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"Our plan was originally very simple."
"The Mentor and the Bishop had already confirmed that apart from The Primordial in the Abyss, no one was a match for the Tyrant."
"So, to kill the Tyrant, we could only borrow The Primordial's power..."
"The Lunar Eclipse Research Institute, in order to seize a sliver of hope for victory from the Mentor and the Bishop, released The Primordial from the Deepest Layer of the Abyss, enabling its power to reach the first layer of the Abyss."
"This indeed had a great impact on the authority of our Spades Agency, but we were not the only ones affected."
"Similarly, the Divine Secondary Pollution Source, the Tyrant, was also affected."
"As The Primordial's Secondary Pollution Source, he refused to be driven by The Primordial; this was his original sin."
"By drawing a clear boundary with The Primordial early on, once The Primordial had an opportunity, it would definitely devour him..."
"..."
When the black sprouts were seen wildly growing around Lu Xin's body, all images became intricate and unobservable due to the chaos of the Psychic Energy, and the man clad in a Spades cloak had quietly stood up.
He, with an indifferent expression, explained to the people around him, "Releasing The Primordial's power to a certain extent was not difficult."
"The Research and Usage Report on Divine Power recorded many such methods."
"Oh, perhaps you would be more familiar with another name."
"A portion of the Divine Research Report was compiled by believers in the Land of Chaos, becoming their Blessed Codex."
"Named: the Black Box Codex."
"..."
"This..."
Even in this Conference Room, where everyone performed their duties, not everyone knew this final plan.
The person clad in a square cloak had stood up frantically and said urgently, "But this, this is The Primordial's power..."
"You just released it like this, weren't you afraid of..."
"..."
"It didn't matter."
The man in the Spades cloak said lightly, "Only a portion of The Primordial's power could penetrate to the first layer of the Abyss."
"The amount we could guide out from that portion was even less."
"So, this world wouldn't instantly collapse."
"Of course, there would still be some impact; perhaps some Mindless Ones driven insane would appear in this world again."
"But this cost was within our tolerance range."
"The High Walls of the Highwall Cities had been abandoned for many years; wouldn't it be a pity not to make use of them?"
"..."
In the Conference Room, many people's breaths hitched, and for a long while, no one knew what to say.
Only the person in the red hearts cloak, after a while, said softly, "I only care whether he will indeed die?"
"His Humanity will die."
The man in the Spades cloak said, "When Humanity died, it meant he would die."
"You needn't worry about him returning to Qinggang to cause trouble for you; he had no chance to return."
"The Primordial's power was above The Ultimate."
"So, when The Primordial's power touched him, he had already died."
"No power could ever separate him from The Primordial's power, and thus no one would have the chance to save him."
"..."
"So this is it..."
As soon as he saw the countless sprouts wildly growing around him like a forest, Lu Xin had understood.
No. 5 had indeed spoken the truth.
In this world, the most terrifying were indeed the mad people.
But he had to admire them; wanting to earn those ten billion yuan truly wasn’t easy...
In his mind flashed the explanation given by the Lunar Eclipse Research Institute's Doctor An: The Abyss could be likened to a vast pool, parallel to Reality, separated by only a wall.
But now, that wall had many cracks.
Though insufficient to collapse the wall, a lot of power from the Abyss had already leaked into the Real World.
Exactly appearing in the midst of these cracks were the Forbidden Zone Creatures.
To people in Reality, these Forbidden Zone Creatures were Monsters and taboos.
But to the Abyss, they were stoppers and patches.
And these people who wanted to earn ten billion yuan had lured him to this patch location, then through some method unknown to him, attracted The Primordial's power from the Abyss, causing an unintentional meeting between him and The Primordial?
"I have to admit, that's quite something..."
"..."
"Swish..."
Thinking this, Lu Xin had swiftly retreated backward.
But as his figure swayed slightly, the surrounding tendrils were simultaneously affected.
They grew and writhed endlessly, swelling upward like fleshy bean sprouts, each extending to seven or eight meters in height. During their growth, the flesh constantly transformed, gradually developing human torsos and arms. The tops coalesced into a sphere, which then gradually formed indentations that resembled a human head, swaying lightly in the air.
Dense and complex strands of Psychic Energy intertwined and collided, faintly giving rise to eerie and discordant hymns:
"Sacrifice for Truth, await Divine. Embrace suffering, molt into eternal life."
"Divine Being descends, world watches. Divine Being descends, masses prostrate."
"..."
This hymn seemed to possess its own life force.
It seeped bit by bit into Lu Xin's mind, spreading across his Psychic Energy like ink on paper.
It was as though he stood in an empty room where the song began to emanate from all directions.
Then the volume swelled, growing nearer and nearer, until it completely drowned and consumed him.
As the hymn rose, Lu Xin's body was rapidly ensnared by sticky threads.
These threads appeared to originate from an intrinsic connection between the Black Tendrils and the Black Particles within his own body.
Attempting to escape was like tearing a scab from a wound.
The more fiercely he struggled, the more tenaciously the threads clung, threatening to drag him entirely into their grasp and plunge him into the Abyss.
"Big Brother..."
At the very moment Lu Xin was enveloped by endless tendrils, the terrified cry of Little Sister rang out.
She had already dragged the children outside the Forbidden Zone, leaving them sprawled on the ground, dazed and horrified and unharmed by Contamination. The Forbidden Zone Creatures had been annihilated instantly by the initial surge of power.
Freed of their urge to enter the Forbidden Zone, they now lay bewildered, unaware of their surroundings.
Little Sister paid them no mind. She rushed to Lu Xin in terror, desperately pulling at him with both small hands.
Yet, compared to the Power of the Primordial, her stature, strength, and prowess truly seemed insignificant. Not only could she not pull him free, but the Psychic Radiation emanating from the Black Tendrils washed over her again and again.
This caused her Psychic Energy to recede visibly, like frost before flame, melting away rapidly.
"Swish..."
At the same time, Little Nineteen dashed over. Having just eliminated the surrounding Secondary Pollution Sources.
Her form moved with agile aberration as she reached Lu Xin's side, planting her small feet deep into the earth and pulling at him with all her might.
Pulled from left and right by these two small beings, Lu Xin's descent into the Abyss slowed by a fraction.
...
"Get back..."
In that moment, Lu Xin could do nothing else.
He felt that, since being recruited by Qinggang into the Special Contaminant Cleanup Division, he had learned much and mastered many abilities. Yet here, he felt utterly powerless.
The moment the tendrils sprouting from The Primordial surrounded him, his Black Particles resonated in synchronicity, drawn like iron filings to the strongest magnet. Impossible to break free.
'Drawn' was an understatement.
They were always one entity.
This situation mirrored when Mother had taken him to see The Primordial—fraught with the same peril and urgency.
But back then, Mother, prepared and holding him, had kept them far from The Primordial.
Now, he stood far closer.
And the strength of Little Sister and Little Nineteen was markedly weaker than Mother's had been.
So with all his might, he could only urge his two small sisters to retreat.
...
"O fools, lost in doubt. Obsessed souls, forever incomplete."
"Caged in filth, eyes crimson, tongues bloody. Sleeping in graves, forever under starlight."
"..."
The endless singing nearly overwhelmed his entire mind, preventing him from sensing even the presence of Little Sister and Little Nineteen. Thus, he didn't know if they had obeyed and left, but he still struggled fiercely against it.
Under the crushing pressure of this Psychic Energy that shook his very soul and nearly numbed his consciousness, he desperately clung to his sanity, forcing himself to remember exactly who he was.
How could I die?
Mother hadn’t returned yet; this family wasn’t whole...
How could I die?
He hadn’t settled the score with the Old Dean; he hadn’t claimed his true destiny...
How could I die?
An ordinary person like him... was actually missed by the most beautiful girl in the world...
They all thought he didn’t understand, but he understood perfectly well!
He hadn’t dared to get too close to Doll before simply because he lacked confidence, feeling he shouldn’t yearn for someone so beautiful...
Who in this world was worthy of her?
Including himself!
......
......
In this desperate struggle, Lu Xin felt as if he had plunged into a deep nightmare.
Everything around him felt intensely noisy and unsettling, making his head throb.
Yet it also seemed unnaturally silent, as if nothing existed at all, like the vast, profound depths of the ocean...
Suddenly, a pair of enormous eyes appeared before Lu Xin.
Those eyes were larger than his entire body, or rather, a single cell within them was larger than he was...
They held an eternal coldness, silence.
Vast like the starry sky, yet also empty, lonely, and seemingly devoid of vitality.
Before such eyes, anyone could only yield, abandoning any impulse to reason or communicate with them...
After all, did anyone truly attempt to reason with the starry sky?
At this moment, Lu Xin’s mind was plunged into utter Chaos, even to the point of nearly losing the ability to think coherently. And yet, deep within, he sensed something, filling him with profound shock and absurdity: How could anyone in this world believe they had once killed a god?
How could anyone think they could become the master of god?
How could anyone believe they could escape?
The reason for these delusions was that they thought they understood god...
An ant desperately pushing against the great mountain before it succeeded in toppling it, causing it to stumble, shaking the ant’s world.
Thus, it proclaimed it had moved the sleeping giant.
Unaware that the giant was merely shifting position in its slumber, turning over for more comfort...
Its eyes held no ant—whether awake or dreaming...
......
......
Time seemed to stretch into infinity.
Lu Xin felt as if he was drifting endlessly within this deep dream, yet also as if he had never moved at all.
Because everything here was too vast, too boundless; he had no reference point, no measure to confirm if he had moved.
But he must have moved, because he encountered a person.
Or rather, finally encountered a presence somewhat similar to his own consciousness in this place.
Massive flesh that resembled mud oozed into view amidst the surrounding serenity and Void.
Slowly, a figure emerged halfway from this blood-like substance.
It twisted and morphed, gradually forming a man with a complete upper body and hair as messy as a chicken’s nest.
It surfaced within the thick, bloody fluid, its gaze vacant and expressionless.
Silently, it looked upon Lu Xin, who lay motionless in this world.
"So it’s you, huh?"
It seemed not to speak with its mouth, yet its thoughts resonated directly within Lu Xin’s mind.
Simultaneously, Lu Xin felt its thoughts synchronizing with his own spirit. This resonance instantly laid bare everything about Lu Xin before it—how he grew up, how he arrived here...
...It was a bizarre sensation, as if within this realm, all things were utterly transparent.
"You are remarkable, truly," it observed Lu Xin with a hint of awe, seemingly marveling at what it saw within his Memory. "To withstand the assimilation of god..."
"How did you manage it?"
"......"
"Perhaps it's because I'm foolish?"
Facing this inquiry, Lu Xin's lips curved into a faintly self-mocking smile.
Because he was "foolish," he had charged into this place fully aware it might be a trap.
But also because he was "foolish," his stubbornness ran deep. His Spiritual Core had unexpectedly been tempered by this ordeal, achieving unprecedented strength. Was this why, even now, standing so close to The Primordial, he wasn't being consumed?
"Only the truly foolish would try to harness these things..."
The Shadow sighed with a hint of admiration. "You are remarkable, truly remarkable..."
"It brings me comfort that what I left behind in the outside world fell into your hands..."
"......"
He lifted a wooden hand, eyes vacant, yet a flicker of amusement seemed to gleam deep within that emptiness, pointing towards Lu Xin's head.
"This is the one hope. Let it remain with you..."
"Don't become me, young man..."
"......"
He murmured words Lu Xin couldn't comprehend, then slowly, gently, reached to touch Lu Xin’s forehead.
A torrent of voices flooded into his mind. Lu Xin heard the incessant muttering of a man who had lived too long and bottled up too much to say.
This sudden rush of words formed an unexpected counterpoint.
Amidst the overwhelming, engulfing melody threatening to drown him entirely, this muttering was like static... an interference.
This static granted Lu Xin a moment's reprieve, a chance to gasp for air.
"Huh..."
He snapped his eyes open, instantly realizing he was already entangled by countless black, fleshy sprouts.
Just one step away from being dragged into the Abyss.
So, had it all been a strange dream?
Or was it merely an unreal hallucination conjured when the Power of the Primordial had washed over him?
Had he ultimately been ensnared by the Original power, impossible to escape?
Still trapped... because this was the Power of the Primordial. Even the level of The Ultimate paled in comparison.
Even if Father came now, or if Mother returned at this moment, they wouldn’t be able to save him.
So, what other way could Lu Xin possibly have to break free from the entanglement of the Original power?
Just as these thoughts flooded Lu Xin’s mind, the ear-splitting roar of a Jeep engine, pushed to its absolute limit, tore through the air.
......
"Gentlemen..."
Within the secretive Conference Room, the figure clad in Spade robes slowly spread their arms and proclaimed, "Now, we may open the champagne to celebrate."
"Judging by the time, he should already be dead..."
"Therefore, gentlemen, let pride swell in your hearts. We... have just slain the strongest man in this world."
"And as the assassins, you shall each receive the Club's ten-billion Bounty..."
"......"
Silence hung heavy after these words; those assembled exchanged uneasy glances, none daring to speak.
Only when the Spade abruptly chuckled and continued did the tension ease slightly. "Along with... your ticket into the Higher-Dimensional World!"
"......"
A profound silence settled for a long moment, then, finally, relaxed sighs emerged. Genuine smiles began to tentatively grace the faces of those present.
Yes. Though the method... was something best not pondered too deeply...
They had indeed succeeded, through an implausible scheme, in killing the Tyrant.
It was a magnificent deed, one worthy of history's annals.
There would always be those who failed to grasp that the mightiest force in this world was not raw power, but theory.
From the moment the Power of the Primordial made contact with that man, his fate was sealed. Salvation became impossible.
Not even The Ultimate itself could have intervened.
Therefore, that man was destined to perish. His Humanity would vanish, assimilated by The Primordial.
Lu Tianming's one remaining Unique Consciousness... was destined to be acquired by the researchers behind the Spades Agency.
And they themselves... well, they had certainly earned their reward.
"Ding..."
Dark red wine poured into the glass. Everyone clinked their cups cheerfully, producing crisp, melodious sounds.
And right at that moment, they suddenly heard the sound of unstable voltage.
Immediately after, an observer let out a surprised "Huh?" and stared fixedly at the display screen.
The screen, which moments ago had been too chaotic to receive any signal, abruptly began replaying live footage once more.
...
...
"So, Number Nine, you’ve truly decided to live as a human being, haven’t you?"
Lu Xin, who had awoken from a nightmare only to find himself still trapped, suddenly heard a weary voice.
It carried a hint of reproach, yet more than that, an ineffable trace of relief and profound emotion.
Lu Xin’s eyes snapped open. He saw a tall shadow appear atop the towering wall bordering the Forbidden Zone.
It was a pale-faced, stoop-shouldered man.
Now clutching a massive chainsaw, he raised both his hands.
With a fierce yank, the sharp teeth of the chainsaw instantly let out an ear-piercing scream, like the rumbling roar from Hell.
But what drew Lu Xin’s attention even more was the strikingly slender woman lying behind this burly man.
Proud and aloof, she gazed coldly at him, yet the corners of her mouth couldn’t help but curl upward.
"Really don’t want to bother with you..."
She shook her head with seeming helplessness and declared arrogantly:
"But as someone who grew up in the same Orphanage, how can I stand by and do nothing when one of our own is being bullied?"
"..."
As she spoke, the burly man leapt high into the air.
He brandished his sharp chainsaw, while a strange Psychic Energy coiled around the roaring blade.
The next instant, he landed right beside Lu Xin, lifted the chainsaw, and swung it violently around him.
"Thud, thud, thud."
Dull sounds erupted as Psychic Energy exploded into chaos.
The Black Tendrils, which even the Black Particles couldn't break free from, were now actually sliced into by the madly spinning chainsaw teeth. Pieces of flesh and filthy blood splattered and flew through the air. A chorus of frenzied, muffled roars arose as all the Tendrils thrashed wildly.
"No. 5..."
Lu Xin, finally freed in that crucial moment, felt a surge of emotion so intense his eyes stung with heat.
"Right! How can you go to a gang fight alone?"
"Our Orphanage is full of Monsters. When it comes to fighting, we've never feared anyone..."
Voices sounded behind him. Overflowing with excitement, Lu Xin spun around.
There, upon the Wilderness, several other figures had already charged into the Forbidden Zone, arriving at his side.
There was No. 3, slender and handsome, one hand casually tucked into his trouser pocket.
There was also plump No. 14, clenching two chubby fists, looking thoroughly cocky.
And No. 8, his white shirt rumpled, holding a black suitcase.
Little Sister and Little Nineteen rushed forward, clutching him tightly from either side, expressions caught between excitement and apprehension.
"You all are..."
Lu Xin was for a moment so overwhelmed with emotion he could barely control himself.
"No choice. My wife said that since you treated us to a big feast, I oughta lend you a hand."
"..."
No. 3 kept one hand in his pocket and extended the other toward Lu Xin. He clasped Lu Xin’s hand, pulling him to his feet.
Then, with blinding speed, he snatched his other hand out of his pocket. Like lightning, he seized a lone Black Tendril that had slipped past No. 5’s chainsaw and was now stretching wildly toward Lu Xin. His fingers clamped down hard. A glint of chilling light flashed in his eyes as strange Psychic Energy surged into the Tendril, causing it to rapidly wither and shrivel.
This sight equally shocked Lu Xin.
These Tendrils were manifestations of the Power of the Primordial.
In terms of order and quality, they surpassed even The Ultimate and himself.
Yet, whether it was No. 5’s chainsaw or No. 3’s bare hand, they could both inflict damage on them?
...
...
"Ninth Brother, I think I can tell you the information Auntie left behind now."
At the same time, No. 14 and No. 8 stepped forward, placing themselves between Lu Xin and the Primordial Black Tendrils. Although their ability tiers and the density of their Psychic Energy were far inferior to his, they showed absolutely no fear toward the Tendrils.
His round face wore a touch of mysterious pride. He even winked at Lu Xin:
"The only thing that can affect you is the Power of the Primordial."
"And the only ones capable of resisting it—or rather, capable of confronting the Primordial's power to some extent—are us..."
"We could say... this is the Old Dean’s greatest secret!"
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"Old Dean's secret?"
At this moment, Lu Xin was overwhelmed with a tumult of emotions, momentarily at a loss for words.
He felt the exhilaration of seeing his Orphanage companions collectively rushing to his aid in the depths of despair, confusion over how No. 5 and No. 3 had just restrained the power of The Primordial, and a profound bewilderment upon hearing No. 14’s words.
He faintly sensed that all things were threaded together by a single strand.
Yet... there remained one last shred of incomprehension...
"Ninth Brother, the answer’s actually pretty simple..."
Seeing Lu Xin’s confusion, No. 14 wore a mischievous grin. "Didn’t Fifth Sister just ask you?"
"Did it never occur to you before—exactly how were we saved? How did we come back to life?"
"..."
"How we were saved and revived?"
That very question suddenly pierced through Lu Xin’s confusion. His mind cleared instantly.
Countless divergent thoughts surged within him simultaneously.
Unable to resist, he turned his gaze toward No. 5. She was piloting the body of an elderly man with a muscular build, wielding a chainsaw that slashed ruthlessly through the Black Tendrils. Bizarrely, the sight possessed an eerie grace, as though she danced through a dark forest.
The Primordial’s power seeping into Reality wasn't massive, yet it was terrifying enough.
The menacing Black Tendrils writhed, radiating waves of frightening Mental Energy Fluctuation capable of shattering any unique trait.
Yet No. 5’s displayed power wasn't overwhelming right now.
No—one could say she wasn't actively using any ability at all. She merely wielded the chainsaw like a scythe cutting grass.
But as she swung the chainsaw, a peculiar Psychic Energy vibrated from within her body. This energy, normally concealed deeply and almost undetectable, became glaringly obvious when intertwined with the Black Tendrils' force. It precisely neutralized the overwhelming, frigid Psychic Energy within the Black Tendrils, rendering them as if they'd lost their defenses.
That was why even an ordinary chainsaw achieved miraculous effects.
The desolate dark forest that moments ago had driven Lu Xin to despair now seemed like a stage solely for No. 5’s performance.
... The crux lay in that peculiar Psychic Energy.
Having identified that strange Psychic Energy, Lu Xin urgently scanned those around him.
Yes, the same power existed within No. 3.
No. 14 possessed it too.
Even Little Nineteen radiated this energy, which explained how she’d managed to hold him back when The Primordial had begun influencing him.
This energy had already merged seamlessly with their spirits, producing wondrous effects.
And it was precisely the recognition of this Psychic Energy that suddenly enabled Lu Xin to grasp so much.
Each of his classmates exhibited phenomena that ordinary theories of Spiritual Mutation simply couldn't explain.
For instance, No. 5: How could she fuse her own body into that brawny man’s form, becoming one with him, controlling him like a machine, and unmistakably endowing him with power and explosiveness far exceeding the norm?
No surgery, no matter how precise, could stitch together such an outcome.
Consider No. 3: How did he manage to drape the corpse of a dead pig over himself like a piece of clothing?
This transformation wasn’t Illusion; it was a genuine metamorphosis.
He imbued the dead pig's flesh with vitality, making it resemble living human skin unnervingly and allow alterations to its appearance.
As for Little Nineteen, she always excelled at Puppet-Type disassembly and reconstruction.
But she was alive—how could she perform such physics-defying acts with such ease?
At this moment, the source of the answers was uncovered.
So...
"Every Ultimate being possesses two sides," said No. 14, recognizing the dawning understanding on Lu Xin’s face. His plump cheeks lifted in an expression both mysterious and profound.
"Ninth Brother, you are the most terrifying amongst us at the Orphanage. You inherited The Primordial’s power of Annihilation. Or rather, you were Contaminated by the force within The Primordial bearing the strongest destructive impulse—the energy governing the Realm of Death. It became your Annihilation."
"Yet we differ from you..." No. 14 patted his ample belly, his voice lowering to a whisper. "After you killed us, the Old Dean saved us."
"The power he used to restore us to Life also stemmed from The Primordial."
"But this power belongs to its other aspect—Life."
"..."
As he spoke, he lifted his head, softly uttering the secret: "The other side of The Primordial... is Life."
"..."
"Swish..."
Hearing No. 14’s final explanation, Lu Xin finally felt a complete clarity wash over him.
Countless questions that had confused or perplexed him finally found their answers at this moment.
Every Ultimate had two sides.
The Primordial was both the divine remains and one of the Ultimates.
Naturally, it too had dual aspects.
One was Death, which was his current state—he had "died," hence being sealed within the Depths of the Abyss.
The other was "Life," for though it existed in a state of death, it forever retained its vitality.
He himself had inherited the Primordial's aspect leaning closer to "Death." That was why he could kill No. 2, who was tormented by the Divine Nightmare. And that was also the reason why, back in Spark City, No. 2 had immediately begged him to end his life upon seeing him.
Because inherently, only the power closest to the Primordial's level and inclined toward Death could truly slay him.
Pursued by the Divine Nightmare, No. 2 had evolved to possess an extraordinarily high level of life.
Moreover, having been revived by the Old Dean using the power of Life, it became almost impossible for him to truly die.
Destruction and Life—two polar extremes.
Therefore, Teacher Xiaolu, whose spine he had shattered, could not have her legs cured by the medical facilities in Qinggang.
Because the effects inflicted by the "Death" aspect could only be neutralized by the power of "Life."
Looking further back, the patterns of Mother's actions also became increasingly clear:
The Old Dean had mastered the power of Life—or perhaps some method to harness the power of Life—and naturally, he had shared this with Chen Xun of the Black Table, his most devoted assistant. This was also why Chen Xun was able to conduct those terrifying experiments within the Black Table.
Mother had left him temporarily back then precisely because she discovered the Black Table's creation—"The Brain that Plays the Violin"—and realized they were attempting to harness the power of "Life," the essence of the Primordial. This shocked her...
Even then, she had begun investigating this matter and formulating the subsequent plan...
And it was probably also at that time that she had guessed the secrets hidden within the children resurrected in the Orphanage.
Because upon seeing Little Nineteen then, she had immediately sent her to the Lunar Eclipse Research Institute.
...
...
"The Primordial..."
"Life..."
These two elements surged incessantly within Lu Xin's heart, unraveling countless doubts.
Simultaneously, they sparked an intense curiosity within him regarding the Old Dean's secrets.
His companions from the Orphanage had been revived over a decade ago.
Which meant, even back then, the Old Dean had already mastered power at the level of "Life"?
But he was merely an ordinary man...
How was that achieved?
...
...
"Now that we've decided to help you, there are still many things we need to do."
No. 14 patted his belly and said to Lu Xin with a smile, "No need to rush, Ninth Brother. We won't hide anything we know from you."
"You all..."
Lu Xin took a deep breath, pulling himself free from the tangled web of thoughts and emotions.
No. 14's declaration gave him a moment of hesitation, mixed with a surge of excitement. After a pause, he said, "You're really willing to help me?"
"Of course! Didn't I say I'd help you from the start?"
No. 14 patted his belly rhythmically, like beating a drum, and declared with an air of righteousness.
"It's just that I'm useless on my own, so I had to see if the others were willing to help you first before making any decisions..."
...
...He suddenly became serious, leaning a little closer to Lu Xin and shoving a large wad of bills into his hand.
"Here, returning the breakup fee first."
"Ninth Brother... you'll still feed me during this time, right?"
...
...Lu Xin felt slightly awkward as he took the money back. He looked at it in surprise. "Huh? Why are all these one-yuan notes?"
No. 14 puffed out his cheeks, silently regarding Lu Xin's startled expression for a long moment.
At the same time, Little Nineteen silently extended her small hand and grasped Lu Xin's palm.
She tilted her little face up to look at him, a faint trace of a smile appearing on her wooden little face.
Little Nineteen was still very obedient, affirming eagerly.
"I made my decision long ago."
Number Eight, who had just surveyed the surroundings, walked back carrying his briefcase and happened to overhear their conversation. He immediately raised a hand to smooth his hair and declared, "That's already my plan. After finding you, it's only natural I go find the Old Dean next."
"However, I must admit..."
He paused slightly and then looked earnestly at Lu Xin, adding, "Number Nine, what you just did... I really admire it."
"In our Orphanage now, you definitely have the best character among us..."
“......”
Lu Xin felt slightly awkward and didn't pick up that particular thread of conversation.
Number Fourteen gave a subtle curl of his lip, while Number Three snorted coldly.
It was clear that Number Eight was still as unwelcome as ever...
"What's the point of all this meaningless talk?"
Seeing the others had already spoken, Number Three maintained his usual cold demeanor: "My wife told me to help you."
Hearing Number Three's words, Lu Xin relaxed inwardly even more, turning a smile towards him.
But before Lu Xin could speak, Number Three suddenly added, "But my wife also said..."
"That watch of yours looks pretty nice..."
“......”
Lu Xin's smile froze on his face. He glanced cautiously at Number Three.
"Yes."
Number Three nodded impassively. "Give me that watch, and we'll call it even for the past.
"Besides..."
"...I'll do everything I can to help you."
“......”
"...?"
The others were stunned, including Number Fourteen and Number Eight. Even Little Sister and Little Nineteen instantly looked up.
There were additional conditions?
Number Three, however, looked utterly unconcerned and calmly stated, "Don't people in Qinggang give gifts when asking for favors?"
“......”
Lu Xin suddenly realized Number Three had a point.
But this watch... it cost over two hundred thousand...
"Number Nine might be honest now, but that doesn't mean you can bully the honest man..."
Fortunately, just then, a cold voice abruptly rang out.
Everyone quickly turned to see an elderly yet brawny woman walking towards them, carrying her chainsaw.
Behind her, the Black Tendrils were either already cut into pieces or wriggling their way back into the Abyss. Number Five's head peeked out from the brawny woman's left shoulder. Her delicate, gaunt face seemed to have a splatter of blood, origin unknown. She looked slightly exhilarated, like someone who had just enjoyed a relaxing bath and massage.
She deliberately put on a severe expression now, looking down at Lu Xin and the others from her extra head of height, embodying the aura of a gang leader. Coolly, she said, "Number Nine, the truth is, it was never you who needed our help. It's us—all of us who want to escape that Laboratory—who need you to do us a big favor. So, stop looking like you're begging them and promising them rewards..."
"Number Five..."
Lu Xin let out a deep sigh, lowered the hand wearing the watch, and looked at Number Five with clear emotion.
"So, don't indulge their nasty habits."
Number Five carried the lingering menace of her chainsaw-whirling spree as she said coldly, "You might have money, but you can't spend it recklessly, right?"
"So just invest in me. I've got this research project, nearly ready for a breakthrough."
"Drop a few billion my way, and in the future, I'll cut you in for five percent of the shares from this new medicine I'm developing to treat male... uh, private conditions..."
“......”
Lu Xin was utterly dumbfounded, all his earlier excitement vanishing instantly.
Number Fourteen and Number Three also adopted strange expressions, giving Number Five a profound look.
Number Eight, standing nearby, seemed about to interject but held back after a moment's thought.
"This... we can discuss it later..."
Lu Xin hesitated, then cautiously suggested, "For now, let's talk about the Old Dean first?"
"What's there to discuss?"
Number Five looked utterly impatient. "From beginning to end, we never had a choice."
"Number Nine, this time included."
"To put it bluntly, we all understand deep down: you need our help, but we need your help far more."
"I admit, before this, I was hesitant. Even... a little afraid."
“......”
Here, her voice dropped slightly lower: "After all... the last time we asked you for help didn't end so well..."
Lu Xin was left speechless.
He recalled the orphanage days, that escape plan that now seemed rather childish.
Naturally, this brought to mind his own poor performance back then.
He was both moved that No.5 was willing to trust him again and ashamed of his past actions.
He opened his mouth, wanting to make some kind of promise, only to find it truly difficult to articulate.
"But we've made this decision, Number Nine."
No.5 spoke slowly, and a faint, barely perceptible smile had appeared on her face at some unknown moment.
"You really are different now. The current you is worthy of our trust, no longer as prone to loss of control as before."
"Back then, we included you in the escape plan because every one of us knew you possessed terrifying power."
"This time, it's because we all are willing to believe in you."
"..."
Hearing the deliberately cold tone in No.5's words, Lu Xin was slightly stunned.
He couldn't describe the immense emotional impact such a seemingly ordinary sentence had on him.
His heart finally settled.
From the very moment he began seeking out these former classmates, Lu Xin had felt a sense of anticipation, yet it was never quite solid.
Only now, seeing the looks in their eyes directed at him, did it feel like a wrinkle on his heart had been smoothed out.
That feeling of agitated yet profound relief was beyond what words could describe.
Similarly, whether it was No.14, No.3, or No.8, having finally made that decision, their expressions visibly relaxed. They looked at each other, no one spoke, yet each seemed to understand the determination within the others.
The Crimson Moon in the sky also remained silent, quietly shining its light upon them.
A long, long time passed...
No.14 suddenly said with excitement, "How about we hug each other, pat each other's shoulders, stack our hands together and chant some slogan or something?"
"..."
The others froze for a second, then almost simultaneously shook their heads and started dispersing: "No, no..."
"Too awkward..."
"..."
"Such a sense of ceremony..." No.14 lamented, shaking his head repeatedly while watching the dispersing group, muttering, "We were just missing this final step..."
"The main problem is..." No.3 brushed past him, adding nonchalantly, "If we're hugging, everyone really lacks the strength to lift you..."
No.14 momentarily stared, a bit annoyed, but after glancing at No.3's detached expression, he abruptly swallowed his anger.
"You've got a point there, Third Bro..." He said with a broad smile, grabbing No.3's arm, his tone intimate yet slightly nervous.
"But I need to clarify one thing: it really wasn't me who gave your address to Ninth Brother..."
"..."
"No need to worry." Seeing him seem a bit anxious, No.3 offered a gentle smile. "I don’t enjoy killing people anymore these days."
"Ah?" No.14 blinked, seeming to genuinely breathe a sigh of relief.
Then No.3 sized him up, top to bottom, and said softly, "I prefer making clothes out of pigs to wear..."
"No.14..." He looked at the fourteen-year-old appreciatively and remarked, "I think you’d yield material for at least two outfits."
Whoosh...
Cold sweat instantly broke out on No.14's forehead; he stood rooted to the spot, utterly frozen, not daring to move for the longest time.
...
...
"The matter has only just begun; we still have work to do..."
After everyone dispersed, No.5 had already approached the edge of the Forbidden Zone again, surveying the wreckage within.
The Black Tendrils that had seeped out from the Abyss moments ago had been completely eradicated by her.
However, this wasn’t because her power was exceptionally strong.
The amount of the Power of the Primordial that could be drawn from the Abyss in the present day was inherently minuscule.
In a way, this entire setup had been meticulously orchestrated from the start, a trap specifically designed to kill Lu Xin.
Lu Xin, hearing this, was also slightly taken aback. "Their assassination attempt isn't over?"
"No, the assassination attempt is over. But this affair is not concluded."
No.5 sneered coldly, "Since they dared to set up such a scheme to kill you, then naturally, we must drag them out, make them taste the consequences of attempting your assassination one by one. Only then can this matter be considered finished. Don’t you agree?"
Lu Xin paused briefly before his expression grew serious. "Agreed."
"What remains now is to find them all."
No.5 coldly scanned the surroundings. "The Spades Agency truly possesses its own capabilities."
"They possess something that can completely hide their presence."
"I started paying attention to this matter very early on, but even moments ago, I couldn’t make out what they actually looked like."
"All Fat Fourteen could see were four cloaks, each marked with the distinct shapes of a Spade, Diamond, Heart, and Club."
"But since they mobilized such significant resources, there are clues to find them..."
Listening to No.5, a thought suddenly struck Lu Xin, prompting him to whisper, "Perhaps I can find them faster."
He paused briefly before adding softly, "Among this group of assassins after me... I had already arranged for a spy to infiltrate them."
"...?"
Hearing this, No.5 was visibly startled. She gave Lu Xin a long, penetrating look before unexpectedly smiling. "I have even more faith in you now, Number Nine."
"I truly thought once you became human, all of you had become a bit... slow-witted."
"Never expected you’d arrange for a spy..."
"Well..." Lu Xin felt a touch of embarrassment. How could he explain this?
Initially, planting the spy wasn’t for uncovering the mastermind behind it all...
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Only two tasks remained now.
One was returning these rescued children to their parents.
The other was investigating the assassination incidents, gathering more evidence, and uncovering how they were carried out.
The mission to return the children was assigned to No. 14, while the investigation fell to No. 5 and No. 8.
No. 3 was responsible for standing coolly nearby, hands in his pockets.
Little Sister and Little Nineteen were responsible for playing.
......
......
Lu Xin was genuinely curious about No. 14's ability. When he asked No. 3 how they had constantly monitored his situation and arrived to rescue him at the most critical moment, No. 3, believing brevity equaled coolness, simply nodded towards No. 14.
The meaning was clear: No. 14 had brought them.
How could someone bring people from different Highwall Cities, all in an instant, to his side when he was in dire peril?
Brimming with this anticipation, Lu Xin looked at No. 14. He saw the pudgy figure amble cheerfully over to the group of bewildered and terrified children. Then, suddenly, he pulled a grotesque face at them, instantly frightening a bunch of children into tears. Only one child, who was holding half an apple, stared dumbly at No. 14. Instead of crying, the child actually looked pleased.
So, No. 14 snatched the apple from him, tossed it into his mouth, and scarfing it down in two noisy bites.
Then this child started crying too.
No. 14 happily patted the heads of the sobbing children, then moved away. He searched the ground for a long time before finally finding a slightly oblong piece of slate that satisfied him. Sitting down on a gentle slope, he placed the slate horizontally across his knees.
Then, his chubby fingers began tapping on it.
"What is he doing?"
Lu Xin, who had been watching closely, was slightly stunned.
No. 3, standing nearby, answered concisely: "He's emailing these children's relatives."
"?"
Lu Xin looked at No. 14's movements and posture, realizing that was indeed what it seemed.
But the key was...
"What exactly is his ability?"
"..."
"Connection."
No. 3 glanced at Lu Xin, replying impassively, "That fat bastard can move between different reservoirs of Psychic Energy, sense their differences, and use his ability to bind distinct Psychic Energies together. It allows them to communicate and perceive each other. Like just now, him making these kids cry was to provoke intense fluctuations in their Psychic Energy."
"Capturing samples of their Psychic Energy when their Emotion is heightened, he uses that as a focal point to find people who are worried about them. Then, he establishes a link on the Mental Plane. That way, those adults would start heading this way, looking for them."
"..."
"That's amazing..."
Lu Xin murmured in admiration after No. 3's explanation.
After a brief silence, he suddenly looked at No. 3 and asked, "What about the rest of you?"
He truly was curious now. What abilities did No. 3, No. 5, and the still missing No. 12 possess?
In his Memory, the children from the Orphanage each had distinct personalities, but their abilities weren't clear.
Like how No. 3 draped a dead pig over himself like clothing, transforming into a handsome and dashing figure; or how No. 5 bound herself to a man of unimaginable strength, gaining immense power. These things naturally seemed incredible too. But these abilities were derived from their connections to the power of "Life," not their inherent capabilities.
Just like himself – his ability stemmed from initial Contamination.
But fundamentally, he was just an ordinary person.
"Hah..."
But hearing Lu Xin's question, No. 3 only gave a cold laugh. "What abilities? None of that."
"They're just different kinds of Curse, that's all..."
"..."
"Pfft... The current No. 3 really acts like a handsome and well-dressed dog... puffing himself up now..."
Lu Xin silently grumbled to himself about No. 3, thinking since they were old classmates, why bother putting on airs like that...
He suddenly remembered something and quickly asked No. 3, "Right, so are you planning to come back to Qinggang with me now?"
No. 3 replied coolly, "Of course, I said I'd help you..."
As he spoke, his eyes flicked towards Lu Xin's watch.
Lu Xin hurriedly reminded him, "Then... did you get leave approved by the Administrative Hall?"
"?"
No. 3 froze, a blank look replacing the cool expression on his face. "Damn..."
"I only asked for leave from my wife..."
...
Panicked, she rushed aside and pulled out a state-of-the-art satellite phone, starting to dial.
"Ai..."
Lu Xin wanted to remind him but swallowed his words.
Calling their superior for leave in the dead of night—that definitely wouldn't end well.
But...
Whatever. Better not to remind him. No. 3 was a grown man—surely he understood that, right?
Heh...
...
...
While Lu Xin spoke with No. 3, No. 5 and No. 8 conducted scans and observations around the assassination site and the Forbidden Zone. Soon, No. 5 seemed to have discovered something and beckoned Lu Xin from afar.
"Here. Found the secret weapon they used against you."
Currently controlling the brawny man, No. 5 had him cross his arms, looking utterly smug. "Told you, your Fifth Sister is a professional now. Barely anyone outside the world’s elite could pull something past me. Same goes for my new drug research—it’s cutting-edge. Number Nine, won’t you invest a few billion?"
"Let me think about it, give me a minute..."
Lu Xin replied nervously, squatting to examine the fragments No. 5 had collected.
Absentmindedly, he asked, "No. 5, did you ever get your university diploma?"
"..."
No. 5 froze. "What the hell is that?"
Relieved, Lu Xin began studying the charred remains closely.
The bits No. 5 scavenged from the ruins were battered, twisted components—all scorched beyond recognition or mildly warped. Yet they still bore intricate markings and patterns of unknown purpose, resembling circuit boards.
"Assemble them."
No. 5 leaned in as the brawny man’s thick fingers moved with surprising dexterity.
He swiftly swept the fragments into a pile and arranged them in a ring.
When Lu Xin looked again, his eyes narrowed. Though impossible to fully reconstruct, it became obvious the fragments came from interlocked metal rings. Precision gears meshed between them, while complex circuits and chips were distributed across a nested, multi-layered structure.
"This is..."
"A Multipurpose Mystic Power Transfer Unit..."
No. 5 gazed deeply at the pieces, her voice tinged with gravity. "You could also call it..."
"...a technological, high-precision Divine Altar."
She glanced at Lu Xin and added, "The people who tried to kill you used this device to sacrifice the Psychic Energy of Forbidden Zone Creatures to The Primordial. In exchange, they received its power to strike at you..."
"Altar?"
The word jolted Lu Xin, his expression shifting to surprise.
"That’s right. An altar."
No. 5 seemed familiar with such things, lowering her voice. "Long before the Crimson Moon Incident, when The Primordial’s gaze first touched Reality, secret societies unearthed and revived ancient sacrificial rites from obscure texts. They used them to appease Divine Beings, trading for power to fulfill their Desires..."
"Hmph. Some even dreamed of ruling the world, fueled by these resurgent altars."
"But they underestimated the researchers of that era."
"Their use of altars was crude and inefficient. Their initial monopoly on mystic forces was only because mainstream scientists dismissed their rituals. But as more researchers turned their attention to these ancient altars and rites, the underlying principles were unraveled—leading to new designs."
"From then on, far more efficient and precise methods for exchanging Divine Being power emerged, eventually documented formally."
"That report became the Pre-Civilization Era Divine Power Research and Application Report."
"The predecessor to the 'Black Box Codex' once widespread across the Land of Chaos."
...
Lu Xin listened intently, recalling his time in Spark City.
Spark City had been constructing their vision of Hell.
A significant portion of that power had been extracted from No. 2.
Had their principle also been... exchange?
"The Primordial's power isn’t easily traded."
No. 5 sighed softly, continuing:
"Every top-tier researcher and secret society knows this."
"The Primordial slumbers in the Abyss yet remains sentient."
"No one controls The Primordial—only the delusional would presume otherwise. But fragments of its power can be utilized... through fair exchange by Sacrifice."
"However, this is perilous. Highly prone to... Loss of Control. Many died without knowing why."
"So, there have never been many people studying this power."
"Those who joined... some vanished even faster than they appeared."
"Especially the Spades Agency. As far as I know, they used to be fiercely opposed to such Sacrifices."
"This time, to set such a trap for you shows how truly desperate they've become."
"......"
Hearing No. 5 say this, many of Lu Xin's questions had been answered.
Yet simultaneously, a new curiosity sparked within him. He couldn't help but ask No. 5, "Why... do you know so much?"
"Because..."
A mysterious smile slowly appeared on No. 5's face. "I've been studying these things all along."
"?"
Lu Xin couldn't hide his surprise, looking at No. 5 with a strange expression.
Hadn't she just said her primary research was on a certain medicine that held immense significance and influence for society?
"Besides, who do you think I learned all this from?"
Her tone suddenly shifted, becoming hushed and secretive. She glanced around nervously, her eyes lingering on No. 14's direction, then lowered her voice as she addressed Lu Xin directly. "The Spades Agency blocked all outside surveillance to kill you. That barrier is still active... which means it's safe to tell you something about the Old Dean..."
Her voice took on a more solemn weight as she continued, "You asked me before about the Old Dean's insane plan."
"All I can share is a piece of what I discovered..."
"The Altar!"
"For years, the Old Dean has secretly been constructing an Altar of unprecedented scale..."
"Whether it's the one the Spades Agency built, or the ones I studied."
"They pale in comparison to his."
"The Spades Agency Sacrificed merely a tiny Forbidden Zone Creature."
"Even my own research... theoretically, it only reached the level of Sacrificing one Highwall City at most..."
"......"
"Just... Sacrificing an entire Highwall City... and you say 'only'?"
Lu Xin felt a jolt of shock. Seeing the faintly despondent look on No. 5's face, a sliver of concern pricked him.
"And the Old Dean..."
"If I had to describe it... I’d say he built..."
No. 5’s gaze became distant and penetrating as it settled on Lu Xin, "...something capable of Sacrificing half of this world."
"......"
Shua!
Lu Xin's face instantly paled.
He strained his mind, but the image of something vast enough to Sacrify half the world remained terrifyingly elusive.
Yet, the raw, unfiltered Fear radiating from No. 5 deeply unsettled him.
It took him a long moment to regain a semblance of composure. He managed, voice tense, "So... what does he actually aim to achieve?"
Sacrifice was employed to invoke the Power of the Primordial.
And invoking the Primordial’s Power served a greater purpose.
Naturally, Lu Xin found himself burning with this one question: the Old Dean had spent a lifetime building such a monstrosity.
For what ultimate goal?
"I don't know," No. 5 shook her head slowly, her voice a low murmur. "The Old Dean guarded this one secret fiercely, never letting anyone glimpse it."
"All I learned, during the time I followed him, is that aside from constructing this Altar, he cared intensely about only two other things."
"One," she said, "was everything concerning you."
"The other..." she paused, recalling carefully, "...was strange. He obsessed over something called the 'Ultimate Logic Chain' code-named 'Möbius'."
......
"An Altar capable of Sacrificing half the world's Life..."
"A 'Möbius' code-named Ultimate Logic Chain..."
"And my seven Trials..."
Lu Xin felt a wave of complex emotions, stirring restlessly within his chest.
It suddenly felt like he had gained vastly more insight into the Old Dean.
Yet, the shards of information before him still seemed frustratingly insufficient to piece together the Old Dean's true purpose.
What exactly was he trying to do...
Pondering this question sent a dull ache throbbing behind Lu Xin's temples.
After all, he was the Old Dean—who could ever fathom what went on in his mind?"
At this point, No. 5 sighed deeply, saying, "If I had to guess, only No. 7, who has always stayed close to the Old Dean, might possess a glimpse of his secrets. Back then, I may have appeared too clever in his eyes and was released long ago. Though he spoke no threatening words upon our parting, I could sense the menace in his gaze."
But before he could fully voice his concerns, No. 5 took a soft breath, his expression turning subtly unnatural.
Beneath his enforced calm was an unshakeable fear.
"Our Old Dean... is someone you can’t quite describe to others."
"Being near him, I've sensed something obsessive—"
She paused, searching for the right words, before finally landing on one:
"—love."
"..."
"Yes, love."
No. 5 repeated it as if to affirm her own description.
"Number Nine, I don’t know the Old Dean’s ultimate plan, but I am truly afraid..."
No one else could see them now. Gone was the proud, aloof expression from No. 5’s delicate face—framed by his hulking, stooped body—replaced by a trembling, faintly uncontrolled expression of fear.
"...Because his obsessive love for certain things means he’ll always be indifferent to others."
"Like us..."
"Like lambs slaughtered and cleansed, laid upon the altar ready to be exchanged for something..."
"...Lambs!"
......
......
No. 5’s impassioned words plunged Lu Xin into a profound sense of dread.
He tried to console No. 5, but his mouth opened to find his throat dry and speechless.
The two silently faced one another, sinking into a long silence.
The subject of the Old Dean’s purpose hung heavily upon their minds.
It was a complex feeling—a distinct sense of oppressive danger drawing near, hovering just beside them, yet impossible to perceive clearly.
"I’ve discovered something quite serious."
Suddenly, at the height of tension, No. 8 approached them, expression grave.
Both Lu Xin and No. 5 whirled toward him in surprise.
While No. 5 had been inspecting the immediate perimeter affected by Lu Xin, No. 8 had surveyed the entire Forbidden Zone. Given No. 5’s crucial discovery about the Spades Agency’s assassination method, what now?
"Many of the protective measures surrounding this Forbidden Zone are severely inadequate," No. 8 declared solemnly, flipping open a densely packed notebook. "I’ve identified multiple instances of construction shortcuts and illogical alarm layouts..."
"The attitude is negligent! How can something so vital be handled carelessly, failing to prevent crises?"
"..."
Lu Xin and No. 5 stared at him, stunned.
After a long moment, Lu Xin murmured, "What exactly do you plan to do about this?"
"Naturally, I'll find the personal emails of the Soda City Administrative Hall officials and submit a verified complaint," No. 8 stated with dead seriousness. "How can turning a blind eye be acceptable?"
Exasperation washed over Lu Xin and No. 5 simultaneously.
Still the same old No. 8...
A grown adult, yet proving less useful than even Little Sister and Little Nineteen—
At least they weren’t causing extra chaos...
......
......
Dum dum...
Just then, the urgent thudding of rotor blades echoed from the distant sky.
Everyone tensed, squinting upward as the sound grew closer. Two helicopters swiftly arrived, descending to land roughly fifty meters away. Figures clad in clean-cut uniforms hurried out; their purposeful stride and insignia marked as Qinggang personnel eased Lu Xin’s caution.
"Mr. Lone Soldier!"
The lead man shouted early, his tone urgent, "Captain Zhou Quan of the Qinggang Security Team!"
"Are you... unharmed?"
"..."
Observing their tense faces—some sporting makeshift bandages and lingering gunpowder scent—Lu Xin could guess the struggle they endured en route.
"All is well," Lu Xin replied lightly. "I nearly got murdered."
"Luckily, my classmates saved me."
"..."
Sweat broke out on Captain Zhou Quan’s brow, his limbs stiffening uncomfortably.
"Mr. Lone Soldier... apologies, we sincerely apologize!"
"We received falsified intelligence... A crucial failure occurred at a supposedly secure point. We were diverted, engaged heavily, and barely broke through... we lost four members..." His voice thickened, resignation seeping in. "Regardless, it's our failure. We don’t ask forgiveness. This oversight rests solely on us."
Seeing his distress, Lu Xin paused, then offered a kind, "It’s far from your fault."
"Honestly, I sensed something amiss," he added thoughtfully.
Directing his focus towards No. 5, Lu Xin's own expression darkened. His following words carried weight, addressing both the security team and his companions:
"While unverified, those Killers possessed an unsettling amount of information about me."
"And," his voice hardened, "their methods... crossed every line of propriety."
"We've made our most significant decision. Before proceeding," his tone turned decisive, yet edged with coldness, "we must settle our own unease."
"So... it’s time to return to Qinggang."
"I must understand exactly what happened here."
"Thankfully," Lu Xin added, a faint, grim satisfaction flickering beneath his resolve, "I always prepared meticulously—a spy among those Killers has already collected the evidence for me."
"Thus..."
A chilling, unwavering resolve surfaced in Lu Xin’s eyes—a rarity that made even those familiar with him shift uneasily:
"...Whoever orchestrated this..."
"...I will find them..."
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Whirr...
The Helicopter flew directly toward Qinggang with a heavy, furious whirr.
The atmosphere inside the cabin was tense. Neither the classmates who had followed Lu Xin back nor the Security Team assigned to escort them said much during the flight. The calm was thick, like smothering a blazing fire.
Qinggang was a familiar place, one that had always given Lu Xin a sense of security.
But this time, Lu Xin felt uncertain. He didn’t know what awaited him this return.
...
...
A day later, the Helicopter was flying over Qinggang territory.
This time, however, it didn’t proceed directly into the Highwall City as before. Instead, it landed at an outpost known as a Gathering Point, located approximately twenty kilometers north of Qinggang. This outpost belonged fully to Qinggang and was under its command.
When the Helicopter settled onto the tarmac with a rumble, Chen Jing was already waiting beside a black Jeep nearby.
"Let’s go!"
She was dressed in a neat, tailored black suit, with dark sunglasses shading her eyes.
Having been notified in advance, she didn’t show any surprise or curiosity toward Lu Xin’s classmates who didn’t look exactly... standard. However, it was apparent that the recent events had cast a deep shadow over her as well.
After all, the Security Team’s report had already reached her hands; she naturally knew exactly where the problem lay.
"Team Leader Chen," Lu Xin greeted her with a smile, then turned to introduce his classmates beside him. "This is my leader."
Simultaneously, he introduced No. 3 and No. 5 to Chen Jing.
Chen Jing seemed momentarily taken aback but immediately responded warmly, shaking hands with No. 3 and No. 5 to welcome them to Qinggang.
"Do we need to investigate outside first?" Lu Xin asked curiously, glancing around the Gathering Point.
"No need," Chen Jing shook her head. "I made all the necessary arrangements before your flight returned."
As she spoke, she gave a slight nod of her chin toward another person seated inside the Jeep.
Everyone pressed close to the vehicle window and looked inside. They were mildly surprised to see a man sitting rigidly within the vehicle. Taciturn, he held a sniper rifle tightly in his arms. He looked extremely nervous, his eyes carrying a trace of both helplessness and pitifulness.
On his right side, he clutched a black briefcase, still holding onto it tightly despite being safely inside the Jeep; he didn't dare to let go.
"This is...?"
No. 5 and the others were somewhat curious.
"He's the spy I arranged," Lu Xin said frankly. "He tried to assassinate me on the road. But his skills weren't quite professional enough. I caught him. So, I arranged for him to infiltrate the assassins' group to gather intelligence and find out the people who want me dead."
He looked at Chen Jing as he finished speaking. “The information he brought was valuable, I hope?”
Chen Jing paused for a beat, then nodded firmly. “Yes, it was.”
Inside the Jeep, the Killer trembled as if wanting to say something, but he chose to remain silent.
"Ninth Brother is remarkable now, very cunning..." No. 14 murmured beside him, clearly impressed by Lu Xin.
Little Nineteen looked at Lu Xin with even greater admiration.
Only Little Sister seemed slightly doubtful, tilting her head thoughtfully.
"Alright, since we have a witness now and concrete information, I suppose handling this shouldn’t be too troublesome?" Feeling a bit more relaxed, Lu Xin turned and smiled at Chen Jing.
"It was never going to be that troublesome anyway," Chen Jing replied softly, nodding lightly. Then, taking a deep breath, she said, "Let's go back to Qinggang."
...
...
Chen Jing arranged three vehicles. She rode in the lead one with No. 3 and No. 5.
Lu Xin traveled in the middle one with the Veteran Assassin.
Little Nineteen was in the third Jeep, accompanied by No. 14.
Little Sister freely chose among the roofs of all three vehicles.
As the Jeep left the Gathering Point outpost and began heading toward Qinggang, Lu Xin finally sighed softly. He turned to look at the Veteran Assassin seated stiffly beside him. The man hadn't dared to lean against the backrest; he remained as rigid as a statue.
"Shua!"
The instant Lu Xin looked at him, the Veteran Assassin trembled violently. Hurriedly turning around, he thrust the briefcase toward Lu Xin.
Lu Xin smiled and took it over, then his expression faltered slightly. "It's so light?"
"Only... only two hundred thousand..."
The Veteran Assassin's throat grew slightly dry from tension, and after a pause, he spoke out: "The intel was really hard to sell..."
"At that time, news of your imminent entry into Soda City was already flying all over, seemingly like someone was deliberately publicizing it."
"So, the timing of your departure from the city actually didn't concern anyone."
"As for this two hundred grand, I only managed it by finding a few amateurs and bluffing them into buying..."
"Now looking back..."
He couldn't help but sigh: "It became fake intel too."
"Because the timing of your departure from the city and your return to Qinggang didn't match the information I sold at all..."
"..."
When he said this, he felt a bit downcast too, wanting to say that his reputation in the industry was ruined.
But he glanced at Lu Xin and didn't dare to voice it.
After all, in others' eyes, he was just an industry drifter; what reputation could a drifter even need?
"Maybe that's fine..."
Lu Xin also thought about it and realized it was indeed his own problem, so it wasn't right to blame the man.
He only felt a vague sense of regret.
This was a billion-yuan project, and he had only made two hundred thousand...
The price of a watch...
"This deal was off..."
Lu Xin placed the suitcase beside him and sighed softly; then, looking at the increasingly tense Veteran Assassin beside him, he suddenly smiled again: "But, you have another task now; you'll know what to do later, won't you?"
"I know..."
The Veteran Assassin grew even more nervous and said in a trembling voice: "But, I just told the truth to that Miss Chen..."
"She's fine."
Lu Xin smiled: "She's my superior; she's trustworthy."
The Veteran Assassin then nodded, his face now faintly showing a look of resolution to face death.
After saying this, Lu Xin felt a vague daze himself.
Yes, Chen Jing was someone he could trust; it was an instinctive reaction deep inside.
Extending that, there were many more.
Like Professor Bai, like Mr. Su, like Minister Shen, like Doll, Drunkard, and so on...
His innate intuition as a person naturally let him distinguish who could be trusted and who couldn't.
Even Mr. Su—who seemed like a sly old fox at first sight—was a reliable old fox he could count on.
Such a reassuring feeling was truly rare.
So, who was it that now shattered this sense of security?
...
...
"Finally back in Qinggang..."
The Jeep entered within the High Wall via the Steel Drawbridge of Satellite City No.2; then, under Chen Jing's escort, Lu Xin and the others directly boarded a specially emptied High-Speed Train compartment, heading straight for the Main City. Though preoccupied with thoughts, No. 5 and No. 3's emotional fluctuations could subtly be seen as they gazed through the window at the city—slightly shabby yet gradually vibrant with life.
They had all grown up in the Red Moon Orphanage.
For each of them, Qinggang held special meaning in Life.
As the High-Speed Train entered the Main City, the group exited at a special passage.
They were promptly escorted by a team of security personnel arranged by Chen Jing to a building without distinctive features.
Along the way, Lu Xin glanced casually and noticed that the entire Main City had faintly tensed up.
Despite no obvious outward changes, armed vehicles had gathered at the High-Speed Train exit and throughout the city's Main Roads.
Even the Railguns atop the High Wall had slightly shifted their angles, too.
Seemingly ready at any moment to turn the barrels inward toward Qinggang's interior.
These slight changes caused the entire Qing Harbor Main City to subtly fall into a state of tense preparedness.
During this, No. 5 looked thoughtful and cast a playful expression toward Lu Xin.
But Lu Xin merely nodded, signaling her not to worry.
After arriving at the building, all the security personnel stayed downstairs to stand guard.
Then Chen Jing led Lu Xin's group, not using the elevator, and went straight into the fire escape to reach the seventh floor of the building.
Pushing open the door, he entered a spacious and empty office.
Inside the office, only three people sat.
One was Mr. Su, the other was a man in a dark gray suit with a stern expression.
Behind this man stood another man wearing a black trench coat, who looked like a secretary.
...
...
Seeing Lu Xin enter, Mr. Su gave a slight nod but didn’t speak to greet him.
One could see that he seemed a bit hot; sweat kept seeping out on his forehead.
He must be having a hard time; such a meticulous person daring to personally come to such a dangerous situation.
"Mr. Lone Soldier, my surname is Zhang."
It was the man in the dark gray suit who, upon seeing Lu Xin enter, stood up and nodded toward him.
Because they were too far apart, there was no need for a handshake. So Lu Xin just nodded back to him. Though he hadn’t directly met this person before, hearing this particular way of introducing himself, he could pretty much guess the man’s identity.
In Qinggang, only the most senior few gentlemen introduced themselves solely by their surname.
As an executor of Qinggang’s Special Contaminant Cleanup Division, Mr. Su was the person Lu Xin interacted with most frequently.
But there were several other gentlemen in Qinggang.
They were at the same level as Mr. Su, all men who controlled Qinggang’s fate.
The Mr. Zhang before him was the person who controlled Qinggang’s guard system and security system.
Strictly speaking, even Minister Shen reported to him.
"The matter you applied to investigate now has a result."
Without wasting time, after greeting Lu Xin, this Mr. Zhang nodded.
The man behind him brought over a prepared document.
Without looking at it, Mr. Zhang placed it on the table and gave it a light push. The folder slid across the glossy surface of the conference table.
It came to a stop precisely ten centimeters from the table's edge, right in front of Lu Xin.
But Chen Jing picked up the file before Lu Xin could reach for it.
Opening it, she quickly scanned its contents, then closed it and threw it into the trash can beside the table.
"This isn't enough."
"Shua!"
Chen Jing's action instantly caused Mr. Zhang's face to change drastically. Even Mr. Su showed a trace of surprise.
A flicker of anger appeared in Mr. Zhang's brow. He said coldly, "Colonel Chen, mind your words and actions!"
"Mr. Zhang."
Chen Jing met his gaze directly, her voice icy:
"Now is not the time for bureaucracy. And the people you are facing now are not people you can hide behind bureaucracy with."
"So, please adjust your attitude to the most sincere one and speak with me in the shortest possible time."
"I am now representing the Special Clean-up Department. Professor Bai and everyone in the Special Clean-up Department have entrusted me to handle this matter."
"Do you know why Professor Bai didn’t come himself?"
Her voice grew increasingly colder: "Because he feels there's no need for discussion on such a matter."
"This isn’t about who is framing whom. This is about someone betraying Qinggang."
"In this current situation, do you really think you can just find a few scapegoats to take the fall?"
"......"
"But..."
Facing Chen Jing's aggressive attitude, that Mr. Zhang actually became somewhat nervous first.
Even
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