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Chapter 1: Homecoming
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​
Prologue
In 3 BCE, during the reign of Emperor Ai of Han, there was a great drought across the land.
In the area east of the Hangu Pass, a mysterious incident occurred.
The common people collectively fell into panic.
They abandoned their farms and threw down their hoes.
They all held wheat straws and called them the preparations for the Queen Mother of the West.
They insisted on delivering them to the imperial palace.
Some were disheveled, some were bare-armed and barefoot.
They traveled day and night, hurrying through roads and fields, passing them among themselves.
Local authorities arrested, suppressed, or beat them in an attempt to stop this but it was useless.
In the end, thousands of wheat stalks traveled through 26 prefectures and commanderies and were finally delivered to the capital.
They were placed before Emperor Ai of Han.
After that, the common people sang, danced, and chanted scriptures in lanes and fields to worship the Queen Mother of the West.
This continued until autumn that year when they finally woke up as if from a dream.
—From Volume 34 of the Zizhi Tongjian.
In 1518 CE, the "Dancing Plague" broke out in Strasbourg, France.
At first, a woman suddenly danced and reveled wildly in the street, drawing spectators.
Later, people gradually joined in and danced nonstop through the night.
One day later, the number of Dancers reached 34.
Three days later, the number of Dancers exceeded 400.
Local officials summoned doctors for advice but they had no solution.
Several doctors and even soldiers joined the dancing.
They danced for days only stopping when exhausted to death.
One month later, nearly half the city's people had died from the frenzied dancing.
In 1960, the Scarecrow Incident occurred in Massachusetts, USA.
A Scarecrow appeared in the wheat fields of the New England Highlands.
Its creator was unknown.
Anyone who saw the Scarecrow's eyes stood rigidly in place, looking dazed and stiff.
Those who saw affected people developed similar symptoms spreading outward.
Within one day, it spread throughout the entire state.
Later, the army and state police were deployed but the outcome was unclear.
In 2005, during lunch break, students at a middle school in Tokyo's Shibuya Ward collectively dreamed of red-eyed spiders, causing panic.
Afterward, students began showing symptoms like distorted limbs, slanted eyes and eyebrows, and tangled hands and feet.
Experts labeled this phenomenon as muscle spasm symptoms triggered by mass hysteria.
The next day, a gas explosion occurred at the school destroying multiple buildings.
Casualties were unclear and Survivors were unclear!
In 2030, the Crimson Moon Incident occurred!
————————————————————————
[image: ]

The deep red moon hung low above the dense ranks of city skyscrapers, swelling to occupy nearly half the sky.
A pitch-black loop train, its body flecked with rust in many places, sped through the city beneath the Red Moon's gaze. Inside the car, passengers in assorted clothing either read newspapers or dozed under dim lights.
"Ding, Moon Terrace Station!"
Lu Xin jolted awake, grabbed his bag, and flowed out with the crowd onto the platform.
He walked past grimy, crumbling steps and a newspaper-strewn platform, emerging onto the city’s streets. Glaring neon lights cast an unsettling kaleidoscope over the streets and the people. Yet however vivid the street colors, the red moon overhead remained this world's true backdrop.
Ever since the Crimson Moon Incident thirty years ago, the world had persisted this way.
Of course, Lu Xin knew no different; born after the Incident, this was his normal.
He shouldered his bag through a rain-dampened alley and entered a dilapidated Old Building. The elevator was broken again, forcing him to climb the stairs. At the fourth floor, Room 401, he unlocked the hefty door.
The hallway was silent and chilly, but indoors radiated soft warmth.
Father stewed meat in the kitchen, the pressure cooker hissing with savory steam.
Little Sister curled on the sofa snacking away while watching an ancient cartoon, SpongeBob SquarePants.
Mother, elegant in a cream knit cardigan, stood by the window murmuring into a phone.
"Ninth Brother, you’re back!"
Noticing Lu Xin enter and unshoulder his bag, Little Sister beamed up sweetly.
"Was Little Seventeen good today? I brought back the teddy bear you wanted."
Lu Xin patted her head and handed her a small brown bear.
"Ah! Thanks, big brother! I love it!"
Little Sister bounced gleefully, clutching the bear.
"You’re back?"
Mother glanced over, smiling slightly. "Rest a bit. Dinner’s almost ready."
Lu Xin nodded, settling at the dining table.
...
...
Four place settings lay arranged with dishes of wilted greens. Rice cooled in bowls.
Yet, nobody made to sit.
Mother continued sweetly into the phone, "Sister Zhang, honestly, today was my fault. Don’t be upset. Yes, I admit this grey cardigan is outdated, but calling it ugly...? Exactly, that’s why I’m calling... You didn’t say so? No, no—I know you thought it deep down..."
"No, no misunderstanding at all... I merely request an apology... Swearing is uncivilized, you see..."
Father’s bone-chopping grew louder, his curses muffled but venomous: "Trash... Scum... Trespassing on private homes... Deserve death—ALL of them—! ... Eat so damn much... Won’t chop clean... Won’t stew clean!"
Meanwhile, Little Seventeen sat cross-legged on the sofa, gleefully shredding the brown bear. Pinching with fingers, gnashing with small, pearly teeth, she detached its ears, eyes, then arms one-by-one. Her face glowed rapturously as limbs tore away from fluffy torso.
"Dinner will wait!"
Mother hung up gently. "Just a small conflict with neighbor Sister Zhang. I’ll go apologize properly."
She plucked scissors from a drawer, then swept out elegantly, shutting the door behind her.
...
...
Lu Xin waited quietly at the table.
He considered himself fortunate. After the Crimson Moon Incident plunged the world into Chaos, countless died. Orphans like Lu Xin numbered beyond tally. Many vanished once grown. Yet he got adopted, got this warm home—an enviable blessing.
True, sometimes this family felt... a tad peculiar.
Still, within this crumbling, grimy Satellite City, their life felt whole.
Mother returned soon, relief illuminating her face. "Sister Zhang and I reconciled!"
Lu Xin noted a faint smear of still-glistening blood under her cardigan collar.
The family gathered to eat.
Little Seventeen held the shredded bear, now crudely restitched. Lopsided stuffing bulged through jagged seams. But she adored it more than ever.
Father took his seat, uncorking a bottle of unlabeled turbid liquor. Wolfing greens, he drained his cup in one gulp. The table’s sole non-vegetable dish was noticeably absent—Father relished chopping bones and stewing meat, but forbade anyone touching his pots or tasting his creations. Stained with blood splatters, his plastic apron attracted circling flies.
Outside, wailing sirens and chaotic shouts drew closer. Meaningless noise blurred into the haze.
CRACK!
Father slammed his cup. Bloodshot eyes glared at the window: "Bastards... Just fucking SHOUT! Won't even let a man eat peacefully! Worthless Guard Bureau! Clueless imbeciles! Nosy trash neighbors! Always snooping on decent folk!"
"Don’t frighten the children, dear."
Mother delicately picked at greens. Beneath the dismal lighting, her crimson lips blazed unnaturally.
Lu Xin remembered she wasn't wearing lipstick.
"Damn the children, damn it, they all deserve to die!"
Father became even angrier, his fingers gripping the wine bottle tightly with veins bulging, and cursed: "Whore, you deserve to die too!"
"Yes, in your eyes, anyone deserves to die except you."
Mother smiled elegantly and calmly: "Because in the end, you plan to keep collecting corpses, is that it? You love gathering corpses!"
As she spoke, she put down her bowl and chopsticks, smiled gently, and looked at Father: "Because when those people were alive, they lived better than you, they were more capable than you, so you especially hated seeing them alive; you enjoyed seeing them never able to speak again!"
"Shut up, shut up, you know?"
Father was indeed enraged by Mother. He suddenly smashed the wine bottle, rushed forward, and grabbed Mother by the neck.
"Giggle..."
Mother laughed very happily; even though her face was already turning purple from being choked, her smile remained elegant: "Use... useless..."
"Bang!"
Father finally couldn't hold back; he began to attack with punches and kicks, making the dining room shake constantly.
"Wah... Father don't hit Mother..."
Little Sister trembled with fright, hugging her bear tightly. Suddenly, her face twisted, and she giggled madly: "Fun, fun, so fun..."
While laughing, she suddenly turned and jumped up like a nimble spider, crawled to the ceiling, hooked her feet onto the chandelier, and somehow anchored herself there. Twisting her head around, she gazed down at the fighting below. Holding the toy bear in her mouth, she clapped her hands hard, moaning endlessly through her mouth, as if laughing and crying at once: "So fun..."
Father grew more and more furious; his body seemed to steadily expand. His muscles ripped through his shirt, baring a bluish back covered in stiff black hairs. His features warped and enlarged. Swinging his fists, he punched Mother down with force, blow after blow. Though Mother was battered and bruised, her voice stayed elegantly composed: "So nice, this look of helpless rage..."
Lu Xin held his rice, sitting beside the overturned dining table, slowly eating the grains from his bowl.
After the Crimson Moon Incident, having a warm family was rare...
Even though in his own home, family members had small flaws—quarreling or fighting sometimes—it was still home...
Outside the window, in a room directly facing the window of Lu Xin's living room, it was set up as a simple studio.
A short-haired woman in a casual suit was observing Lu Xin's room through a telescope.
Through the telescope's lens, she could see that empty room where Lu Xin sat alone in a chair eating. Clearly, he was the only one sitting there, but the room seemed struck by an earthquake—tables and chairs overturned, the chandelier swayed endlessly, and white flower-like cracks sporadically appeared on the window glass, as if something had impacted it.
"Mental Aberrant Observer No. 13's Telekinetic Power has appeared."
Beside her, two young men in fine workwear—one calculated rapidly, the other recorded.
"What potential does he have for recruitment?"
"How great is the potential threat?"
"What is the specific ability?"
The short-haired woman shook her head and said: "It's unclear now. He doesn't show a strong mutant form early on like other Mental Aberrants—such as those who can enter others' Dream Realm or accidentally release Mental Plague. He seems normal, able to work and return home routinely every day, even handling his job well. But his spirit occasionally becomes disordered."
"Sounds very promising and easy to guide."
Behind them, a man with an authoritative face said: "Have we tried sending a Dreamweaver into his Dream Realm for assessment?"
"Yes!"
The short-haired woman in the crimson suit nodded gently and said: "But after that Dreamweaver entered his Dream Realm, they never came out."
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Chapter 2: The Corner Coffee Shop
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​
Even during the day, the office was illuminated by pale white lights.
Partition after partition divided the majority of the office into small boxes; in each box, there was an unconnected desktop computer and a telephone.
Everyone was busy, walking back and forth—some were typing, some were making phone calls, and some were exchanging documents.
Lu Xin's workstation was right in the middle, with a banner for the best employee award hanging on the partition.
The busy work of the morning had been handled all around; Lu Xin straightened up and rubbed his temples.
Staying too long in this environment always felt stifling and suffocating, especially with so many complicated things to deal with.
"Is Brother Lu busy now?"
A voice sounded at Lu Xin's side; Lu Xin looked up and saw it was the new young guy in the office, Lv Cheng, who dressed appropriately, had a neat short haircut, exuded a sunny disposition, but now he wore a troubled expression, saying: "The Director assigned me to organize this batch of documents, but I keep reorganizing them and can't get them straight; it's almost time—Brother Lu, could you... could you teach me?"
"Sure."
Lu Xin smiled as he agreed: "I happen to have nothing to do right now."
"Thank you, Brother Lu! You're such a great person!"
The sunny young man looked grateful, quickly coming to Lu Xin's computer desk; one taught, the other learned.
From the surrounding partitions, many displeased glances shot over, along with some very low whispers kept almost silent.
"My own job is exhausting enough; I still have to teach others."
"We all have the same work; aren't you afraid that after teaching someone else, you'll get kicked out yourself?"
"......"
Amidst many displeased gazes, Lu Xin helped Lv Cheng organize the documents, waving his hand in response to the thanks.
Though in this oppressive office atmosphere, everyone was tense, Lu Xin always had his own principles: if he could help someone out, he would; the Crimson Moon Incident had changed the world, but ethical character still mattered.
"Lu Xin, come over here, the Director is calling you!"
Someone called out from a distance.
"Coming!"
Lu Xin put down his coffee, stood up, and walked to the Director's office; there, he saw the Director, so fat his jowls almost hung down, and on the sofa opposite sat a short-haired woman wearing sunglasses and dressed in a well-fitting suit.
"Little Lu, here's a document; take it to the corner coffee shop on Qingjiang Road for me right now!"
The Director wasted no words, pointing to a documents pouch on the table.
Delivering documents should have been handled by the administration or logistics teams, not someone like him.
But Lu Xin did not refuse, nodding: "Okay."
Then he picked up the documents, nodded toward the Director and the short-haired woman on the sofa, and walked out.
As soon as he left the room, the Director immediately changed to a smiling face, fawning toward the short-haired woman: "Team Leader Chen, what you mentioned has been done; rest assured, I won't ask questions or dwell on it, only that project you brought up earlier..."
"Don't worry, this project will not go to you!"
The short-haired woman stood up, gently pulled her sunglasses down, and said in a very soft voice.
The Director froze, thinking he had misheard, and then at that moment, he saw this woman's pupils.
Her pupils seemed to be rotating, faintly reddening, as if transforming into two crimson moons.
"Do not remember I came, and do not remember you arranged for him to do anything!"
The short-haired woman said quietly, her voice gentle, then she put her sunglasses on, turned around, and left through the door.
The Director slipped into a brief daze; after a few seconds, he snapped back to consciousness as if nothing had happened, continuing to busy himself.
......
......
Lu Xin was in the ring rail line train carriage, holding a handrail and feeling drowsy; originally, since he had boarded near the starting station, there had been a seat, but he saw a pregnant woman get on the train, so he gave his seat to her and stood for half an hour.
The lights in the carriage flickered slightly; Little Sister, clutching a tattered teddy bear, crawled along the carriage ceiling toward him.
She flipped upside down in front of Lu Xin, swaying back and forth like a pendulum.
Lu Xin stared intently, pretending to concentrate on looking at the lovely legs of a well-dressed girl next to him who wore hip-hugging shorts.
Little Sister played even more happily by herself, swaying stronger and stronger, and the carriage emitted faint creaking sounds.
Fortunately, the train moved swiftly and wobbled, masking this slight creaking.
"Big Brother, big brother, look quick, that fatty is really stupid..."
Little Sister played wildly and suddenly pointed to a not-too-faraway man standing asleep and drooling, laughing toward Lu Xin.
"Do not talk to me..."
Lu Xin still forced himself to focus on the girl's legs, squeezing out a barely audible whisper between his teeth.
"I cannot look at you outside, nor talk to you, as people would think I am crazy..."
"Tch, boring!"
Little Sister deliberately teased Lu Xin, and seeing he would not take the bait, felt a bit bored.
"Then you be careful yourself; that place you are heading to this time has problems!"
As she finished speaking, before Lu Xin could even continue his inquiry, she "giggled" and abruptly darted forward along the train carriage. When she passed the plump man standing asleep, she suddenly pinched his cheek with her hand, then crawled away into the distance and vanished.
The fat man jolted awake with a start, shouting, "Who touched me?"
The people around stared at the man, who had no one within a meter of him, with strange expressions.
Lu Xin joined the circle of onlookers, casting a look at the man as though observing someone mentally ill.
...
...
As he disembarked the train, Lu Xin noticed the area was close to the outer wall.
The buildings here had become somewhat dilapidated. The enormous city wall, standing over ten meters tall, cast deep shadows over the structures below. Though thirty years had passed since the Red Moon Cataclysm, and most of the roaming Maniacs Outside the City had been cleared away, those living inside the city walls still dared not be careless. Each year, the municipal work focused on constantly reinforcing and repairing these towering walls.
Arriving at the street-corner café, he found the atmosphere dark and oppressive.
The surrounding Old Buildings and bungalows seemed completely deserted, not a single Shadow in sight.
A significant amount of trash lay scattered before the door, likely blown there by the wind, hinting it had been untended for some time.
Approaching this place, an inexplicable feeling of oppression hung in the air.
Lu Xin instinctively disliked it, but having already promised the Director, he walked in carrying the file.
...
...
"Subject Thirteen has entered the target area!"
Not far from the location, positioned atop a tall building, over a dozen observation personnel had set up various instruments. Around the building, armed, fully geared soldiers lurked in the shadows, nervously vigilant against anything in the surroundings.
The short-haired woman was among the personnel. She held a document bearing text in dark font:
"Target Codename: The Street Corner Café.
Objective: Assess Subject Thirteen's potential to become a Spiritual Master and identify their specific capabilities.
Identified Risk: The café has been confirmed as a Level One Spiritual Contamination Zone.
Manifestations:
Individuals near the café are drawn inside involuntarily.
Anyone who enters the café dies within three to five days, primarily through suicide.
Analysis indicates exposure to Contamination within the café induces severe depression."
...
...She lowered the document and asked someone nearby, "Is the backup support prepped?"
The staff member nodded, gesturing towards the adjacent room.
Through a glass partition separating the rooms, they could see a girl dressed in a lacy dress, looking like an exquisitely crafted Articulated Doll, sitting motionlessly in there.
...
...
The moment Lu Xin stepped into the café, he was struck by a feeling of warmth and bustling activity.
Outside, the street, and even the café building itself, had appeared deserted and cold, utterly desolate.
Yet here inside the café, every seat was packed, with people crammed in, creating an overwhelming sense of crowdedness.
Every face bore a smile. Some leaned close together, whispering intimately. Others sat alone by the window, sipping coffee while reading a book. Some squinted their eyes, fully absorbed in savoring a delicious sandwich. Soft, classical music drifted through the shop. Sunlight streamed in through the windows, creating a strange moment of disorientation – it felt as though he'd slipped back into the world before the Red Moon Cataclysm...
Lu Xin navigated through the throng, approaching the counter. He nodded at the waiter behind it, who was dressed in a fine apron. "Someone asked me to deliver this document."
The Director hadn't specified who exactly to give it to, so handing it over at the counter should suffice.
"Thank you," the waiter replied easily and cheerfully. He poured a cup of coffee and pushed it across the countertop towards Lu Xin.
"This..." Lu Xin intended to say he hadn't planned on having coffee.
But... the aroma wafting from it was unexpectedly fragrant, utterly unlike the cheap coffee he drank at the office.
"It's tiring making this trip; this is on the house," the waiter offered kindly, his face radiating a genuinely comfortable warmth.
Lu Xin felt a slight easing inside him, momentarily losing the words to refuse.
Just then, his gaze froze.
From behind the waiter's neat apron appeared a coarse, unsightly tentacle. Extending unhurriedly towards Lu Xin, the tip of the tentacle slowly split open. Then, a blob of dark, soft tissue, roughly the size of a large coin, slipped from within and fell into the coffee cup below. Peering down, Lu Xin saw the blob resembled either an egg or an eye. Within the cup, a black pupil stared directly up at him.
Instantly, the coffee became overwhelmingly aromatic, each wisp of steam carrying an astonishing allure.
The waiter's smile deepened, warm and inviting. He gently nudged the cup closer to Lu Xin, gesturing for him to please enjoy.
"No, thank you," Lu Xin declined politely, as if noticing nothing unusual, and turned to walk out.
Reaching the door, he glanced back over his shoulder.
He saw every single person in the shop had halted their action. In unison, blankly, dully, they all stared at him, transfixed.
He hurriedly snapped his head forward, his body tensing. His steps quickened, becoming faster and faster as he walked away.
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Chapter 3: Your Coffee Isn’t Drunk Yet
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​
“G-gone?”
On the distant high-rise, all the observers stared dumbfounded at their monitors.
The fierce confrontation anticipated in pre-simulation hadn't occurred. None of the three prepared contingency plans had been activated.
That was clearly a standard level-one Spiritual Contamination Zone. That was unquestionably a subject of Mental Mutation with limitless potential. Their encounter should have provided an excellent opportunity for mutual provocation and measurement. Seizing this chance, they should have been able to locate the Source of Contamination within that café for precise elimination. They also should have been able to truly assess the Thirteenth Observer's potential, deciding whether to recruit or eliminate him alongside the contaminant.
But instead, all they witnessed was the Thirteenth Observer entering the contaminated zone... and then walking back out.
Not a trace of abnormality...
The onsite staff instinctively turned their gaze towards the short-haired woman leading them.
She, too, displayed a flicker of confusion, but promptly issued a firm command: “Continue monitoring. Immediately formulate the fourth contingency plan!”
......
......
Lu Xin, after scurrying away from the café, hurried towards the Subway Station, eager to get back quickly.
He didn’t know what it was he had seen inside the café.
Still, he had finally managed to piece together what his Little Sister had run all the way to warn him about.
A Monster!
Although the Crimson Moon Incident had wrought earth-shattering changes across the world, filling the outside with countless Maniacs perpetually wandering the Wilderness, even those madmen were still fundamentally people. What he had just witnessed... was absolutely not human.
He wanted nothing to do with it. He just wanted to flee.
The Subway Station was deserted, save for an old Security Guard dozing off in the duty room.
Lu Xin sat down on a bench and only then let out a small sigh of relief.
He looked around. Little Sister's figure wasn't nearby, so he couldn't ask her what exactly that thing was.
He'd have to ask her tonight, after getting back home.
Lu Xin had always known his “family members” held some deeper knowledge.
Scrape scrape...
Suddenly, the sound of shoes scraping across the ground echoed around him. Lu Xin looked up and saw people entering the Subway Station.
What had been an empty station moments ago was now filling with an increasing number of people. They wore diverse clothes and moved purposefully with hurried steps. They entered quickly but showed no inclination to proceed towards the platform to wait for a train. Instead, they rapidly dispersed throughout the surrounding area. Sensing something amiss, Lu Xin snapped his head up. Recognizing the Old Man in a worn sweater beside him, he finally realized.
They were all the people from that café earlier.
Lu Xin gave a violent start, jumping to his feet. Then, he spotted a figure emerging from behind the crowd.
It was the attendant from the café. His face still wore that benign smile, yet under the station lights, it seemed strangely grotesque.
He held a cup – the precise coffee Lu Xin had left untouched.
Slowly, stretching the corners of his mouth wide into a grin, the café attendant addressed Lu Xin in an unnervingly soft and measured tone: “You haven’t drunk your coffee yet.”
......
......
Lu Xin felt a chill creep into his heart. He urgently rose, attempting to leave.
Yet, as he moved, the surrounding people simultaneously surged forward, blocking his path.
This group, who had seemed so warm and content within the café, now radiated an intensely bizarre atmosphere, seemingly in a trance-like state, sleepwalking.
They made no superfluous movements; not even his reflection could be caught in their pupils. Woodenly, they advanced, their mass converging inward. The space around Lu Xin shrank rapidly. They trapped him within, forming a cage built of densely packed bodies, rendering him utterly immobile.
The café attendant’s smile deepened. He slightly raised the coffee cup, a silent offering to Lu Xin.
Lu Xin felt a mix of embarrassed awkwardness and burgeoning panic. “I don’t have any money... I can't afford this cup...”
The café attendant’s grin twisted into even greater grotesquery. Suddenly, with a twitch, the eyeball lodged within the coffee – or perhaps it was an egg – violently launched itself from the cup. Trailing a dark arc, it flew straight towards Lu Xin’s mouth.
Lu Xin gasped in shock and flung himself violently sideways.
He was young and strong; he immediately knocked two to three people down, fighting to break free of the human trap and escape.
But the surrounding café customers, as if pulled by invisible strings, moved precisely with him. Arms extended, rigid and inflexible, they reached out to seize him.
Countless hands reaching out, bodies densely packed together, became obstacles impossible to evade.
Lu Xin’s struggles diminished, his resistance weakening as the mob pinned him firmly in place. Hands moved towards his face – prying, attempting to force his mouth open.
......
......
“What’s happening?”
Back in the observation office, the short-haired woman frowned deeply. “He’s struggling like an ordinary civilian.”
“Perhaps he hasn’t yet mastered his ability,” suggested a staff member beside her. “Should we call support to terminate this assessment?”
Seeing Lu Xin was almost engulfed by the crowd, the short-haired woman slowly nodded and glanced at the Doll next to her.
That girl had quietly picked up the umbrella beside her.
"Wait..."
Just at that moment, a staff member suddenly shouted loudly.
Everyone looked at the Spirit Detector in front of him and saw violent data fluctuations appearing on it.
...
...
At this moment, Lu Xin, who was forcibly pinned down and had his mouth pried open, heard a light laugh in his ear.
"Giggle!"
As he looked up with the corner of his eye, Lu Xin saw Little Sister hanging upside down on the signboard, hugging a small bear, swaying back and forth.
"Help..."
Lu Xin, with his mouth squeezed shut, uttered a muffled cry for help.
"Big Brother dislikes me, always pretending not to see me outside, and never talking to me..."
Little Sister swung in mid-air, speaking resentfully.
"Help Big Brother..."
Lu Xin watched as that "eye" jumped across each person's head and approached his mouth, shouting desperately.
"Well, then you promise to buy me the best Toy..."
Little Sister giggled, her eyes now seeming almost devoid of whites, revealing a mischievous glint.
"No money!"
Lu Xin got angry, straightened his body, and yelled loudly.
Just then, that eye had crawled to Lu Xin's mouth; its pupil rolled towards his face, contracted slightly as if smiling, then suddenly leaped straight forward. At the same time, the surrounding hands squeezed harder, forcing Lu Xin's mouth wide open. He was like a helpless prisoner, watching the thing fly bit by bit towards his mouth.
Despair descended!
But right at this moment, a small, icy hand suddenly grasped Lu Xin's palm.
Little Sister had jumped down!
...
...
With a "Whoosh!" sound, in others' eyes, Lu Xin seemed to become incredibly slippery.
Just moments ago he was tightly locked up, arms twisted behind him, and mouth held forcefully open, when suddenly his movements turned strangely abnormal. With an impossible twist, his arms reversed angle, his waist spun swiftly, shaking off several arms holding him. Seizing the chance, his mouth broke free from the clutching hands, and his head tilted, causing the eye to fly past his head.
In an instant, he had slipped away from all control with bizarre, unorthodox movements and squeezed out towards the edge of the crowd.
All around him, the crush of people surged towards him, seeming impossible to escape.
But Lu Xin's body shifted in ways hard to comprehend, weaving left and right through the crowd with extreme abnormality.
...
...
"Precise bodily control... Spider-Type!"
Meanwhile, in the Tower nearby, staff members already saw Lu Xin's escape on the surveillance recording, gaping in astonishment. On the complex display screen, they saw Lu Xin had been restrained and was almost forcibly undergoing "Contamination" by the Monster. But now his body suddenly became agile and nimble, breaking free from the bindings.
Facing the countless Monsters on the Subway Station, he moved as if unopposed, his figure impossibly deft. He could twist into angles hard to imagine; despite being crushed among "people" like those from a café, he dodged and shifted in postures defying reason. He could even climb vertical walls, using hands and feet without any tools.
"What's the percentage?"
"We can't confirm yet. Based on this speed, initial estimates are above 50%!"
"Does that mean his starting potential nearly catches up to 'Gecko'?"
The staff in the Tower watched in shock and excitement, eyes fixed on the monitor as the figure raced towards the exit.
"Oh no!"
Suddenly, someone noticed a change and exclaimed in surprise.
...
...
Down in the Subway Station, Lu Xin gripped Little Sister's hand. Seeing a chance to escape the encirclement, he prepared to dash away.
But the café server standing outside the crowd watched his anomalous, flexible form. The strange smile on his face deepened and grew more distorted, as if stiffening and solidifying, his entire body turning into an empty shell.
At the same time, seven or eight huge Tentacles suddenly shot out from behind him.
Each Tentacle was as thick as a barrel, covered in backward-curving bone spikes and eerie eyes.
"Swish," "Swish," "Swish"
These Tentacles swiftly stabbed towards Lu Xin.
Lu Xin, fleeing along the wall, suddenly saw blossoms of mud explode around him, scattering countless clay fragments.
Under this violent barrage, the entire Subway Station trembled, threatening to collapse.
Yet, despite the terrifying speed of the Tentacles sprouting from his body, Lu Xin’s movements appeared bizarre yet unnaturally fluid. He sidestepped, twisted his body into physics-defying stances, and evaded the Tentacles one after another. It looked as if, amidst their attacks, he was dancing upon the walls and ceiling.
Within mere seconds, he had scrambled dozens of meters away, near the exit.
...
...
Witnessing this, the short-haired woman in the Observation Post took a deep breath and turned towards the girl in another room.
"Prepare to wrap things up!"
That girl, without changing expression, stood up. She picked up the Parasol in her hand and slowly opened it.
"Wait a minute..."
But at that very moment, a staff member in front of a screen cried out in surprise, "Look, quick..."
Everyone in the Office turned their heads in shock. They saw that inside the Subway Station, Lu Xin—who had just used his ghostly speed to escape the Tentacles' pursuit and was merely meters from the exit, seemingly about to escape any second—suddenly paused slightly. Instead of bolting out, he hung upside down on the station ceiling, slowly turned his head back, and beckoned a finger forward.
Even the short-haired woman was startled: "What is he doing?"
"Was he...? Provoking it?"
"..."
"How can this be?"
The atmosphere in the Observation Post grew tense. The staff members exchanged bewildered glances.
The moment Lu Xin displayed Spider-Type abilities, they had prepared to commence the final cleanup. They understood just how terrifyingly fast a Spider-Type Ability User could be. In such circumstances, the Source of Contamination in the coffee shop would certainly be unable to hold him. Frankly, in their world, there were few places or people capable of trapping a Spider-Type Ability User.
But what they hadn’t anticipated was this: the Spider-Type Ability User hadn’t fled...
Instead, he had turned around and provoked it!
What kind of person, faced with such Monsters, wouldn’t flee immediately, but would turn back to provoke them?
...
...
"Little Sister, what are you doing?"
Meanwhile, Lu Xin was also shouting in shock.
The exit was right behind him. One turn and he could escape. But his Little Sister had forcibly held him back.
The Little Sister pouted her lips skeptically: "Then what were you doing?"
Lu Xin, both annoyed and anxious, retorted: "Escaping! Can’t you see the Monster?"
"Big Brother, why are you so afraid?"
The Little Sister chuckled softly while defiantly wiggling her finger at the coffee shop attendant.
Beneath her messy hair, her eyes shone with unusual brightness: "Yet... shouldn't he be the one afraid..."
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Chapter 4: Level One Spiritual Monster
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"Hisss..."
Seeing that Lu Xin had not fled, instead turning to confront him, the coffee shop attendant also grinned.
When the smile on his face twisted to a certain extreme, the skin and flesh abruptly split open, revealing a kind of black, muscular tissue. This tissue roiled, stretching outward, transforming into thick, twisting tentacles. Some of these tentacles bore huge, gaping mouths studded with sharp, short fangs. Others swiveled to reveal enormous, rolling eyeballs.
Then all the mouths abruptly gaped wide, spraying out viscous strands of fluid.
Lu Xin trembled all over. "Run!" he gasped.
Little Sister, however, only stared excitedly at the monstrous creature. "I won't run. Look how cute it is..."
Her voice hadn't even faded when the monster let out a furious roar and whipped its multitude of thick tentacles towards them.
Lu Xin, caught between terror and shock, couldn't help but scream, "I..."
Yet, even as he cried out, Little Sister suddenly yanked him, charging headlong at the monster.
...
...
"The Mental Energy Fluctuation has reached the critical value..."
In the Observation Post, an operator frantically typed on their keyboard, shouting low, "The Level One Spiritual Monster has manifested!"
On the display monitors they could see, the entire, vacant Subway Station seemed to be experiencing an earthquake, trembling violently. Centered on the coffee shop attendant, giant fissures appeared in the surrounding ground, or deep pits as if gouged by tremendous force. People nearby, even many of the "customers" within the café itself, were torn apart.
It was as if an unseen force field was twisting, destroying, obliterating everything.
"A subway train enters the station in three minutes! There are at least thirty passengers on board!"
Another operator yelled, panicked, turning to look at the short-haired woman. "What should we do?"
The short-haired woman took a deep breath, momentarily unable to decide.
"Normally, a Spider-Type Mutant couldn't deal with such a Psychic Entity without standard-issue weapons..."
"But..."
"..."
On the shaking video feed displayed before her, the subject they were monitoring was now flying directly towards the coffee shop attendant, within whose swirling force field reality twisted violently. His shape flickered, and a pit appeared beside him as if struck by invisible Telekinetic Power. He sharply recoiled, and instantly, a person seventy-eight meters behind him spontaneously sprouted a gaping hole.
Yet, amidst such extreme peril, he somehow closed the distance, reaching the coffee shop attendant.
Then he reached out and grabbed the attendant by the shoulder.
"Sssss..."
At that precise moment, the feed from the Subway Station monitor screens completely vanished.
All the cameras within the station had been utterly destroyed by the sheer, invisible Telekinetic Power.
The short-haired woman inhaled sharply, suddenly shouting, "Move it!"
Everyone sprang into tense action, including the little girl in the adjoining room.
...
...
"Hehehe..."
Meanwhile, inside the Subway Station, Lu Xin felt a surge of bitterness in his heart, yet his mouth curled into a mocking, triumphant laugh. His eyes shone with a fierce, excitable light. Before him, innumerable eerie and horrifying tentacles slithered towards him. Instinct screamed that contact with even a single tentacle, even a mere graze, would inflict irreversible and unimaginably gruesome consequences.
But within this vortex of endless danger, he seemed to feel only thrill.
He surged forward, twisting his body into bizarre, contorted postures, evading the flailing tentacles, and arrived beside the Monster.
"Riiip!"
He reached out, seized a chunk of flesh from the Monster's form, and with a twist, tore it free. Viscous fluid spattered.
He had ripped away one of the creature's tentacles.
The Monster howled in madness-infused agony, its countless mouths screaming simultaneously.
Lu Xin's expression, however, grew even more exhilarated. He began circling the Monster.
His physical strength was clearly inferior to the Monster's, and he could sense a single solid grasp from it would mean instant death. Yet, far from feeling fear, he felt as if this were incredibly fun. Like a cat teasing its prey, he danced around the Monster, darting daringly close only to flash away again. Each time he closed in, he wrenched and tore off another writhing tentacle.
He was taking the creature apart, piece by piece...
The Monster's tentacles dwindled rapidly. Consumed by monstrous rage and bottomless Fear, its every violent thrash only delighted Lu Xin more. His form flickered around it like an apparition, tearing off gobbets of flesh with each fleeting touch...
The Monster's roars dwindled into weak whimpers, its surroundings littered with severed limbs and splotches of foul gore.
However, whether limbs or gore, they
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