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​
What kind of ability could steal time?
Lu Xin couldn't imagine it either.
But in his intuition, he had been robbed of time.
The concept was this: when the surroundings turned into a swamp and began to engulf him, there should be a process—sinking gradually, starting from the feet. When those branch-like arms that grew out of the surroundings reached for him, there should also be a sequence—they approached from a distance, then made contact, and finally entangled him. These processes all required time.
Given that time, he should have been able to react.
Now, however, he was given no time to react. It seemed his opponent had skipped many steps entirely.
Before he could even process it, his feet were already sunk in the swamp, and the branch-like arms were directly coiled around his body.
In terms of time, his opponent possessed an overwhelming advantage.
"Crck, Crck..."
As his mind raced, Lu Xin found himself utterly entwined by withered arms, and the swamp had already risen to his lower abdomen.
The sound of those desiccated arms rustling was light, brittle, and dry, grating on the nerves.
The swamp, with its tremendous suction, instantly restrained both his arms, making it almost impossible to muster any bodily strength to break free.
A flash of icy fury crossed Lu Xin’s face. He had no time to analyze how this time was stolen. Instead, Psychic Energy burst forth around him instantly. An immense twisting force abruptly enveloped him, snapping the dry arms into segments that scattered across the surrounding swamp like damp firewood. Segment by segment, they wriggled incessantly on the mud.
The next moment, Lu Xin intended to leverage the force of the Psychic Shock to launch himself out of the swamp.
But his vision blurred again. He suddenly discovered far more withered arms wrapped around him, layer upon layer.
Their sharp fingernails dug in fiercely, tearing into his flesh.
And he sank deeper into the swamp—it had now risen from his lower abdomen to his waist.
Had time been stolen again?
"So, you are awakened to an even lesser degree than I imagined..."
"You will never be it, thus, you can never defy logic as it does..."
"..."
From the front of the Administrative Building, psychic tremors carried forth a sense of weary Will.
The voice of the Nightmare Serpent resonated with a condescending, disdainful tone, gazing coldly at Lu Xin.
The two windows serving as its eyes glowed with blinding, unreal brightness.
Lu Xin snapped his head up to look, seeing those two windows ablaze with intensely unnatural light.
"Oh, so that's it..."
Facing those two lamps, a joyful expression suddenly bloomed on his face.
The Nightmare Serpent fell silent; Lu Xin’s reaction seemed unexpected.
"Are things from the Abyss always this fond of putting on airs?"
Lu Xin’s voice even held a hint of amusement.
Even entangled by countless dry arms, even as the swamp slowly consumed his body, he showed not a trace of panic.
As if, at worst, only this physical body would be injured. As if, even if the swamp swallowed him whole, nothing could truly harm him. Thus, he possessed an indescribable calmness and composure, enabling him to always remain rational.
This very composure made discerning this opponent’s ability easy.
Information gathered earlier from Black Jack had already revealed the Psychic Entity lurking in the Ghost Fire Swamp was a mysterious creature linked to sleep or Nightmares. Monsters emerging from the Abyss naturally seized control of it immediately.
Therefore, using its power against him meant employing Nightmare-related abilities.
It wasn't stealing time. Unconsciously, it was inducing sleep.
...
The incident stemmed from the stolen sleep of Black Marsh City’s residents; Lu Xin and the others had followed that very trail down the rabbit hole.
Now, however, they had discovered one reason for the residents' loss of sleep—to nurture this Psychic Entity. But they clearly hadn't realized that this sleep was more than nourishment.
It was a weapon—a power.
When someone falls asleep without realizing it, it's equivalent to stealing their time.
It was this that Lu Xin had recognized.
In his perception, he was merely standing in this swamp, facing that overwhelming force.
But his own time seemed to accelerate in discontinuous jumps.
His opponent's attacks were still approaching, yet suddenly, inexplicably, they struck him—utterly bypassing any intermediate stages.
Every time his vision blurred, the enemy's attacks accelerated by several beats.
The cause lay in his unconscious slip into slumber.
Overwhelming sleepiness assaulted him at intervals, fracturing his perception of time.
But how could he resist this drowsiness?
For a fleeting moment, Lu Xin vaguely felt as if he had returned to his first days in Black Marsh City.
He heard the girl strumming her guitar, singing "Childhood."
Perhaps cicadas on the pond-side trees, butterflies... those were common childhood memories...
But Lu Xin’s own memories seemed to consist more of times during class when, losing focus for only a moment, he grew weary and fell asleep...
Feeling only a brief nod of his head, he’d open his eyes to find Old Dean’s face right in front of him...
Who could resist the sudden sleepiness in a childhood classroom?
. . .
"What happened?"
In the office on the adjacent building, Han Bing, Gecko, and others were frantic with worry. They strained their eyes at the plaza below. Even they could clearly see the massive python slithering across the ground and walls; they even saw the plaza transforming into black marshland, watching Lu Xin being pulled into the muck by countless hands...
Yet the critical question remained...
"Why hasn't Mr. Lone Soldier fought back at all?"
. . .
From their perspective, everything seemed to change after Lu Xin fired his gun and forced the Psychic Entity into the open.
He just stood there calmly, motionless, allowing countless hands to emerge from the ground and seize him.
Letting those hands pull him deeper into the swamp.
During the entire ordeal, he lifted his head a few times, seemingly on the verge of countering.
Yet ultimately, he did nothing.
"Surely the Captain isn't trying to play the cool big boss right now... letting the villain get their shots in first," Gecko blurted out, voice trembling, "only to flash that wicked grin once they’re done and say, 'My turn?'"
. . .
Gecko’s comment sent a collective shiver down everyone’s spine.
It sounded bizarre, yet... why did it painfully align with Mr. Lone Soldier’s style?
. . .
"I... I have to help Big Brother..."
At the edge of the plaza at the same moment, Little Sister, unable to bear her worry, cried out. She scurried forward rapidly.
But after crawling only a few meters, seeing neither Mother nor Father was following, she scurried back.
Puzzled, she raised her small face. "Why won’t you help Big Brother?"
Mother remained silent. Father, watching the silent Mother, was equally mute.
"It's not that we don’t wish to help him." Mother sighed quietly, unable to withstand Little Sister's gaze. "He is refusing our assistance."
. . .
Father brooded with dark silence. After a long pause, he murmured, "Was this too, within your calculations?"
Mother turned her head slightly to look at Father, her expression tightening faintly. After a moment, she spoke softly.
"What can be predicted is the general direction events take. No one can foresee the details of how they unfold."
"And details often possess the power to alter the entire course."
. . .
"Aha... So you weren't certain after all..." Father’s laugh was hollow and chilling. "Had I known this, I would have seized every chance to escape..."
Mother turned slowly to face Father after a pause, lifting two fingers gently.
Father suddenly tensed, both wary and filled with angry agitation. "What do you want? What are you trying to say?"
"What I wish to say is this: you may well feel you’ve had many chances to leave."
Mother’s voice was soft, calm. "But those... were only illusions."
The muscles in Father’s face contorted with fury, his expression erupting, looking as if he might lunge at Mother for a fight.
But in the end, he suppressed his emotions and said with anger, "Then what exactly should we do?"
"What should we do?"
Mother slowly turned around. "What's the rush?"
"Even a young lion will tumble a few times beneath hyenas, but without stumbling, how can one grow?"
...
...
"How annoying..."
Black, branch-like arms had already coiled all over his body, and viscous swamp water had risen to his chest.
Those withered hands now groped his face, attempting to probe into his mind to rummage for something. This sensation made him feel exceptionally uncomfortable, yet in this oppressive and stifling process, he couldn't even effectively counterattack or resist.
Because, on the level of psychic energy, whether counterattacking or resisting, one must first gather mental power through sheer will—in other words, concentration.
However, the waves of drowsiness that struck him periodically made him repeatedly slip into wakeful intervals. Each time he regained awareness, it took an imperceptible sliver of time to recall what he was doing, what he had just been thinking. This resulted in gaps.
"What if you do realize this logic? I'll drown you alone in the sleep of an entire city."
High above, on the Administrative Hall Building, the lights shone even more brilliantly.
Those blindingly bright lights, radiating intense heat, granted him an immense weight of sleepiness.
Honestly, the drowsiness that washed over him intermittently, pulling him into a dreamless sleep, felt truly comfortable.
Especially for a grown adult occupied with years of demanding work, who rarely even got a single dreamless night's sleep. This deep, unburdened slumber left Lu Xin touched...
But now, after all, he was in the midst of important business.
Slowly, impatience crept over him.
The problem still needed to be solved...
Finally, upon waking once more, he gently bit his lip. Sharp teeth instantly punctured the skin.
The salty, metallic tang of blood flooded his tongue, sharpening his focus instantly.
Fueled by the sharp pain from his bitten lip, he raised his head and looked towards the Administrative Building.
That monster's face still floated on the building's surface, its lofty gaze irritating.
Lowering his gaze, he saw the swamp had risen to his neck.
Numerous hands coiled around him like shackles, binding both his body and his will.
An overwhelming drowsiness enveloped his entire being, whispering that nothing mattered but sleep.
When immense lethargy descends, it can feel crushingly heavy, like a mountain bearing down to shatter everything.
Unless...
Lu Xin, whose lip bled, felt his eyes suddenly begin to boil with Black Particles.
As those bizarre hands stretched towards his brain, something deep within his consciousness stirred. Vast waves of psychic energy surged violently around him, expanding rapidly outward.
The surrounding swamp churned more violently, even sending up splashing waves.
Lu Xin suddenly seemed surrounded by a vast ocean.
His furious psychic energy, boiling like tempestuous waves, swallowed the endless drowsiness. At the center of this ocean, Lu Xin, his face now completely devoid of fatigue, calmly regarded the Nightmare Serpent.
"How is this possible..."
The entity on the Administrative Hall involuntarily emitted a ripple of mental power. "You don't possess such high Authority..."
"You... you shouldn't possess such a massive Ocean of Consciousness..."
He couldn't help but panic. Just as it felt everything was under control, it sensed its Contamination rapidly diluting. The sleep gathered from an entire city should have drowned even the strongest Ability User—perhaps even a Spiritual Lord couldn't resist. Yet, this immense Contamination Trait was unquestionably being diluted at a terrifying speed.
Lu Xin possessing formidable Authority? That, he could understand.
But this sheer Psychic Magnitude? Where did it come from?
It was an Ocean of Consciousness, vast like a sea.
...
...
"The sleep gathered from a city shall be returned to the city."
"Such a simple principle..."
Amidst the monster's terror, Lu Xin stepped out of the swamp, a hint of perplexity in his tone. "How could you not understand that?"
Suddenly, a bizarre sound began to swell around him—a roar like a tsunami.
It was the sound of snoring.
Though nothing visible stood nearby, layer upon layer of thunderous snoring erupted, echoing loudly. Before, such faint sounds would escape notice, but the chorus became deafening; not even Hide and Seek could conceal it.
Lu Xin returned the sleep to this sleepless city, borrowing its inhabitants to dilute the immense lethargy.
"But you shouldn't possess such Authority..."
Spiritual waves still pulsed from the Nightmare Serpent's core, its essence radiating uncontrollable Fear.
...
...
"I don't know what you mean by Authority..."
"But lately, I've indeed carried an inner disquiet—a feeling deeply uncomfortable, bordering on Fear..."
"If this is Divinity..."
He spoke slowly, turning his gaze forward as the churning Black Particles in his eyes deepened, turning utterly black.
"Then I can only say... you know nothing about Divine Power."
As he uttered these words, an ocean of Black Particles erupted around him like raging tidewaters, towering ten thousand feet.
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"Boom, boom, boom..."
The spreading appearance of the Black Particles resembled a massive black tide surging and receding across the sea's surface.
Deep, resonant echoes carrying an unusual tremor reverberated across the Plaza.
Lu Xin strode forward with great strides; each time his foot landed on the ground, a ring of black ripples unfurled.
This caused the marsh-like environment and its color to rapidly fade away, reverting to its original appearance of a stone-paved road.
It seemed as if the Nightmare Serpent had summoned the marsh, but where Lu Xin's power vibrated, the marsh disappeared again. Regardless of whether this Plaza was originally paved stone or genuinely a marsh, it was clear Lu Xin could traverse it as if walking on solid ground under the pressure of such immense force released with every stride.
"Stop..."
"Come back..."
"Don't abandon me..."
"..."
Countless chaotic words rushed into Lu Xin's mind.
Numerous arms grew chaotically from the ground like thorny bushes, emitting noisy sounds like shaking bone joints, grabbing wildly towards Lu Xin. Each arm seemed to possess its own consciousness, greedily trying to "hold him back" with a voracious futility.
Countless, swaying densely, they gave the feeling that everything in front was alive.
Yet Lu Xin remained utterly unaffected by them.
Wasn't the way ahead spacious?
He charged forward with large strides, Black Particles humming around him, crushing past all the hands as if they meant nothing.
"Crack, crack, crack..."
Hands that grabbed him, or even just got near him, were instantly broken, snapped off, trampled underfoot.
Shattered into segments, they writhed helplessly and painfully like severed earthworms.
Thus, an immense will swept straight across the entire Plaza. A clear, broad path appeared before Lu Xin.
It was as if not just where he stepped, but even where his gaze swept, all signs of Contamination Traits vanished.
...
...
Rumble...
Stone slabs beneath the ground churned. The enormous serpentine body crawled across the earth and up walls, twisting and writhing towards Lu Xin with a constricting motion.
Where the serpentine body passed, large sections of stone, chunks of ground, and even sections of nearby building walls seemed to gain hideous Life, tearing away from their foundations. They soared upward amidst clouds of dust, sweeping heavily towards Lu Xin. These were the loud sounds akin to seismic destruction, immense tremors rising from the depths, as high walls toppled towards Lu Xin's head.
Compared to the Nightmare Serpent, Lu Xin did indeed seem as insignificant as an ant.
He stood nearly alone, his personal form pitted against the heart of Black Marsh City, its Central Square.
Hmph...
However, when this entire Plaza erupted in a cacophony like the heavens and earth changing color, Lu Xin merely gave a soft snort. The Black Particles surged densely within his eyes.
Then, instantly, he charged directly forward, smashing headlong into the mountainous waves of mud and stone.
Boom, boom, boom...
The Black Particles caused violent oscillations.
No matter what stood before them—stone, steel, or wall—it rotted away and shattered under this oscillation.
Lu Xin strode through, leaving a perfectly round tunnel through the layers of overturned stone slabs and torn building walls.
Swoosh...
Finally, like a huge, clumsy earthworm, this monstrous snake, despite having turned the entire Plaza into ruins, found itself smashed through in several sections.
Lu Xin easily surged to stand directly before it. Then, his hand shot out violently.
His Distortion Field surged forward with this action, transforming into an immense Telekinetic Power.
This power coiled round and round like a rope, wrapping tightly, lethally choking the Nightmare Serpent's throat.
"Come on," Lu Xin's voice carried a ruthless intensity, the desperate fury of an honest man pushed to the brink, "Let me see... what exactly you are..."
Eyes blazing with swirling Black Particles widened.
He stared directly at the intense beams of light on the face of the Administrative Building—the lights representing the Nightmare Serpent's eyes.
Pop, pop...
Under the intensity of Lu Xin's gaze, those two lamps suddenly exploded violently, shards scattering everywhere.
...
...
Crash......
The Nightmare Serpent was utterly suppressed by Lu Xin. Its enormous body was rendered completely helpless, lacking any room for resistance. Choked by the throat, it could only thrash wildly, futilely rolling on the Plaza.
The countless arms sprouting from its body convulsed chaotically, opening and closing mindlessly.
Like a giant centipede in its death throes.
Even if its body remained enormous, its Psychic Energy was formidable, its fate had been held by the throat, no longer of its own will.
Yet, just as the Nightmare Serpent was about to abandon all resistance of its Will, another voice softly rang out.
“You’ve been tricked...”
“...”
Lu Xin’s pupils contracted sharply. He abruptly looked up.
On the wall of Black Marsh City’s Administrative Building ahead, the two scorching lights that represented the serpent’s eyes had vanished.
As the lights abruptly extinguished, the scene within the window became fully visible.
Looking through those two windows, Lu Xin saw a figure standing inside.
To be precise, it was a Scarecrow.
It stood before the window, its arms stretched out horizontally. It now wore a brand-new black suit and a Black Top Hat upon its head.
Its eyes, made of glass orbs, were translucent, while the mouth sketched onto its cheeks with black charcoal was stretched wide in a split grin.
It must have been there all along, hiding itself behind the Nightmare Serpent’s eyes.
The moment Lu Xin destroyed those two “eyes” through his gaze, the Scarecrow instantly emerged.
Without even a moment’s time to react, Lu Xin found himself face-to-face with the Scarecrow.
In an instant, the Scarecrow’s smiling visage reflected in Lu Xin’s pupils.
At that very moment, Lu Xin felt as if a tidal wave surged towards him. Endless Illusions flooded his vision.
Time and space seemed to be elongating infinitely. Everything before him began to spin, twist, and warp grotesquely. At the center of this distortion was the Scarecrow’s smiling face – it became the center of the world, while everything else dissolved into a Void-like Emptiness.
Including his own body.
At this moment, Lu Xin realized he couldn’t feel his own body.
Within the Hallucination, he seemed to see his body, floating serenely in the air ahead.
It hung motionless there, neither falling nor stirring.
His consciousness felt like a discarded plastic bag caught in a squall, fluttering uncontrollably, powerless to stop its drift.
......
......
“Scarecrow...”
“This is what Black Jack meant by the Scarecrow?”
“This is that thing that crawled out of the Abyss?”
The moment he saw this Scarecrow, Lu Xin recalled many things.
Like Black Jack’s intelligence report, and the data he and Han Bing’s Investigation Team had gathered recently.
An erroneous operation plan at the Black Marsh City Administrative General Office had released this Monster from the Abyss.
The very first thing it did after emerging was turn the Forbidden Zone Creature of the Ghost Fire Swamp into its puppet.
It then used the puppet to seize control of the Administrative Hall of Black Marsh City.
The most terrifying aspect was that when it controlled the Nightmare Serpent, it didn’t merely dominate its physical form.
It even managed to steal the Serpent’s abilities outright, and amplified them.
It was like Lu Xin had only been fighting the Nightmare Serpent all along, while the Scarecrow hid behind it, pulling the strings.
It waited until this critical moment to deliver the fatal strike.
......
......
“Rustle, rustle...”
As Lu Xin pieced together this chain of cause and effect, and saw his own body suspended in the air amidst the world flooded with Illusions, he noticed the smiling Scarecrow was also undergoing a subtle transformation. Stalks of straw emerged from its body one by one. Like serpents imbued with sentience, they slowly slithered towards Lu Xin’s physical form, crawling over it and beginning to encase it layer by layer.
It was wrapping Lu Xin up, transforming him into a new Scarecrow.
Only upon witnessing this sight did Lu Xin suddenly understand the type of ability it wielded.
The Parasitic Affiliation System.
No wonder it had always exuded that restless, eager impulse.
Despite its fear, it had still chosen a direct confrontation with Lu Xin.
Because, if it succeeded in parasitizing Lu Xin, then he would become the new...
......
......
“Need some help?”
At the edge of the Plaza in the distance, Father’s face even betrayed concern along with a flicker of dread.
The younger sister cried, covering her face. "Big Brother is doomed..."
"Fools."
But amid their worried expressions, Mother's face showed anxiety and even anger.
Little Sister and Father immediately turned to look at her.
"I wasn't talking about you," Mother snapped, brows tightly knit. Deep concern lurked beneath her obvious irritation. "I meant that idiot!"
"It actively sought to strip away his Humanity..."
"..."
Father and Little Sister listened, whether understanding or not. Gradually, realization dawned on them, their expressions shifting toward horror.
"So..."
"..."
Mother stared intensely forward, her voice low.
"Before, no matter when... that child always suppressed the Divinity subconsciously..."
"That was what we waited for all those countless years..."
"But now, that idiot actually took the initiative to peel away his Humanity..."
"Well? When his Humanity is stripped away... what remains?"
"..."
With a 'shua' sound, Little Sister and Father turned forward, faces filled with dread.
...
...
One by one, straws extended. They detached from the original wooden frame, winding around Lu Xin’s feet, his legs, then inexorably upward. Like wrapping bandages, they gradually encased his entire body—a strange kind of consumption.
Then, near Lu Xin’s neck, the progress slowed.
The straws noticed Lu Xin’s eyes. They were tilted downward, calmly observing their advance.
Those eyes, where Black Particles churned, filling the sockets entirely, watched each movement quietly. There seemed almost to be... a faint smile.
Something's wrong...
If straw could think, this would be its thought. A wave of intense astonishment hit it. There should be no soul left in this vessel...
...
...
"Now... you can't escape."
Lu Xin suddenly began to speak. His lips curved into an exaggerated smile.
The Black Particles abruptly ceased their quivering, becoming utterly still.
His eyes reached a state of unparalleled, absolute black—almost devoid of any impurity.
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Crash...
Instantaneously, Scarecrow realized something was wrong.
It madly scrambled back from Lu Xin’s body and lunged toward the original Cross.
But immediately, it sensed a violent surge of Psychic Energy erupting. It was like a person uttering a piercing, malicious laugh. Then a hand shot out, fiercely grabbed a clump of straw, and yanked violently toward the window outside.
"Screetch..."
A sharp shriek emanated from the straw. Across the whole world, everyone felt the very fabric of existence tremble.
In terror, Scarecrow unleashed its power completely.
From within the withered, dry strands of straw, countless points of light suddenly ignited, illuminating the surrounding night.
They were actually fireflies, pouring out from its body like stars dotting the dark, chaotic night sky.
Their wings trembled delicately, emitting bizarre Mental Fluctuations.
Hissing...
The sound of their wingbeats was unnervingly sharp. Shrill whistling sounds intertwined across the chaotic Plaza. Slashing streaks appeared on scattered rocks, nearby buildings, and the pure copper statue standing on the Plaza.
The streaks swept across the ground in layers, converging into countless streams of Psychic Turbulence, simultaneously surging towards Lu Xin.
"Hahahaha..."
But facing the countless blades, Lu Xin laughed wildly.
He leaped onto the facade of the Administrative General Office building, squatting vertically on the wall as if gravity meant nothing. A grotesque smile stretched across his face, his pupils pitch black. He still clutched a fistful of straw in one hand. Looking at the swirling fireflies before him, his expression held only contempt.
And disdain.
He even waited, waited for each of those fireflies to blaze at their brightest, until their light was almost blinding.
Then he "whoosh" blew a breath.
An icy wind instantly swept over the entire Plaza.
The densely packed fireflies, bright and numerous as a galaxy, countless and dazzling... instantly lost their light and pattered down like rain.
He blew out the stars.
...
"Shuishuishui..."
Bizarre panic gripped the Scarecrow. The straw covering it whipped upwards like trembling snakes.
Mere straws, yet radiating an unnatural toughness. They writhed through the air like serpents, piercing the atmosphere, emitting earsplitting, sharp sounds. Sharp as nails, they shot towards Lu Xin's body in a dense, terrifying rain.
Thudthudthudthud...
Under such an onslaught, no one, however strong, could evade it.
But Lu Xin simply didn't dodge.
He caught at least a hundred straws head-on. Countless tiny holes appeared simultaneously on his body and the nearby wall.
Instantly, his body was bathed in fresh blood. It gushed down in torrents.
Yet his expression only seemed to grow more excited. There was no trace of pain. Instead, the straw stained with his blood suddenly began to burn from the points of contact, the flames swiftly snaking back along the straws towards the Scarecrow's main body.
The Scarecrow trembled with rage and horror, as if pursued by countless fiery snakes.
Watching the Scarecrow's disarrayed state, Lu Xin roared with laughter. The wounds on his body were already healing.
...
ROAR...
Below, a huge body thrashed violently. It was the Nightmare Serpent.
The Scarecrow’s terror and mania seemed to resonate deeply within its puppet.
In frenzied agony, it heaved its enormous body. Slabs of stone, dozens of meters long, were wrenched from the ground and hurled continuously at Lu Xin. Along its colossal frame, countless arms shot out blotting out the sky as they grabbed and clawed towards him.
"Hahahaha..."
Lu Xin thrilled at this horrific spectacle.
His laughter sounded profoundly insane and hollow, utterly devoid of any trace of reason.
Seemingly without doing anything, ripples of Mental Fluctuations pulsed outwards from him in widening circles.
Innumerable stone slabs were flung violently away, raining down upon all corners of the Plaza like a meteor shower.
Under the immense kinetic force, each slab slammed into the ground, embedding itself a dozen centimeters deep like shattered glass.
Where the stones landed, though nothing visible was struck, thick streams of blood suddenly sprayed upwards with a sickening hiss.
...
"How... could this happen..."
Han Bing watched the falling stones strike earth amidst the spurting blood streaks. Her Heart quivered violently.
That scene looked bizarre beyond belief.
Though seemingly empty the moment a heavy object fell, countless splatters of blood erupted.
Yet Han Bing, having grasped the truth, recognized this phenomenon and nearly suffocated from terror.
"I... I want to know..."
Gecko also sensed something wrong, his voice trembling. "This little pervert who loves sneaking into women's baths... The people he hid... Is it that they truly vanished? Or... or are they just invisible to us, while still right there..."
Hearing this, Red Snake's heart lurched violently.
Silence instantly engulfed the conference room. The question seemed unanswerable.
But in truth, they all knew the answer.
Countless people had filled this plaza moments ago.
Hide and Seek had used his ability, causing them to vanish. But this disappearance happened solely on the Mental Plane.
Physically, these people...
Following this line of thought, they instantly understood the source of the inexplicable blood.
A horrifying realization struck them...
"If... if that’s truly the case... then Captain... our captain right now..."
Veins bulged on Gecko's neck, his voice thick with tremors: "That person... is it truly... the Captain?"
Han Bing whipped her head around, fixing Gecko with a piercing look.
The same doubt had flickered through her mind too.
However, another question preoccupied her now: "Mr. Lone Soldier's stability requirements have always been set at the absolute maximum level."
"During past missions, to prevent any emotional fluctuations in Mr. Lone Soldier, we would even shield him from seemingly innocent secondary pollution sources in the form of little girls. Procedures relaxed somewhat later, but we've always strived to protect him from such dreadful sights..."
"But now..."
"...If he learns the truth, what psychological impact will he face?"
"..."
Gecko shuddered visibly. "Then... what can we do?"
Han Bing gritted her teeth, youthful features hardening with resolve. "We warn him."
"Warn him..."
Gecko's voice trembled again, eyes wide in disbelief as he stared at Han Bing. "Are you certain?"
He couldn’t finish the thought. Han Bing had already pulled out the radio communication device.
"You... you need to be careful," he stammered, forcing the words out. "Maybe... maybe let me handle it... the Captain now... he seems... extremely dangerous..."
......
...
"Things weren't meant to happen like this..."
"You weren't supposed to be like this..."
Amongst the chaos within the plaza, the Scarecrow launched wave after wave of frantic assaults against Lu Xin.
Yet each time, it only tasted the bitterness of futility.
No matter how fierce the onslaught became, he remained unyielding.
Lu Xin clutched that core bundle of straw—a fundamental piece of the Scarecrow's very being—in an iron grip.
The Scarecrow's hopes of overwhelming Lu Xin through Chaor or forcing him to release his grip amid the chaos crumbled.
Using his peculiar abilities on the Mental Plane, Lu Xin had meticulously concealed the entire population of Black Marsh City.
Seemingly cutting off the Scarecrow's escape, but the Scarecrow still possessed hidden avenues of retreat.
Worse came to worst, cornered utterly, it could flee back into the Abyss.
But as if anticipating its scheme, Lu Xin held that vital fragment fast in his hand.
Finally realizing true escape was impossible, the Scarecrow's frenzy reached its zenith.
It suddenly unleashed violent convulsions of Mental Energy Fluctuation—shrill, terrifying, saturated with incomprehensible whispers that drilled into every conscious mind.
From a Psychic Entity's perspective, this was tantamount to incoherent ranting and raving.
Even as it spewed its psychic vitriol, countless straw stalks erupted from the Scarecrow's body.
They elongated like impossibly thin ropes.
These rope-like straw strands scattered down chaotically, entwining the colossal form of the Nightmare Serpent.
Within moments, they had completely bound the immense serpentine body of the Nightmare Serpent.
Then, woven into form by that straw, a new entity took shape.
It was a Scarecrow standing a hundred meters tall, dominating the skyline above the Administrative Building.
Its arms spread wide, surveying the city beneath.
Chaotic, twisted waves of Psychic Energy pulsed from it.
Instantly, surrounding skyscrapers twisted like grotesque spirals of metal.
"You refuse to release me... leaving me with only one choice..."
Boundless Psychic Energy resonated, forming words discernible to all:
"Your aloof aspect of might comprehend... that even creatures like us possess the courage to slay a king..."
"......"
Whooooosh....
As its words faded, the distinctive sound of wind rushing through dry foliage filled the air.
The sheer intensity of its energy tore ceaselessly at the surrounding atmosphere.
Patches, dark red like tainted sludge, surged and interwove across the ground.
The environment flickered wildly. One moment it was the grim Abyss, the next Reality itself.
This was the inherent power of the Scarecrow leaking out, warping the world around it.
The plaza and its vicinity oscillated violently between the Abyss and Reality.
Within this chaotic fluctuation, vague human outlines began to trace themselves onto the plaza.
They solidified, becoming distinct: people, countless people, piled upon one another.
Some lay in deep slumber, others stirred, opening bewildered, sleepy eyes.
Hide and Seek's Spiritual Field was being violently shredded apart by the powerful Psychic Energy radiation emanating from the Scarecrow.
He had hidden these people; they were now forced back into visibility.
Their reappearance unveiled a scene bathed in crimson horror – the devastating aftermath of the prior Chaotic battle, the innocent victims entangled within it.
On the left stem of Lu Xin's red-tinted spectacles, a soft glow pulsed.
Hearing Gecko breathe out with fear, Han Bing urgently grabbed the communication device, Han Bing's voice crackled with frantic urgency over the communication channel: "Mr. Lone Soldier, are you receiving? Mr. Lone Soldier, there are too many innocent civilians present on the plaza! Please prioritize minimizing casualties during the contamination cleanup..."
"Zzzz-tt!"
"...civilians... injury..."
The Psychic Energy interference on the plaza was too intense. The signal distorted, crackled briefly with static, and then died completely.
......
...
Just as the Scarecrow's threat boomed through the air and Han Bing's warning signal vanished, Lu Xin tilted his head back.
His gaze fixed upon the hundred-meter colossal Scarecrow.
Within his deep, dark pupils, a peculiar, warped amusement seemed to reflect.
His reply came slow and low, dripping with unsettling calm:
"Deep down... I always knew."
His voice was unnervingly hollow yet laced with chilling glee: "I simply didn't care. Heh... hehe... HAHAHA!"
......
...
Inside the building nearby, Han Bing and the others froze.
They couldn't tell who Lu Xin was addressing – the Scarecrow, or them through the failed call?
The Scarecrow itself fell into an abrupt, unnerving silence.
Then, the very next instant, an immense wave of Psychic Shock exploded outwards.
It surged like a tidal wave directly towards Lu Xin, clinging to the wall of the Administrative Building.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 554: Execution Platform
[image: ]


​
When the Scarecrow’s Psychic Shock surged in, an uproar engulfed this world.
Even within Lu Xin’s Memory, it seemed he had never witnessed Psychic Shock of such magnitude.
After engulfing the Nightmare Serpent, the hundred-meter-tall Scarecrow abruptly unleashed an incalculable amount of Psychic Energy.
The sensation was as if the Scarecrow had directly crushed the Nightmare Serpent’s massive body and Psychic Magnitude altogether, then released it all in one Psychic Shock. This was the Psychic Magnitude belonging to a mysterious creature from an S-class Forbidden Zone.
Every Forbidden Zone Creature possessed a Psychic Magnitude beyond ordinary imagination.
How terrifying would the release of that magnitude be?
Most crucially, within this Psychic Shock, the Scarecrow’s ability was also woven within.
Lu Xin had already experienced a hit moments before; he knew that kind of impact possessed the effect of separating a person’s consciousness from their Psychic Energy.
But that previous hit utilized only the Scarecrow’s own heavily wounded Psychic Energy.
Now, however, it was borrowing the Nightmare Serpent’s power to unleash its ability.
The difference was akin to blowing out a candle with your mouth versus using the exhaust from a jet fighter.
...
A cacophonous tearing sound ensued.
The Administrative Building behind Lu Xin was stripped away layer by layer under the assault of this Psychic Energy.
The exterior walls were wrenched off, revealing the plaster beneath what were once aesthetically pleasing brick surfaces. The plaster fell away in flaking patches, exposing raw red bricks. Then, even the bricks were scraped off piece by piece, revealing structural steel frames that stood slanted like wild grass.
The entire Administrative Building had been completely peeled bare by this horrifying force, reduced to stark, naked scaffolding.
Lu Xin stood on the platform of the building. The distorted power surrounding him had been compressed to its absolute limit.
Faced with such a terrifying Psychic Shock, even he needed...
... to raise his hand and shield his eyes.
... fearing dust might get in his eyes.
...
Undoubtedly, the Scarecrow was exerting its final, desperate frenzy. Both the magnitude of the power unleashed and the ability employed were without reservation.
The power capable of tearing consciousness from Psychic Energy was pushed to its extreme.
The entire Plaza was plunged into a scene reminiscent of the apocalypse.
...
"What’s the point of such futile struggling?"
Amidst the deafening chaos, Lu Xin’s voice rang out just as the Psychic Shock reached its peak intensity.
The Scarecrow had expended the Psychic Shock, its power beginning to wane.
Its body, which had swelled after engulfing the Nightmare Serpent, also seemed slightly deflated and withered.
Then, it heard Lu Xin’s words.
As its two glass ball eyes looked forward, an indescribable despair flooded its being...
An entire solid Administrative Building had been blasted away, leaving behind only remnants of the foundation and twisted, protruding steel skeletons. Yet Lu Xin stood perfectly unharmed atop a steel rebar rod, his feet planted firmly on the narrow perch. His clothing remained remarkably intact.
A pair of purely jet-black eyes gazed calmly at it.
The Black Particles within those eyes were peaceful, stable, and condensed like the deepest night.
Beneath that overwhelming Psychic Shock, those eyes seemed utterly unaffected, showing not the slightest ripple.
The exaggerated smile on his face remained fixed as he looked down upon it with contempt.
"Swish—Swish—Swish—"
Driven by despairing Emotion, the Scarecrow mustered its remaining Psychic Shock and hurled it all forth.
Though the formidable pressure seemingly remained unchanged, an undeniable sense of futility now pervaded its efforts.
"Hahahaha..."
But before it, the smile on Lu Xin’s face suddenly widened to its most extreme, while simultaneously, those pitch-black eyes snapped wide open.
Compared to the Scarecrow, his physical frame was minuscule, akin to a person standing before a thirty-story building.
Yet the scope of his vision was not constrained by physical form. Looking forward, he began to reshape reality.
Thus, within his field of view, everything began to transform.
Tall, crumbling stone walls and pillars gradually materialized upon the ruins of the plaza. Countless skeletons and the rusted armor of fallen soldiers layered the ground. A corner of a ruined palace erected amidst fragmented walls and ruins; upon broken stones, fragments of exquisite carvings could still be discerned. Blood-soaked weapons lay scattered and shattered on the earth, their surfaces stained with blood that would never dry.
This vestige of a massive palace was etched everywhere with signs of war and destruction. An aura of death thickened and permeated the air.
Lu Xin stood deep within this forgotten corner of the palace, upon The Steps piled high with skeletons and armor.
As if elevated on a throne, he looked down coldly upon the Scarecrow.
The Scarecrow gazed upon the shadow of this palace, its Psychic Energy beginning to quiver uncontrollably.
It seemed to want to muster the strength to resist countless times, yet under this aura, it could only lower its head further and further.
Bit by bit, it finally prostrated fully on the ground, its forehead touching the floor.
It had finally returned to a position lower than Lu Xin. 
Lu Xin's face, however, showed no decrease in its mocking expression.
Within his field of vision, Psychic Energy surged with an aura of death, weaving into strange, intricate transformations.
Creak... Creak... Creak...
Some Psychic Energy intertwined and coiled, swiftly forming black, rusted Iron Chains that tightly bound the Scarecrow.
Other Psychic Energy solidified and snapped together, forming a black platform, a tall iron frame, and within that frame, a massive, several dozen-meter-long blade held aloft by Chains. The blade slanted sharply, its cutting edge aimed at the Scarecrow’s neck from below the frame. 
It was a guillotine.
The Scarecrow's desperate struggles only made the Chains rattle loudly. 
Its head was clamped firmly in place, while the sharp blade above was raised high by the Chains.
As if imbued with infinite power, it hung poised to fall at any moment, carrying with it hopeless, despairing Fear. 
“What on earth is that?”
In the adjacent corridor, Gecko and others, who had taken cover during the Chaos, looked up and were instantly startled.
They could see many people still in the Plaza. 
These were all the individuals who had failed to hide during the Hide and Seek triggered by the Scarecrow’s power, including the Administrative Hall officials. Their bodies were unnaturally stiff, kneeling upright, heads thrust forward, and arms flung back.
Neck stretched long, as if waiting for the blade to fall.
This grotesque posture was terrifyingly horrifying. 
......
......
“He can actually pull a fragment of that ruined palace corner down to Reality...”
From the distant periphery of the Plaza, the family watched the shadow of a ruined palace flickering within the turbulent Psychic Turbulence above the Plaza, their hearts pounding violently. Father’s voice cracked with strain: “This... this defies logic...”
“Feeling that since he can execute the Scarecrow, he can execute you too, is that it?” 
Mother slowly turned around, her face expressionless as never before.
“Is this really the time for that?” Father snarled hoarsely. “His awakening at this moment... it’s Hell for anyone...”
“There’s no escape...”
Mother seemed weary, shaking her head slowly as she spoke:
“When that creature escaped, I knew it would provoke his rage. I tried to dissuade it.”
“But it didn’t listen. I don’t know who gave it the audacity to provoke like this, but I knew...”
“The awakening of Divinity was supposed to happen step by step, slowly and gently...”
“Yet now, because of its appearance, the Divinity’s awakening is faster and more violent than anyone imagined...”
......
Little Sister listened to Mother’s words, her face etched with worry, crawling anxiously nearby.
She seemed torn, wanting to rush over several times, but didn’t dare.
Father was equally frantic, shouting, “There’s truly no way? Then what do we do?”
“The solution is actually simple.” Mother murmured softly, “To prevent the excessive return of Divinity, we must awaken his Humanity.”
“The pity is... we cannot.”
“Only the orphanage's little dean in Qinggang retains the largest portion of his Humanity. If she were here, she could be relied upon. But... we cannot possibly bring that little dean to his side in such a short time. So... we can only watch...”
......
Father roared in fury, the surrounding Shadow swelling monstrously, fierce and terrifying. 
“Nonsense! Utter nonsense!”
“Worthless! Utterly worthless!”
“Are we just supposed to stand here watching? To watch and do absolutely nothing?”
“......”
Mother remained impassive, answering softly, “Yes.”
“Sometimes you must accept... that there truly is nothing you can do about many things...” Her gaze suddenly turned complex. “Besides... there’s something else I don’t understand...”
“Too coincidental.” 
“Whether it’s the Nightmare behind Black Marsh City, or the Scarecrow behind that Nightmare... their appearances are far too coincidental...”
“So coincidental it doesn’t feel like a natural occurrence. Which means this...”
She frowned deeply. “A third party may be manipulating things behind the scenes...”
......
......
As the family watched from the Plaza's edge, filled with desperate concern yet utterly helpless, the Scarecrow lay beneath the guillotine’s blade.  
Its Mental Fluctuation allowed it to perceive Lu Xin standing atop the beams of the opposite Administrative Hall Building. It also keenly sensed the sharp blade – a true instrument of death – poised above. Panic flooded it, and it finally began struggling wildly, throwing caution to the wind.
“It’s you...”
“You helped me escape the Abyss...”
“You told me of his state... so then...”
“Why won’t you help me now?”
The consciousness radiated by the Scarecrow was captured by Lu Xin, making him frown slightly. 
He seemed curious about the person surfacing in the Scarecrow’s thoughts.
But swiftly, he decided to ignore it. Nothing mattered more right now than witnessing the Execution.
He savored this feeling...
So, in his dark gaze, the scaffold grew increasingly solid and clear. The sharp blade was about to fall.
“Spare it.”
Yet, in that exact moment, a crisp, gentle voice sounded.
The instant the voice spoke, an unusual psychic force filled the entire Plaza. The falling blade abruptly halted mid-air. 
Vicious coldness flashed instantly in Lu Xin’s pitch-black eyes as he turned to look.
............
............
From one corner of the Plaza, a figure had appeared unnoticed and was slowly approaching. 
Contrary to all expectations, it was a girl: Ye Xue.
She carried a guitar on her back, serene and delicate, walking calmly into the heart of the Plaza.
On her youthful face, however, was a mocking expression far beyond her years. She gazed steadily at Lu Xin, a slight smile touching her lips:
“Number Nine, do you remember me?”
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Lu Xin gazed at Ye Xue with a strange look.
This was the first time his expression had changed since the Black Particles appeared in his eyes.
He recognized the girl who had come, yet she seemed very unfamiliar.
Of course, he still remembered this little girl, who had almost been bullied while singing.
However, he was also absolutely certain that the little girl who sang could not possibly have the ability to stop his movement just as he was about to execute the Scarecrow. Nor could she possess the ability to appear in this Plaza bearing such bizarre Psychic Energy.
What was even stranger was that she called him "Number Nine," and the way she looked at him while smiling felt deeply familiar.
That uncanny sense of familiarity touched something deep inside him.
It even made him forget to continue executing the Scarecrow; all his attention was drawn to this girl.
......
......
“Don’t you remember me?”
"Ye Xue" met Lu Xin's gaze as she walked to the center of the Plaza and came to a halt.
Her face looked young and tender, seemingly retaining a touch of the innocence and cuteness of a little girl.
Tilting her head slightly, she looked at Lu Xin with a grin and said, “I recognized you at first glance, you know. And I’ve been talking with you this whole time about the past. The times when we sang together and attended classes together in the Orphanage... have you really forgotten?”
Lu Xin was silent, yet memories suddenly flooded his mind.
He thought of when he first saw this girl, holding her guitar and singing that childhood song.
That melody had lingered in his mind ever since the one time he heard it.
So the sense of familiarity stirred by that song—it was actually real. It was truly that familiar feeling from his own experience.
"Whoosh!"
Lu Xin's body remained absolutely motionless.
Yet it felt as though a certain tide abruptly surged forward violently.
The Black Particles in his eyes began trembling anew, evoking the sensation of a dark, moist, and Fear-laden tide rising. Yet, at the same time, the smile quickly faded from his face, replaced by feelings churning together: impulse, anger, and even closeness.
Crreeeak...
That was the sound of the jutting rebars beside him, twisting under an unknown force, emitting a grating noise that set teeth on edge.
An abnormal wave of Psychic Radiation surged around him, warping the rebars into grotesque shapes.
......
"What is that?"
Beside the Plaza, Father abruptly looked surprised.
Little Sister let out a crunching sound as she bit off a chunk of wall plaster. She stared intently at Ye Xue, her expression filled with hatred.
Mother's face was grave as she murmured in a low voice, "Wait a bit longer."
......
“It really is wonderful. I never imagined that one day, I'd see you again...”
At that moment, Ye Xue seemed somewhat emotional herself. She looked quietly at Lu Xin and spoke.
Lu Xin merely trained his increasingly narrowed pupils on her, staring fixedly.
The chaotic Psychic Radiation around him swept out wildly, without pattern, like a gale that had lost all sense of direction.
Too many Emotions swelled within his heart simultaneously, leaving him unable to react immediately.
It was like a computer receiving a sudden information overload, incapable of timely processing.
Ye Xue, however, grew happier and happier in her smile. She spoke quite naturally, her tone gradually becoming tinged with wistfulness.
She spoke softly with a sigh, "Of course, the reason I didn’t expect to see you again is that I was sure I was dead. After all, I had been torn in half by you back then. I have to admit, when you walked towards us filled with rage back in the Orphanage, you were both cold and fierce, your eyes filled entirely with darkness. That look was truly very similar to the expression you had just now crossing the Plaza..."
“......”
“Actually, I’ve always wanted to ask you...”
She raised her head, smiling, and looked at Lu Xin: “After you killed us all those years ago, did you ever feel even a shred of remorse?”
Lu Xin's hands trembled, his eyes becoming somewhat vacant.
But he could not provide an answer.
Ye Xue only smiled more brightly, whispering, “Over the past few years, I’ve heard many things about you.”
“I heard you rebuilt the Orphanage in Qinggang.”
“I also heard that a while back, you encountered Little Nineteen in Central City...”
“So then..."
Her smile took on a strange tinge, seeming both mocking and accusatory: "Are you seeking redemption?"
"A monster like you, capable of feeling guilt?"
"......"
That provocative and accusatory tone, along with the words spoken alongside it, struck Lu Xin instantly.
His body suddenly convulsed violently as if something had pierced his heart.
His pupils finally focused sharply, staring straight at the girl, and he slowly spoke: "You are No. 7."
Ye Xue suddenly laughed, nodding lightly. "I'm touched. You actually remember me."
The gaze fixed upon Ye Xue finally regained that sense of familiarity.
The chaotic images in his mind flashed by like a fast-forwarding movie, finally extracting specific scenes. Two completely different faces overlapped before his eyes; the quiet, gentle girl holding a guitar gradually transformed into another figure in his vision.
She was a girl who had always seemed different from the other children back in the Orphanage.
While everyone wore identical patient gowns, she would roll up her pant legs to reveal smooth calves.
She liked to remove the top part of her hospital gown and tie it around her waist, wearing only a vest as her upper garment.
At only twelve or thirteen years old, she was already captivating, often joking—sometimes intimately—with some staff members at the Orphanage. And after she did, those staff members would soon disappear.
At the Orphanage, the children revered her, but the staff secretly called her the Demon.
In Lu Xin's Memory, she often seemed lost in thought.
Each time she drifted off, she would sit utterly still, her body like an empty shell...
...
In the deepest recess of his Memory, he recalled Lu Xin and a group of kids sneaking out of their heavily guarded dormitory one night. Suddenly, lights illuminated the darkness simultaneously; a line of people pointed guns at them, while this girl stood behind the group, laughing joyfully.
Lu Xin's Heart lurched violently, a strange Emotion flooding his mind.
"Back then..."
He struggled desperately for calm, but his voice trembled regardless: "Back then... it was you who betrayed us?"
"Giggle giggle..."
Ye Xue listened to Lu Xin, then suddenly burst into laughter as if hearing the funniest thing.
"Mhmm mhmm..."
She nodded repeatedly, smiling. "Even though it was just a child's whimsical idea, barely even a plan."
"But yes, indeed, I reported it."
Her laughter remained genuinely happy: "The thought of you all seriously discussing how to escape the Orphanage struck me as hilarious. Especially when you sought me out for consultation, hooking pinkies after every decision to promise secrecy – it was so hard to keep from laughing. I truly, truly wanted to see your faces the moment you were caught..."
"In the end, you didn't disappoint me."
"Seeing you get surrounded by the adults with guns pointed... it was absolutely, absolutely the most amusing thing in the world!"
"..."
"..."
"This is a big problem..."
"What does she actually want?"
Father stared intently at Lu Xin standing atop the ruins of the Administrative Building in the distance, seemingly sensing something.
His Fear had reached an extreme. His body surface now showed densely packed, sawtooth-like ripples, as if affected by the anger radiating from Lu Xin. He could no longer even maintain his body's stability using the Shadow.
A trace of confusion also surfaced on Mother's face: "Even I can't comprehend this..."
"Why would she appear here? Who exactly sent her?"
"..."
"..."
Ye Xue was still laughing, laughing wildly and unrestrainedly, laughing with intense happiness.
The more happily she laughed, the greater Lu Xin's suffering became.
He hadn't felt this way in so long; it seemed as if every inch of his body was being ripped open.
How much simpler it would be if all pain came only from the body.
The expression on his face mirrored the anger in his heart, his gaze locked fiercely on that woman. Even as a million impulses to tear her apart screamed within him, he still needed to ask: "You find it laughable? But back then, those children were utterly serious..."
"We grew up together. That escape pact was made to protect each other. Why did you have to hurt them?"
"..."
But he didn't ask it. Instead, with difficulty, he voiced the question that concerned him most:
"You betrayed them for the thrill of seeing panic twist their faces into something ridiculous... and it became like that..."
"So... have you ever regretted it since?"
"..."
The smile vanished from Ye Xue's face. She regarded Lu Xin with a hint of coldness and nodded gently: "Yes."
A certain emptiness seemed to settle on Lu Xin's face.
Then he heard her say slowly: "What I regret is overlooking a monster like you..."
"I never imagined you were taking that game so very seriously!"
Her expression abruptly turned icy dark. She stared intently into Lu Xin's face, declaring:
"I should have hidden myself inside that fast-running little girl! Then I should have informed..."
"She was your good friend, wasn't she?"
"I've regretted ever since... if you'd seen it was her who betrayed you... ah, your expression would have been absolutely priceless, wouldn't it?"
"..."
"Huummm——"
An expression of utter agony distorted Lu Xin's face.
Severe Auditory Hallucinations tore through his mind; a cacophony of sounds flooded in simultaneously.
He suddenly discarded all restraint. His body lurched violently forward. A powerful Distortion Field surged around him, amplifying his speed.
Leaving a trail of afterimages, he traversed twenty or thirty meters in an instant, charging directly in front of Ye Xue.
His fist clenched with immense force, driven by a furious, explosive rage, he swung it ferociously towards her face.
"Swish!"
But the fist stopped mere centimeters from striking the tip of Ye Xue's nose.
Before it, only the frightened, innocent face of a little girl remained. The woman was gone.
...
...
"What's happened? You've devolved to just brute force?"
No. 7's tone and voice came from a person crouching on the ground seven or eight meters away.
The man struggled to lift his head
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