety and reliability..."
"I believe Black Table provided ample demonstration previously!"
"..."
A faint silence hung around the long table as its occupants seemed to be calculating weighty matters. Clearly, they weren't the type easily swept away by excitement.
"In that case..." Another man, tall and lean, broke the minor silence with a soft inquiry, "...when do we confront the Research Institute?"
At the utterance of the words "Research Institute," an absolute stillness fell upon the room. Merely the mention of those three words made their Hearts involuntarily skip several beats.
"The Research Institute has shown no reaction so far."
"Have they not detected it? Or is it..."
"..."
Within the dark Conference Room, the silence stretched, thick and heavy.
Thump!
Suddenly, someone slammed a palm heavily onto the table. "We chose this path," the voice declared, low and forceful. "We must see it through to the end."
"The Research Institute... they are, after all, just bookworms. Apart from tinkering with all manner of research, they know nothing. Allowing a group obsessed only with pursuing something called 'Truth' to run amok is an extremely dangerous, indeed a mad, endeavor..."
"If it weren't for their obstruction, Central City and the other Highwall Cities wouldn't still exist in the form of this Alliance."
"Moreover..."
His voice gradually softened, as if deep in thought. Then, abruptly, he pulled away his black hood, revealing a gaunt, somber face that caught the faint light seeping in from the courtyard and instantly came into view before everyone’s eyes.
Everyone around gasped in shock. Clearly, they recognized this man.
They simply didn't expect he’d dare to show his face.
The figure fixed a resolute gaze on the crowd and murmured, "The Research Institute was once powerful, indeed. But over these many years, betrayals, internal strife, failed Experiments, loss of Parasitic Artifacts... these blows, one after another, have grievously weakened its strength... So the time has come for our Administrative General Office to take charge of the Research Institute's affairs."
"..."
Some among the others felt a flicker of anticipation, gritting their teeth in resolve.
Others merely sat in silence.
Only after a long pause did someone remark with a sarcastic lilt, "This plan hasn’t been in the works this long just to be abandoned halfway. The Administrative Hall seizing control of the Research Institute was always a foregone conclusion. So, everyone, please remain assured..."
"The Research Institute is full of lunatics locked in their ivory towers. They care only about research, oblivious to all else. It's no wonder they’re slow to react."
"Who knows? They might be on their way to the cafeteria for a meal even now..."
......
The Central City consists of two principal cities, one larger and one smaller.
The smaller of the two, Secondary Main City, lies east of the larger one. It is a city of remarkable cleanliness and order.
Here, even the alignment of streets seems crafted with physical aesthetics in mind.
Building facades gleamed so brightly they nearly reflected light.
A closer look revealed perfect symmetry in every aspect—architecture, greenery, rivers, and lakes.
At the City Core stood a complex of uniform buildings surrounded by sweeping lawns.
Its entrance was a set of iron railings reaching up to four meters high. At the moment, the gate stood ajar, easily pushed open with a touch.
Just outside these gates now stood a man in a crisply pressed military uniform.
Rows of Military Vehicles stood behind him, each packed with fully armed elite warriors.
The man didn’t push open the iron gate. Instead, he waited patiently outside.
Through the gate, a scene of ease unfolded. Dining hours were approaching. Young people clutching books or dressed in White Lab Coats, along with elderly professors, emerged from various buildings—some bald, others donning wigs—strolling leisurely toward the restaurant district.
On the lawns, groups of energetic, thick-haired young people kicked a ball around with loud, exuberant shouts.
Their ball skills were undeniably terrible.
The uniformed man glanced at his wristwatch, fighting the urge to storm through the gates.
Still, he held back, though the impulse to pull out his pistol and shoot the damn ball to shreds burned fiercely.
He waited... thirty-seven minutes and forty-two seconds, to be precise.
At last, a young woman finally scurried toward the gate. Her White Lab Coat hung awkwardly, messy strands of long hair framed her black-framed Glasses, and she ran with such desperate slowness it felt like a turtle could’ve lapped her.
"The dean... gave his response..."
Panting heavily, she reached the iron gate, paused to rest her hands on her knees for breath, then stammered out her words with urgency.
The uniformed man grew anxious instantly, stepping forward eagerly. "Does he agree?" he pressed, his voice low. Then he checked his wristwatch again, "The enemy forces could already be moving. I suspect multiple squads have infiltrated Main City No. 1 from various directions. Additionally, intel from Buffalo City suggests Black Table’s Taboo Experiment has succeeded. If they unleash those researched Monsters against the Research Institute, we'll have no time to prepare..."
"You..." The female Researcher waved a hand impatiently. "...shush, let me finish first. Or I'll lose my train of thought!"
Cut off, the man fell silent, simmering with impatience as he waited for her thoughts to unscramble.
"The dean... The dean says he’s swamped right now..." Her voice finally steadied.
"Swamped?" the man blurted out, unable to contain his irritation. "Did you make it clear? What on earth could possibly be more important right now?"
"Stop talking!" The female Researcher’s hand sliced through the air before she pushed ahead. "The dean said... he's about to clear this board."
"Abo... board?" The man froze. Disbelief choked him. "Clearing what board?"
"Yes!" She affirmed. "One suit only."
The man longed to believe he’d misheard. Yet the words rang painfully clear. Stunned silence fell.
Internally, only two thoughts raged. Either charge inside and put a bullet in the dean’s head. Or put one in his own, right here and now.
Through sheer force of will, he reined in the impulses. After a stifled pause, he managed weakly, "Then... what should we do?"
"What should you do?" The woman finally spoke with brisk clarity, eyeing him pointedly. "Isn’t that obvious? Whether it's managing Taboo Experiments or Special Contamination—aren’t those under the Administrative General Office’s purview?"
"This was agreed upon long ago—the Research Institute doesn't meddle in administrative affairs, and the Administrative Hall doesn't interfere with ours. Each performs their own duty, supporting one another. Only then have peace and stability reigned, fostering peace and prosperity in Central City, and indeed across The Alliance."
"..."
"But..." Flooded by her wave of official jargon, the man's reasoning scattered.
He forced out the question regardless. "What if someone wants to shatter that peace now?"
"Ha. Well, that's their problem, isn't it?"
Smiling, she brushed aside his concern with a casual hand wave.
"Alright. I'm off to eat. Restaurant's serving sweet-and-sour spare ribs today."
She turned to leave, then paused and glanced back at the forlorn man. Pity softened her voice.
"You should go home for dinner too, don't you think? Look at the time—what are you still doing here?"
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Chapter 354: Hot Man Chasing the God
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​
“How was it still alive?”
Lu Xin frowned, his body rapidly retreating even as the Shadow beneath his feet surged forward.
Father held a reluctant determination, but he had no other choice.
Mother wasn’t here; he was the only adult in the house.
Besides, perhaps irritated after being stalled by the Psychic Shock from this Monster for a full twenty-plus seconds, his temper had flared up. Compared to Lu Xin’s confusion about how to kill the Monster, he now just wanted to chop it to pieces.
His temper seemed always like this.
Impatient!
Swoosh! Swoosh!
As the Shadow rushed forward, that mass of flesh and blood rapidly swelled.
The Shadow had originally enveloped the fleshy mass, but as it expanded, a large portion still wriggled free from the Shadow's control. Immediately after, more and more Tentacles shot into the air, striking the ceiling like frog tongues.
“Was this also a form of resistance from this Monster?”
The scene flashed through Lu Xin’s mind: back at the Motel, when the Infant rescued the Man in Suit with the missing eye. The Infant then had also escaped the Shadow’s grasp by continuously swelling its flesh.
Whoosh!
Precisely as this thought arose, the fleshy mass before him suddenly lunged upwards into the air.
Countless Tentacles provided it leverage.
Most of its flesh was torn apart, left behind under the Shadow’s grasp, while another large part shot straight upwards onto the ceiling.
It actually slipped through the hole Lu Xin had smashed in the ceiling when he fell down...
It escaped!
This Monster... actually fled...
Lu Xin dared not be careless. Reacting instantly, he shouted loudly for his Little Sister.
Clatter clatter clatter!
Using hands and feet, he clambered nimbly up the wall to the hole’s edge. He contracted his body and squeezed through.
Gritting his teeth, he pursued the fleeing Monster urgently.
......
The Monster was incredibly fast and no longer resembled a humanoid Life.
It utilized Blood Threads to connect, snap, and compress, propelling itself upward through the layers of the “elevator shaft” Lu Xin had created, fleeing further away.
In mere moments, it had switched movement styles multiple times.
Sometimes Spider-Type, using ejected Blood Threads to pull itself forward.
Sometimes serpentine, slithering rapidly across the floor.
Sometimes sprouting sharp, angular limbs from its flesh to clack clack clack climb swiftly.
At times, it even coiled its body, then burst forth with pent-up power, launching itself like a missile.
......
This allowed it to traverse several stories of corridors, cross seven or eight hallways, pass through three to five doors and two or three windows, reach the surface, and then bolt chaotically into the warren of structures within the Crimson Moon-bathed city ruins—all within an incredibly short ten seconds.
Lu Xin's speed was astonishing, his movements extraordinarily nimble, often displaying feats beyond ordinary human comprehension. Body slightly crouched, he scaled walls and ceilings. His long, thin form, sprinting and vaulting in pursuit, seemed to contract subtly, allowing passage through impossibly small spaces. The dark, labyrinthine building almost became his playground.
Thus, he remained locked onto the Monster's trail like a predator chasing its quarry.
Swoosh! Swoosh!
The Monster’s fleshy mass scurried past the jagged, broken doors and windows of the flanking buildings and the shattered wooden frames swinging emptily in the air.
As it passed, abominable Tentacles and indescribable fleshy masses would surge from the hollow structures it raced beside. Some lashed out at Lu Xin pressing close behind; others swiftly merged with the fleeing Monster itself.
“Such a cowardly god..."
Yet Lu Xin, chasing hot on its trail, seemed to only grow more excited.
He alternated between sprinting along the facades of buildings and vanishing into hollow, ruined structures.
The next moment, he’d reappear abruptly, leaping high into the air, Shadow swirling chaotically around him, face twisted fiercely.
Whoosh swish...
Horrible Tentacles constantly erupted suddenly from the buildings flanking his path, smashing towards his face.
But his speed barely faltered. Sometimes, mid-leap, he’d abruptly crouch—body bonelessly compacting into a ball—dodging sweeping Tentacles. Other times, using the momentum from sprinting along a wall, he’d raise his gun and fire forwards.
Crackling bolts of Electric Arc frequently exploded on the path ahead of him; everywhere he passed was littered with seared, Tentacle-shaped lumps of flesh.
First one, then the other, flashing through countless intersections in moments.
In an empty building, the Ability User Teams from Central City and Qinggang City, who had just managed to climb up after finding the way, were terrified by the squirming monsters crawling all over the city and emitting horrifying auras, pondering how to report the situation to the higher-ups as quickly as possible.
Suddenly, they heard a series of crackling sounds ringing out in the distance.
A fierce wind surged forward, whipping up the surrounding debris.
A knife-like aura swept past their bodies in an instant, making every hair on their skin stand on end.
Snapping their heads around, they spotted a horrifying Flesh Abomination charging rapidly toward them.
Some drew their guns, some readied their abilities, and others just shut their eyes, resigning to die.
Through the discernibility of the Psychic Energy Field, they could tell this flesh was the "God" they had witnessed in the underground Laboratory!
Then, the monster sped past them without even glancing their way.
Survivors of a near-death crisis, they paused for a moment before staring dumbly in the direction where the Flesh Abomination had bolted.
Then, they heard a "whoosh" sound as another black shadow zipped past in front of them.
Faintly, they seemed to catch a glimpse of a smiling face revealing an anxious grin toward them, though no greeting was exchanged.
Everyone was instantly bewildered.
After a long while, Gecko muttered, "Team Leader..."
Turning toward Chen Jing, he asked, "Did you just see something chasing after that God?"
Xia Chong's neck stiffened as she looked at Chen Jing, "Qinggang's method of cleaning up Contamination..."
"...is it always this wild?"
Chen Jing had nothing to answer; after a good long moment, she silently nodded.
"You sure ran fast..."
Was it truly exhausted, or was it stewing some sinister scheme?
By now, Lu Xin had maxed out his speed.
In a way, the chase was entirely under Little Sister's control, for only she knew how to use her body to its peak, achieving the quickest and most efficient pace.
The whole city seemed to sprout countless terrifying fleshy beasts and Tentacle-like Monsters, lurking in the shadows.
They stirred with excitement, emerging one after another from the darkness.
These endless Monsters gave the impression that the entire city had transformed into the embodiment of a Flesh Abomination.
Of course, with Father present, these fleshy beasts posed little threat to Lu Xin.
In an instant, they neared Central City, with Lu Xin and the Flesh Abomination closing the gap in speed.
The monster seemed to sense the mounting pressure behind it, growing more startling by the moment, so it dashed frantically into a street without choosing a path.
That road was almost pitch black, devoid of any light, with tall buildings on both sides blocking out the thin glimmer of the Crimson Moon.
Without hesitation, Lu Xin followed it into that street.
"Hmm..."
As soon as he entered, he felt an anomalous power.
It was as though countless eyes were prowling the surroundings, even attempting to influence him.
His pace slowed slightly, and his body's Shadow began to radiate outward.
The surrounding darkness grew paler as Lu Xin tried to take in the environment.
He detected the origin of those gazes almost instantly.
Along both sides of the street, formidable and grotesque Tentacles had sprouted somehow, indistinguishable from those he had crushed or dodged earlier, except that dense, crimson eyes now covered each one.
These eyes observed him and exerted control over him.
It was like stepping into a street crisscrossed with countless threads, with every step becoming unnervingly difficult.
This was the power of the Man in Suit he had encountered at the Motel.
Here, every Tentacle lining the street was studded with such eyes, many more than during the confrontation with the Man in Suit.
Similarly, the force here was stronger.
Back then, the Man in Suit alone had nearly pushed Lu Xin into a corner.
Now, each Tentacle seemed wielding power equal to the Man in Suit, as if dozens of Men in Suit were awaiting him.
Therefore.
Lu Xin strode firmly ahead.
His Shadow fanned out around him, instantly rising and scaling the Tendr— one after another.
Pop pop pop pop.
Countless eyes burst apart, splattering the ground with slime, like twin crimson fountains spilling gore.
At the Motel last time, he had companions; now, he had none.
So Lu Xin didn't pause and proceeded deeper into the street, disregarding the surrounding gazes.
"Wah..."
As the countless eyes on both sides shattered in an alarming spectacle, an infant's cry rang out midway along the street.
This cry wasn't like a regular baby's— it soaked in piercing despair and thick, all-consuming madness that saturated every vibration of sound, threatening to spark an intense craving for growth in every cell of a person.
Whoosh.
Ahead on the street, a dark red hue suddenly expanded endlessly.
That was piles of flesh swelling to an unnervingly large size, shooting up from the murky shadows.
They formed a wall of meat, inflating into a mountain of flesh soaring as tall as ten stories, blotting out the dim Crimson Moon in the sky above the street, while advancing with a nauseating stench of decay.
A baby face, spanning 20 to 30 meters across, slowly emerged from within.
Wearing an anomalous grin, it gazed down at Lu Xin and extended a chubby hand to grab him.
Lu Xin didn't glance up; instead, he continued stepping forward.
The Shadow at his feet narrowed into a taut thread, slicing through the giant baby figure before him in an instant.
The enormous infant, or rather that hill of meat, split from the top down— cracking head first, then parting down through the neck and chest...
Gushing with blood and other unidentable fluids, it slathered on impact, splitting cleanly into equal heaps that splattered across the street, flooding the air with a rank odor as thick sludge piled a foot high.
Lu Xin strode through the midst of the flesh.
The air around him contorted, sending the sticky blood pooling at his feet scuttling away to either side in horror.
Raising his head to look at the "God" at the street's end, his lips curled into an affable smile:
"Yo, I've trapped you..."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 355: True Contamination
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​
“Are there any other abilities?”
Lu Xin walked forward along the street, a friendly smile on his face, asking softly:
“I can sense that these aren’t your true abilities. So, what exactly is your ability?”
As he spoke, the Monster at the far end of the street — the very Monster that had been pursued from the Laboratory — watched him coldly.
Six eyes stared back; four looked confused, while the other two remained fixed intently upon him.
At its feet, a surging, expanding mass of flesh squirmed like a viscous sea of gore.
Before it hung three objects resembling ‘cocoons’.
These three ‘cocoons’, suspended on delicate Blood Threads, dangled from above the street, hanging in mid-air.
Two had already split open. Only the third cocoon remained intact.
Based on the events Lu Xin had encountered during his pursuit, the other two cocoons had contained members of the Hell Squad: the Inner Demon and the Infant. Those two Monsters should have already been killed by Central City’s Ability Users. Yet, their powers had manifested within this Monster.
Lu Xin thought to himself: was this part of the final stage of the Experiment?
Transferring the powers of others into this Monster?
Besides the Inner Demon and the Infant, who else was there?
...He couldn't remember. Probably no one else?
...
As Lu Xin moved forward, his gaze fell upon the third cocoon. A faint ‘crack’ sounded.
That cocoon split open too.
A Table Knife pierced out from inside the cocoon, slicing through the flesh-like husk.
Then, Little Nineteen, with her long black hair hanging down and dressed in a small white skirt, emerged from the ruined cocoon.
Immediately after, more Little Nineteens crawled out.
Some appeared in the empty window frames flanking the street. Others pushed up through the squirming flesh itself. A few surfaced from the ground itself. Others slowly descended, hanging suspended in mid-air.
Over a dozen Little Nineteens encircled Lu Xin, front and back, left and right.
Each held a Table Knife. Their heads and limbs hung limply. Prominent, thick scars marred their faces. They resembled Puppets.
Lu Xin’s steps paused slightly. He looked up and said gently, “Little Nineteen... I’ve finally found you.”
...
The first time he had held her, he had known he wasn’t holding the real Little Nineteen.
What he had held was a Psycho-modified Human.
But now, he had finally found the true Little Nineteen.
“Clack... clack... clack...”
Sounds like wooden joints knocking echoed, one after another, merging into a continuous rattle.
All the Little Nineteens looked up at Lu Xin, their eyes hollow, devoid of spirit.
Lu Xin resumed walking forward, imbuing his voice with patience: “Be good. Come back with me, okay?”
“I’m not very good with children. But I know these past years... they must have been very hard for you. Very painful.”
“So...”
“......”
Swish!
As Lu Xin took his second step, a Little Nineteen flanking him suddenly lunged forward with an Aberration-like swiftness.
A sharp Table Knife flashed towards Lu Xin’s neck.
Instantly, Lu Xin’s shoulder caved inwards and his neck snapped violently sideways as if broken.
At the same moment, his hand shot out, piercing straight through the charging Little Nineteen’s body.
The Little Nineteen shuddered, its movements stiffening and jerking like trapped machinery. Its head lolled sideways.
Lu Xin continued walking, his words clear: “...I’ve come to take you home.”
“Clack-clack-clack-clack-clack...!”
The surrounding clatter of joints intensified into a furious snapping, rising all around him. All the remaining Little Nineteens pounced towards Lu Xin simultaneously.
The blades in their hands traced intersecting paths of chilling light. A chaotic swirl of white little skirts fluttered violently in the air.
A web of invisible threads materialized instantly, crisscrossing across the entire street space.
Lu Xin let out a soft sigh and said: “Little Sister!”
His body seemed to instantly become boneless as he threw himself forward with abnormal speed.
That space crisscrossed by the invisible threads was partitioned into countless tiny, intricate sections.
No one could pass through those tiny grids.
But Lu Xin seemed to defy all common sense. As he moved swiftly, he adopted a series of postures that defied human understanding, yet possessed an uncanny beauty from certain angles, allowing him to dart between countless threads.
Using this method, he dodged the assaults of over a dozen Little Nineteens and abruptly appeared before the innermost one.
This Little Nineteen was expressionlessly raising her Table Knife.
Her eyes were hollow, staring at Lu Xin approaching her, seemingly unsure whether to stab.
Lu Xin, however, offered her a warm smile. He crouched down, ignored the knife, and drew her into his embrace.
Shhk
The Table Knife plunged into Lu Xin’s chest, sinking ten centimeters deep.
The smile on Lu Xin's face didn't waver in the slightest. He only held Little Nineteen tighter against him.
The knife sank even deeper as a result.
A cold pain radiated from his chest.
Yet Lu Xin felt a strange sense of a void being filled, bringing him unexpected pleasure.
Blood welled along the blade, splattering onto Little Nineteen’s face.
Within her vacant gaze, an unexpected flicker of emotion suddenly stirred. Her small body seemed to freeze rigid.
"Little Nineteen..."
Lu Xin pressed his hand gently against the back of her small head, which was trying to struggle and shake loose. Stroking the nape of her neck softly, he murmured in her ear with a tone so light it seemed afraid of startling her: "Don't be afraid anymore. I remember you now."
"I'm sorry."
"I shouldn't have forgotten you for so long. I shouldn't have forgotten that I... killed you."
"You fear me, you see me as a Big Monster... it's all okay."
"..."
"Big Monster..."
The indifferent expression on Little Nineteen's face seemed disturbed by those words.
Her struggling movements gradually ceased.
Not just her. Behind Lu Xin, the dozen other Little Nineteens flying through the air in different positions, sliding along threads to reach him, also abruptly stopped. Identical expressions of vague, vacant confusion surfaced on all their faces.
They watched Lu Xin embrace this version of herself from their various perspectives, seemingly each recalling different fragments of memory.
Some seemed to recall Lu Xin cornering her in front of the Tower.
Others seemed to remember far more terrifying things...
A hazy mist appeared to form within their previously hollow eyes.
"Guuuh..."
A sound, hollow and void-like, echoed.
From the body of the Monster behind them unfurled a torrent of endless Blood Threads, resembling vibrant, tangled neural tissue and blood vessels.
A significant portion of these Blood Threads intertwined directly with the ones connected to the Little Nineteen held by Lu Xin.
Now, even more Blood Threads snaked along the ground and walls, converging towards her. Simultaneously, it felt like some kind of malignant Will was being forcibly injected into her. This caused Little Nineteen's body to tremble faintly, and a wave of frenzy surged within her eyes.
"Hssss..."
Lu Xin exhaled softly. He held her even tighter, whispering gently: "Don’t be afraid."
The frenzy faded from Little Nineteen's face, replaced once more by confusion.
Frenzy and apathy rapidly alternated and changed across her expression.
Little Nineteen clearly had a profound, tangible connection to the entity called the "God".
In other words, she had always been subject to its influence.
This influence, naturally, could also be described as a form of Contamination.
Lu Xin had no idea how to sever this Contamination. The only thing he could do was hold her.
Not long ago, Chen Jing had discussed a concept with him called "reverse Contamination".
During his basic Ability User training courses, he had also learned about the concepts and essence of Contamination.
Ordinary people experienced Contamination too.
Laughter, tears, even unconscious actions... all could be sources.
So now, his only prayer was that his embrace might somehow "Contaminate" Little Nineteen.
Meanwhile, his Shadow crept out along the floor.
At this proximity, there was no reason to leave that "God" unchecked.
—-
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"You too know how to endure? How to embrace?"
While the Monster spurred Small Nineteen, a face forming within its chest snarled viciously.
"Is this level of power meant for kids playing games like you?"
By now, Zhao Shiming seemed almost lost to himself. At the very least, all rationality had fled his voice, replaced by escalating frenzy. Even his own speech sounded utterly alien, increasingly saturated with madness:
"I shouldn't have wasted so much time on you just now..."
"But now... now I finally understand. Finally know, what power truly belongs to a god..."
"..."
"Buzzzz..."
As he shouted, Lu Xin said nothing. His gaze merely turned icy, cold, and he suddenly looked towards it.
In that instant, the Shadow beneath Lu Xin's feet abruptly elongated, streaking towards the Monster.
"Whoosh..."
This time, the "god" reacted quicker. Its six eyes blinked simultaneously, unleashing another wave of Psychic Shock.
The surge of Psychic Energy collided with the Shadow once more, violently scoring deep, horizontal gashes across the ground.
Yet, perhaps because the Shadow had already breached the Psychic Shock once and remembered its nature, this time it penetrated much faster. Like fine, black particulate saw teeth, it rapidly cut and ground away, layer by layer dissolving and devouring the distorted air representing the Psychic Shock. Within moments, it was barely a meter away from the "god".
The "god" seemed to sense panic, or perhaps it roared in defiance.
Suddenly, countless Blood Threads burst forth from its body, like dense, viscous strands, drilling into every surrounding crevice.
In places invisible to the naked eye, who knew how many more such threads extended, or how deep they went?
These threads resembled the roots of a tree.
"Crackcrackcrack..."
As the threads extended outward, thick, viscous squeezing sounds abruptly echoed—the sound of some substance smothering the surrounding buildings.
With a "CRASH!", decrepit buildings shattered. Fleshy chunks the color of gore surged out.
These chunks were already connected to the fine Blood Threads. Surging like living things, they merged with the "god".
This was only the beginning.
From all directions, more enormous chunks of flesh converged.
...
Had the perspective been pulled skyward, one would have seen the city transformed into a writhing mass of countless Monster tentacles.
In alleys, within abandoned houses, vast quantities of strange, indescribable flesh moved with unnatural speed.
Wherever they passed, buildings toppled and collapsed one after another, churning up clouds of dust.
The entire abandoned city crawled with living tissue.
The derelict metropolis seemed abruptly animated by this method.
Sssssssss.
Veins and nerve-like substances, thick as vegetation, spread across the building surfaces, ultimately linking with the Monster.
The whole city, all the Monsters, were gradually forming one cohesive entity.
Or perhaps, they always had been one, merely awaiting the descent of this "Heart".
"Whoooooosh..."
As the flesh rapidly converged, the Monster's Psychic Shock surged, becoming exponentially more potent. Instantly, it flung the Shadow back three meters.
Simultaneously, the "god's" body began to elevate.
The amassed flesh acted like a base, lifting its form towards the highest point in the city.
Zhao Shiming's face had vanished. Or more accurately, it had melted away entirely.
That "god" possessed only an impassive visage, gazing down upon the ruined city beneath the curved Crimson Moon.
Or rather, gazing down upon Lu Xin—tiny at its feet.
"Huuuuum..."
The next second, the "god's" six eyes blinked simultaneously. Waves of Psychic Shock cascaded forth, relentless and inexhaustible. The Shadow beneath Lu Xin's feet wasn't just forced back to him near instantly; the tangible force of the impact surged directly onto Lu Xin himself. The very ground was scoured, layers of silt and sand ripped upwards and launched bullet-like towards him.
"Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!"
A distorted field of force manifested around Lu Xin, deflecting the flying stones and debris in all directions.
But then, countless Tentacles abruptly erupted from the "god's" body, instantly binding the high-rises flanking the street.
KABOOM!
They constricted like enormous serpents, tightening, squeezing the thirty-year-old
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