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Synopsis:

In the shadows where the living and the dead collide, secrets refuse to stay buried. Whispers from the Netherworld follows tales of restless spirits, forbidden encounters, and the fragile line between devotion and damnation.

Lin Chuqing thought she was an ordinary soul, but the moment she stepped into the realm of the unseen, she became entangled in stories that were never meant for mortal ears. Each encounter drags her deeper into a labyrinth of ghostly bargains, spectral desires, and chilling revelations.

Every whisper carries a warning. Every shadow hides a truth. And every choice she makes could bind her forever to the netherworld.
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Chapter 1 The Path of Vengeful Ghosts
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Xiao Ke walked along the eerie street. It was almost 10 o'clock, and the main street was still bustling with traffic. But this adjacent alley, apart from the few dim streetlights that made it seem even more terrifying, lacked any semblance of vibrancy. Her mood was as terrible as the street itself. At work, she had to constantly be wary of her manager's lecherous gaze; his greasy, fat face almost made her vomit. But what could she do for the sake of survival? She had to endure it no matter what.

But her so-called home had completely broken her heart. Xiao Ke's husband had a face that was quite charming to women, but he wasn't ambitious and was having a passionate affair with the female accountant at work. If he hadn't repeatedly begged her not to leave, she would have kicked this good-for-nothing man to Africa long ago.

Today, the street seemed a little eerie; there wasn't a single car in sight, giving Xiao Ke a feeling of being gripped tightly in her heart.

Xiao Ke had just reached a streetlamp when it suddenly went out, the sudden darkness startling her. She quickened her pace, and behind her came the creaking sound of a cheap bicycle, like the labored breathing of a dying patient.

Xiao Ke calmed down, lessened her fear, and knew that others were passing by, which lessened her anxiety considerably.

The bicycle, though slow, was still much faster than her steps. Soon, the bicycle's groans reached her back, and less than 50 meters ahead lay the still bustling main street.

The darkness made it almost hard to breathe, but Xiao Ke's mood lightened. She let out a long breath, suddenly feeling the air around her grow cold. The bicycle sounded beside her, and she glanced sideways at the person riding it.

The person on the bicycle had no head! Xiao Ke's first thought was that she was seeing things. Upon closer inspection, Xiao Ke felt as if all the blood in her body had stopped flowing; the person truly had no head. Extreme fear left Xiao Ke's legs weak, and she felt utterly powerless. Leaning against the wall beside the alley, Xiao Ke's legs moved incessantly, like a lute. She desperately covered her mouth to stifle a scream, but tears streamed uncontrollably down her face. She was terrified that the slightest sound would alert the headless man, who would then tear her to pieces.

Fortunately, the headless man on the bicycle seemed oblivious to Xiao Ke, continuing to ride forward. Reaching the end of the alley, the bicycle turned and disappeared from Xiao Ke's sight.

Xiao Ke was still reeling from the terror when a sudden "ring" startled her, causing her to scream. It was her phone ringing. Xiao Ke snapped out of her daze, frantically pulling her phone from her bag and running towards the street.

By the time she answered the call, Xiao Ke was already on the sidewalk. The call was from Lao Si. Xiao Ke cried into the phone, telling him what she had just witnessed and begging him to come pick her up. After Lao Si agreed, Xiao Ke hung up, sobbing, and glanced back at the deep, dark street, like a demon's throat, her legs still a little weak.

Xiao Ke waited for Lao Si under the streetlights. Lao Si was Xiao Ke's lover, a professor at a medical university. After discovering her husband's infidelity, Xiao Ke had been depressed for a long time. To relieve her distress, she spent her days in online chat rooms in her city. There, she met Lao Si, whose online name was "Silent Flowing East." Lao Si was knowledgeable, humorous, and steady, and quickly won Xiao Ke's favor. Perhaps out of emptiness, perhaps out of heartbreak, or perhaps wanting revenge on her cheating husband, on their second meeting, Xiao Ke obediently lay down in the bed of the charming Lao Si.

Lao Si quickly found Xiao Ke. In his arms, Xiao Ke felt warm and safe, and gradually calmed down.

Xiao Ke, lost in passion, sat on Lao Si's lap, moving vigorously, sweat beading on her alabaster skin. Lao Si's rough breathing mingled with Xiao Ke's ecstatic cries. The dim light of the bedside lamp illuminated the hungry expression on Xiao Ke's face as Lao Si's hands caressed her breasts, which throbbed wildly.

Xiao Ke was completely absorbed, having forgotten the terrifying headless man in the alley. The sense of security she felt with Lao Si made her utterly intoxicated. At this moment, she only wanted Lao Si to go deeper, deeper, and deeper still. Lao Si, his desire churning, thrust upwards like a clumsy beetle turned over. Finally, he reached his climax, sharing in Xiao Ke's blissful ecstasy. His mind was filled with a thunderous, exhilarating sensation, triggering a torrent of pleasure in Xiao Ke. Lao Si, struck by a series of thunderous blows, trembled violently, and his nectar gushed forth.

The heat subsided, and Xiao Ke, drenched in sweat, clung tightly to Lao Si, murmuring, "Lao Si, let's get married!"

Lao Si gently stroked Xiao Ke's hair and asked, "What about your husband?"

Xiao Ke sighed and said, "Divorce him. His heart isn't with me anymore anyway!"

Lao Si kissed Xiao Ke's cheek and asked, "Have you thought it through?"

Xiao Ke nodded firmly. Lao Si smiled, his lips curving upwards like a fox that had just stolen some fish.

Xiao Ke felt a chill run down her spine at Lao Si's smile, and was about to snuggle up to him when a cold glint flashed under the dim lamplight.

Xiao Ke felt a chill in her throat, and a spurt of blood shot from her carotid artery, spraying all over Lao Si's face. Xiao Ke stared at Lao Si in disbelief. His eyes gleamed with excitement, and he held a scalpel he'd somehow produced. Lao Si muttered something, but Xiao Ke couldn't hear a word he said. Deprived of blood supply, her consciousness rapidly blurred, her only reflexive gasping for breath remaining.

Throughout her hazy state, she seemed to hear the creaking of a bicycle in the alley, fading into the distance, the rider seeming familiar. Oh! With her last shred of sanity, Xiao Ke realized—the headless person was herself, the same sleeveless tank top, the same full hips encased in jeans. Xiao Ke's body slumped heavily backward, falling from the bed to the floor.

Lao Si pressed the blanket against Xiao Ke's carotid artery to prevent blood from pooling everywhere and causing him the hassle of cleaning up. A cigarette still dangling from his lips, though it had been extinguished by Xiao Ke's blood. Xiao Ke's body continued to convulse, her wide-open pupils finally dilating completely. Only then did Lao Si happily release her, letting out a triumphant whistle.

Lao Si tossed aside the blood-soaked blanket and dragged Xiao Ke by her legs toward the bathroom. "She's really heavy," he thought, "I didn't even feel it while she was moving on me." However, the fourth brother didn't care at all, because he loved Xiao Ke to the point of madness. But he wasn't sure if Xiao Ke's inner beauty matched her outer beauty, so he wanted to see for himself.

The fourth brother threw Xiao Ke's body on the bathroom floor and went to get a scalpel. He muttered to himself, "My beauty, let me see if you are as beautiful as you appear!"

The fourth brother inserted the scalpel between Xiao Ke's breasts and gently pulled downwards. A line of blood appeared on Xiao Ke's chest and lower abdomen. He discarded the scalpel, then reached into the bloodline with both hands and gently pulled to both sides. "Absolutely wonderful!" The fourth brother exclaimed sincerely, looking at the organs inside Xiao Ke's chest and abdomen.

The fourth brother's eyes shone with fanaticism, as if examining a rare treasure, and he exclaimed sincerely, "So perfect, a masterpiece of God!" His hands continued to manipulate the organs inside Xiao Ke's abdominal cavity.

The fourth brother grew increasingly excited as he examined the body, almost dancing with joy. His mind was completely consumed by Xiao Ke's inner world, and he was speechless, only repeating, "Perfect, perfect!"

Finally, he finished his examination. The fourth brother stretched his aching neck and went to the kitchen to retrieve a large cleaver. Its sharp edge gleamed menacingly. He slashed Xiao Ke's neck with the cleaver, and a hiss of blood splattered onto his face. Feeling the warmth on his face, he licked the blood from his lips. The taste of blood fueled his passion. "I love this feeling! It's even better than sex!" With several more slashes, he severed Xiao Ke's head and began to play with it. He never tired of looking at such a beautiful work of art. He even hummed an old Fei Xiang song, "Reading you a thousand times, I never tire; reading you feels like spring." As he hummed, he picked up Xiao Ke's head, went to the kitchen, and opened the refrigerator.

Inside the refrigerator were two more severed heads, with dark circles under their eyes and deathly pale, almost bluish faces. The fourth brother kissed Xiao Ke's still-open lips and placed her head inside. Looking at the other two heads with their wide-open eyes, the fourth brother smiled and said, "Don't be jealous, you are both the greatest works of art!"
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Chapter 2: A Colorful Night
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A busy night left Lao Si exhausted. Despite the thrills, he couldn't overcome his physical fatigue. Leaving behind the colorful mess on the floor, Lao Si lay down on the bed stained with black blood and fell into a deep sleep.

When he woke up, it was already dusk. Time to go to school to check on evening self-study. Reluctantly, Lao Si took a shower and then pulled a suit from the closet and put it on.

By the time he arrived at school, it was already dark. Lao Si walked around the classrooms, found nothing amiss, and returned to his office. He leaned back in his chair, turned on his computer, and entered a local chat room, searching for his next target.

The chat room was full of eighteen or nineteen-year-olds flirting and cuddling, which Lao Si found uninteresting. He didn't find any prey that suited his taste until midnight. However, he wasn't in a hurry. A good hunter needs good patience—that was his accumulated experience.

Lao Si checked the time; it was almost midnight. Going home now would obviously be too late, and he really didn't want to go. Luckily, he had a dormitory with three other teachers from out of town at the school.

Walking along the tree-lined path on campus, Lao Si was still reminiscing about Xiao Ke's exquisitely beautiful internal organs from the previous night. "Absolutely perfect," Lao Si thought to himself, genuinely praising it. He tapped his head, inwardly cursing his limited vocabulary; besides "perfect," he couldn't think of any other fresh word to describe it.

Something seemed to fly past Lao Si, startling him. Turning around, he saw only a pitch-black night, devoid of any money, and nothing but a chilling cold. Lao Si muttered, "Damn it!" and quickened his pace towards the dormitory.

He had been so absorbed in the wonderful memories of the previous night that he hadn't noticed anything amiss around him. Startled by that strange sound, he realized that tonight was unusually dark, without a single star. Even worse, there wasn't a single streetlamp on campus, perhaps due to a power outage. Only a few windows of the distant staff dormitory building shone faintly, adding to the eeriness of the night.

Old Fourth had never believed in ghosts or spirits, so he didn't care much. He started thinking about his first prey again: the principal's daughter.

Old Fourth considered himself hardworking, dashing, knowledgeable, and well-mannered. He just couldn't understand why the principal always seemed to be against him. His name should have been on the list for the last training program, but it was missing when the results were announced. This left Old Fourth extremely frustrated and filled with resentment towards the principal.

His original plan was to lure the principal's daughter to his home and lock her up for a couple of days, letting the old man experience the feeling of anxiety. Who knew this young woman had already fallen for him, and what's worse, he seemed to reciprocate her feelings. So, naturally, they made love. When the young woman asked him if he would marry her after she graduated from university, an uncontrollable urge surged within him; he wanted to dissect her and see her clearly. His wife had to be perfect, her appearance and inner qualities perfectly matched.

So he called her to the bathroom for a bath together. As she reached her climax, leaning over the edge of the tub, he pressed her head deep into the water. She struggled to grab him from behind, but his strength rendered all her efforts futile.

He watched with excitement as the blood gushed from her throat danced in the tub, staining the water a pale red, and another wave of pleasure washed over him.

But the subsequent autopsy left him somewhat disheartened. Her smoking habit had turned her lungs into two black rags. Her endless snacking habit had left her stomach riddled with ulcers. The only thing that gave him any solace was her head, so he cut it off and refrigerated it so he could admire it often.

The principal, discovering his beloved daughter was missing, was naturally frantic. Within two days, his eyes were bloodshot, and blisters appeared around his mouth, making him resemble a ghost from a horror movie. The police's inefficient investigation ultimately landed the principal in the hospital, where he hasn't been discharged yet. Thinking of this, Lao Si almost laughed gleefully. "That old bastard's really in trouble now, huh? Serves you right for making things difficult for me."

Suddenly, Lao Si felt something soft under his foot trip him, causing him to lose his balance and fall headfirst to the ground. Lying there, Lao Si felt something covered in hair on his hand. Curious, he grabbed the hair and pulled it away. In the dim light, the thing was clearly the principal's daughter's head. The eyes, with their dark circles, were wide open, staring blankly at Lao Si, filling him with terror.

In a moment of loss of control, Lao Si forcefully threw the head into the woods. There was a thud, followed by a cry of "Ouch!" Then came a rustling sound, and two footsteps quickly faded into the distance.

Normally, Lao Si would have rushed in to check, fulfilling his duty as a teacher, to see if the students were preparing for the future. But now his mind was filled with the wide-open eyes of the principal's daughter's head, and he had no time to pay attention to the students making dolls inside. "Damn it!" Was he just hallucinating from exhaustion last night? That must be it. Old Fourth turned back to what had tripped him. He took two steps toward the long, narrow object when suddenly a hand gripped his foot tightly. Old Fourth screamed in terror, losing control of himself. He quickly used his free foot to stomp on the hand holding him. After stomping more than a dozen times, the hand finally released its grip.

Old Fourth dared not linger on this terrifying path. He would rather someone discover the corpses and heads here tomorrow than be killed by a vengeful ghost. Old Fourth ran quickly toward the dormitory building, finally seeing the entrance. His heart was still pounding rapidly, like Xiao Ke's breasts heaving the night before.

Finally, he breathed a sigh of relief, but before he could exhale, he felt his collar being grabbed. The fourth brother struggled desperately forward, his throat emitting incoherent, hoarse sounds, as if he were singing Jay Chou's "Double Sticks," the indistinct words sounding like alien language: "Hmph, let go, hmph, let me go."

The fourth brother felt the collar tightening around his throat, and he was about to suffocate. His hands involuntarily gripped his throat, pointlessly clutching the clothes locked around it.

Just as he was about to suffocate, the fourth brother gave a final, desperate effort, and with a "rip," the collar was pulled off. He ran a few steps forward, then looked back to see what was behind him. He saw a tree branch swaying back and forth, with a tattered piece of his clothes still hanging from it.

The fourth brother froze, his heart finally calming down. He wiped the cold sweat from his brow and cursed, "Damn it!" He turned and walked towards the dormitory building.
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Chapter 3 A Slight Calm
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Old Fourth walked into the dormitory building, his heart still pounding with fear. His initial panic had subsided slightly. The dim yellow light made the dormitory corridor a little eerie, but it was infinitely better than the fear of the dark itself.

The walls around the corridor hadn't been painted in a long time; peeling paint was everywhere, emitting a putrid smell. Old Fourth stared at the patches of peeling paint, which formed various bizarre shapes. One piece resembled a disheveled head, its mouth agape, struggling to breathe, unable to reach its destination. The two small, intact pieces of paint in the middle seemed to be its eyes, staring intently at Old Fourth.

Old Fourth shuddered. That patch of peeling paint increasingly resembled the head of his little darling, frozen in the refrigerator. It was eerie; he almost dared not walk past that patch of paint.

To make matters worse, the corridor lights suddenly went out. The dim light filtering through the cracks in the dormitory doors cast a direct shadow on the head-shaped plaster on the wall.

Suddenly, Lao Si smelled blood. It was so familiar; it was Lao Si's favorite smell of blood, but now it made him want to vomit. The head on the wall, so resembling Xiao Ke's head, suddenly twisted, as if struggling to break free from the wall's grasp.

Lao Si's heart skipped a beat. Could it be real? Suddenly, the head flew off the wall, letting out a piercing scream that echoed through the dormitory corridor. Lao Si screamed and tried to run. But his legs completely gave way, and after taking just one step forward, he collapsed to the ground. Lao Si cursed inwardly, looking up to see the head right in front of him. A wave of dizziness washed over him, and all he could clearly see was Xiao Ke's head, its white teeth biting down towards his throat.

Lao Si's last conscious thought was, "It's over!" Then everything went black, and he passed out.

After an unknown amount of time, Lao Si felt a blindingly bright light. He heard a voice shout, "Awake! Awake!"

Touching his still-aching head, Lao Si opened his eyes and looked around. He was already in his dormitory bed. Lao Si groaned and saw Luo Yang sitting on his bed, looking at him with concern. "Could I have a glass of water?" Lao Si asked.

Luo Yang quickly poured Lao Si a glass of water and placed it in his hand. Taking the glass, Lao Si drank it down in one gulp. Luo Yang asked, puzzled, "Lao Si, what happened to you last night? If Xiao Jie Jie hadn't brought her friend to stay in our dormitory and found you lying in the hallway, you might still be lying on the floor!"

Lao Si said, confused, "Xiao Jie Jie's friend?"

Luo Yang said, "Yes!" He pointed to a thin man lying on the opposite bed reading a book.

The man, hearing him, turned and smiled at Lao Si, his bright eyes seeming to pierce Lao Si like two sharp swords, almost suffocating him.

The fourth brother dared not look any longer, shrinking away from the man's gaze and saying, "Thank you!"

The man's lips curled into a sneer, a clear mockery in his smile, his eyes filled with contempt.

For some reason, the fourth brother felt uneasy whenever he saw this man. His eyes seemed to see right through him; with just a glance, the fourth brother felt the man had already seen his naked backside.

Luo Yang, oblivious to the awkward atmosphere, introduced the man to Lao Si: "This is Xiao Jie Jie's friend. She came from out of town to visit her. Her name is..." Luo Yang scratched his head sheepishly and said, "What's her name again? I can't remember right now!"

The man smiled slightly, seemingly unconcerned, his gaze never leaving the book in his hands. He said, "Lin Feng!"

Luo Yang smiled broadly and said, "Right, right, look at my memory!"

Suddenly, there was a "knock knock" at the door, and a voice called out loudly, "Are you all dressed? I'm coming in!"

"It's Xiao Jie Jie!" Luo Yang was too lazy to open the door and said, "Come in, everyone's naked!"

The door creaked open, and half a handsome face peeked in. Dark eyes scanned the dormitory before the door was pushed open and entered.

As soon as Xiao Jiejie entered, she yelled at Luo Yang, "Weren't you naked? Show me!" Then, turning to the grim-faced Lao Si, she said, "What's wrong with you? Why sleep in the hallway in the middle of the night when you have a bed? Comfortable, huh?"

Lao Si chuckled twice but didn't say anything. Xiao Jiejie said to Lin Feng, "Hey~ Old classmate, you haven't picked up any bad habits from these two, have you? Come on, I'll show you around!"

Lin Feng put down his book and said, "It's an honor to have a beautiful lady as my guide!" He then greeted Luo Yang and Lao Si and followed Xiao Jiejie out.

Lao Si looked at Lin Feng, now out of sight through the door, and felt a sense of relief. Facing this man had always made him feel an invisible pressure, constantly unsettling him.

"Trying to be profound, huh, Lin Feng?" Xiao Jiejie said to the furrowed brows of Lin Feng.

Lin Feng shook his head and laughed, "Why am I playing the deep one with you? It's just that none of the people living in that dorm were good!"

Xiao Jiejie scoffed, "Yeah, that Luo Yang. His eyes practically turned green when he saw me. Humph, he's been pursuing me for ages!"

Lin Feng's expression turned serious. "I advise you to keep your distance from them. That Luo Yang has problems too. Last night, that fourth brother was lying in the corridor. If I hadn't happened to be here, I doubt he would have woken up. Actually, I wasn't planning on saving him."

Xiao Jiejie asked, puzzled, "Why? The fourth brother seems like a nice guy!"

Lin Feng sighed and said, "I can save him once, but not every time!" Seeing that Xiao Jie Jie didn't understand, Lin Feng said, "He's being haunted by a vengeful ghost, his body shrouded in immense resentment and yin energy. And that Luo Yang, his eyebrows droop downwards, and his mouth is downturned; even when he smiles, he looks miserable. Appearances are innate, but the black aura emanating from his forehead proves he already has a 'deadly look,' he won't live much longer!"

Xiao Jie Jie was startled. Lin Feng had helped solve many paranormal events during his university years, and she had even witnessed several of them herself. Lin Feng's words clearly carried weight with her, but she still asked with some disbelief, "Is it really that serious?"

Lin Feng said, "Ten times more serious than that! There's something wrong with this school building!"

Xiao Jie looked at the school building standing in the center of the school, looking left and right but unable to see anything wrong. Lin Feng pointed to the building and said, "Look at how this building is constructed. The three annexes next to the main building radiate out in three directions. If you looked at it from the air, what would it look like?"

Xiao Jie thought for a moment and clapped her hands, saying, "It's the Chinese character for 'person'! What's wrong with that?"

Lin Feng pointed to the wall surrounding the school and said, "And what about this square wall?"

Xiao Jie blurted out, "The character for 'prisoner'!"

Lin Feng nodded and said, "It is the character for 'prisoner,' and the main gate faces north, directly opposite a corpse-filled area. There are also so many locust trees planted in the school. Locust trees are considered ghost trees, easily attracting ghosts and gathering yin energy. There's definitely a problem!"

Xiao Jie Jie was frightened by Lin Feng's words. Despite the bright sunshine, she felt a chill and unconsciously moved closer to Lin Feng, saying, "Don't scare me."

Lin Feng picked up a small clump of soil from the roadside, smelled it, and said, "A rotten smell. That's right, your school is basically one big passageway, but where's the exit?" Lin Feng stood up, clapped his hands, looked around, and finally fixed his gaze on the faculty dormitory building they had just walked out of. He muttered, "Such a heavy yin energy!"

Xiao Jie Jie shuddered and followed Lin Feng's gaze, feeling increasingly uneasy about the faculty dormitory building.

Lin Feng hesitated for a moment and said, "Do you have class this afternoon?"

Xiao Jiejie said, "Yes, it's my turn to be on duty tonight, and I have to come and check on evening self-study!"

Lin Feng's expression changed. He said, "I'll come with you tonight. From now on, you need to ask the department leaders for leave, and you absolutely cannot step into the school after midnight."

Xiao Jiejie turned pale with fright and said, "You shouldn't stay in that dormitory anymore. It was too late last night, so I made you stay there. Stay at my place tonight!"

Lin Feng patted the dirt off his hands and said, "I'd love to." He then smiled mischievously.
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Chapter 4 Heart-Pounding Trembling
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With Lin Feng beside her, Xiao Jie felt much more at ease. To be honest, if Lin Feng hadn't been there, Xiao Jie wouldn't have come at all. Although the campus was brightly lit, Xiao Jie still couldn't help feeling terrified. This feeling was especially strong when walking into the dark corridors.

Lin Feng squeezed Xiao Jie's hand tightly and headed towards the second floor of the teaching building.

The second floor housed the classrooms, and the lights shining from them made Xiao Jie breathe a sigh of relief. Lin Feng waited at one end of the corridor for Xiao Jie to check each classroom. Lin Feng opened the window at the end of the corridor, letting in the warm night breeze. But before him stood the staff dormitory building, dark and lifeless.

Lin Feng squinted, carefully examining the staff dormitory building, feeling as if it were shrouded in a dark aura. The warm night breeze from a moment ago had now turned bone-chillingly cold. Lin Feng shivered; he found himself next to a low, thatched hut. A faint light from an oil lamp and the sound of a child crying emanated from within.

Lin Feng was startled. A woman's voice came from inside: "Honey, if this continues, the whole family will starve! You have to think of something!"

A rough voice roared from inside: "Think of something my foot! For miles around, even tree bark has been stripped and eaten! Where am I supposed to find a solution?"

Lin Feng peered through the window. On the kang (heated brick bed) sat a woman, constantly trying to soothe a child in her arms, her brow furrowed in worry. Opposite her sat a bearded man, his open shirt revealing a gaunt, bony chest.

The woman sighed, looking at the child with pity. The man's eyes gleamed with a predatory light as he looked at the child in the woman's arms, muttering, "Damn it, haven't had meat in ages."

The woman was startled. Seeing the man staring intently at her child, her face turned deathly pale. She clutched the child tightly to her chest, saying, "No matter what, you can't lay a hand on the child! You're a human being, not a beast!"

The woman's words ignited the hunger in the man's stomach. His bloodshot eyes bulged like saucers. He stared intently at the child's exposed little arm, saying, "If we're so hungry, even our own parents will have to cook us!"

The woman cried out in terror, "No!" The man pounced on her like a ravenous tiger.

The woman fought frantically with the man, clinging tightly to the child. The man raised his hand and slapped the woman twice across the face, leaving her dizzy and disoriented. But the woman still clutched her child tightly. The man growled, "Give it to me!"

The woman pleaded, crying, "Husband, you can't do something that will get you struck by lightning! If you want to eat, eat me!"

The man raised the wooden stick that was lying across the headboard and brought it down hard on the woman's head. A red flower bloomed on her forehead, and she fainted. The man snatched the child from her arms, his eyes burning with greed as he looked at the crying child.

The man picked up the child and turned to walk towards the kitchen. Immediately, the child's piercing cries filled the kitchen, the ear-piercing screams echoing through the night. The cries stopped abruptly halfway through, leaving only the clanging of a cleaver on the cutting board.

The woman on the kang (heated brick bed) slowly woke up. The man opposite her picked his teeth contentedly.

The man pushed a plate of meat in front of the woman and said, "Eat." The woman stared blankly at the meat on the plate, saying nothing.

The man sighed, turned his head away, and soon began to breathe heavily.

The woman sat on the kang (a heated brick bed), her eyes vacant, lost in thought. The wick of the oil lamp burned to the end, hissed softly, and went out with a wisp of smoke.

The woman staggered off the kang, went to the kitchen, and after a while returned, stood by the kang, staring blankly at the sleeping man.

The man, having finished eating, rolled over contentedly in his sleep. The woman raised the kitchen knife in her hand and brought it down on the man.

The man let out a scream of agony, "Ah!" Before the sound could even fully escape the room, a second blow severed his throat. All the pain was swallowed back down. The woman's eyes were like lightning, her hair disheveled, her face covered in blood streaming from her forehead, like a demon from hell.

Gradually, the man stopped breathing. The woman dropped the knife, its blade now chipped, and collapsed onto the kang, like a lump of mud.

The man's head was almost severed from his body by the crazed woman, held together only by a thin sliver of skin. His terrified eyes stared at the roof of the thatched hut, unable to believe even in death that the usually docile woman could be so insane.

Outside, Lin Feng shivered in the wind, unable to move, his blood seemingly frozen. He saw the woman take a red rope from a cupboard and hang it from a beam in the roof, tying a knot.

The woman hung the rope, scooped up the man's blood, and smeared it on herself. Soon, her entire body was crimson, and she let out meaningless laughter. She walked to a stool under the beam, climbed up, placed her head in the red rope, and muttered, "I want everyone to die. My child is gone. I want everyone to die." With a stomp of her foot, she overturned the stool with a crash.

Lin Feng was terrified. He didn't know how this country woman knew this most sinister way to die. He smeared his entire body with blood, casting the most vicious curse with his own life.

Lin Feng suddenly realized he could move again. He couldn't let this woman die like this, otherwise the people of this land would never have peace, and they would all die tragically. He gripped the window frame, one foot on the windowsill, ready to climb in.

Suddenly, someone grabbed him tightly from behind. Xiao Jie's voice, hoarse with panic, cried, "Lin Feng, what are you doing?"

Suddenly, the hut vanished, the man's corpse disappeared, only the woman's body swaying on the rafters and her malevolent eyes remained before Lin Feng's eyes. Lin Feng found himself clinging to the window of the school building, one foot already on it.

Lin Feng hurriedly let go and climbed down. Everything that had just happened was an illusion, but it felt so real that he couldn't help but believe it.

Xiao Jie released him only after seeing Lin Feng had climbed down. Lin Feng turned around, his forehead covered in cold sweat. He saw Xiao Jie Jie's eyes brimming with tears, her full chest heaving rapidly; she was clearly terrified.

Lin Feng breathed a sigh of relief, thinking how close he'd come to disaster. He glanced at his watch; it was already 11 o'clock. Lin Feng grabbed Xiao Jie Jie's hand and said, "Let's go home first!"

Sitting in the living room, Lin Feng took a drink from the refrigerator and gulped it down. Xiao Jie Jie asked, "What were you doing just now? Was something bothering you that made you want to jump?"

Lin Feng recounted the hallucination he'd just experienced, still seeming shaken. Xiao Jie Jie asked worriedly, "What should we do?"

Lin Feng gently patted his head and said, "Can you look up your school's records? See what this place was used for before!"

Xiao Jie Jie thought for a moment and said, "I'll try!"

Lin Feng stretched and said, "That's it. I'm exhausted. I'm going to sleep!" He walked into Xiao Jie Jie's bedroom and collapsed onto the bed.

Xiao Jiejie immediately rushed in, grabbed Lin Feng by the neck and shook him, roaring like a shrew, "Get out! Your home is the sofa!"
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Chapter 5 Breakfast in the Kitchen
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When Lin Feng woke up, Xiao Jie Jie had already gone to work. A note was left on the table that read, "Breakfast is in the kitchen." After washing his face and brushing his teeth, Lin Feng unceremoniously grabbed a fried dough stick and started eating it. After finishing a carton of breakfast milk, Lin Feng felt refreshed. Thinking that he hadn't even explored the city yet before encountering this damned situation, he decided to take the day to wander around.

Lin Feng strolled around aimlessly. Although it was a very unfamiliar city, he wasn't worried about getting lost; he was always confident in his sense of direction.

The lush flowers and plants along the sidewalk vied for attention, blooming eagerly in the sun. Lin Feng greedily admired the vibrant colors, and the surrounding scenery seemed somewhat familiar. Suddenly, he looked up and saw Xiao Jie Jie's school right there on the roadside. Lin Feng was stunned; how had he unknowingly ended up here?

Lin Feng sat down on a bench in front of the woods next to the school, once again looking at this strangely peculiar school.

A cough sounded beside Lin Feng, and an aged voice said, "Young man, may I sit down next to you?"

Lin Feng looked up and saw a tall, thin old man. Although time had etched its marks on his face, his back was still ramrod straight.

Lin Feng quickly moved aside and said, "Please, sit down!"

The old man nodded approvingly and sat down next to Lin Feng. Seeing Lin Feng intently looking at the campus, the old man's face showed surprise. He asked Lin Feng, "Young man, what are you looking at?"

Lin Feng said with an "Ah," "Just looking around, nothing!"

The old man smiled mysteriously and said, "Really? Don't you think there's something strange about this place?"

Lin Feng was startled. Had he encountered a master?

The old man stared intently at the schoolyard, his cloudy eyes revealing a deep-seated hatred. He slowly said, "Young man, would you like to know what happened here?"

Lin Feng nodded, eager for this opportunity. He hadn't expected to stumble upon someone who knew.

The old man's facial muscles twitched involuntarily. "That happened sixty years ago," he said. "I was just a child then! I lived here. Back then, this was a village, with only about two hundred people. Years of famine and war left everyone impoverished."

The year the disaster struck, Gou'er was nine years old. The prolonged hunger had left the adults in the village emaciated, but strangely, the children under ten were all plump and healthy.

One morning, the village chief went to Erzhuzi's house at the village entrance to discuss whether he could find a way to save the villagers. Erzhuzi was the only person within a fifty-mile radius who had ventured out into the world for several years; perhaps he could offer some help.

The village chief called out twice outside Erzhuzi's thatched hut, "Erzhuzi! Erzhuzi?"

There was no response; only intermittent creaking sounds came from inside. The village chief frowned. People were practically starving, and he was still messing around with his wife.

A thought struck him. He tiptoed into the yard and went to the window of the thatched hut. Erzhuzi's wife was famously beautiful in the neighborhood; her large eyes seemed to drip with water, and her full breasts had long been the village chief's object of desire. However, Erzhuzi's wife never gave the village chief the chance to indulge his lust, leaving him quite frustrated. Now, even if he couldn't get anything, at least he could feast his eyes.

The village chief slowly peeked out the window. Hanging from the rafters was Erzhuzi's wife, her body covered in blood, swaying back and forth. The intermittent creaking sounds were from the rafters supporting her body. Erzhuzi's wife's tongue was sticking out halfway, her eyes fixed on him. In a panic, the village chief slammed his head against the window.

After a long pause, the village chief mustered his courage and went to the front door, pushing it open. Erzhuzi lay on the bed, his body sprawled on the kang (heated brick bed), his head drooping, only a thin sliver of skin connecting him to his neck. On the table was a bowl of some kind of meat, strangely reddish.

The village chief swallowed hard; his hunger was completely aroused by the meat. But looking at the horrific scene in the house, he dared not move.

After hesitating for a while, the greed of his hunger finally overcame his fear. The village chief carefully walked around the woman's corpse, unable to bear looking at Erzhuzi's drooping head on the kang. He grabbed the meat from the bowl and began to eat it greedily.

The meat was smooth and flavorful, not greasy at all. After one bite, the village chief couldn't control himself, constantly grabbing more meat from the bowl and stuffing it into his mouth. He had never eaten such delicious meat before. While eating and praising the meat, Erzhuzi wondered where he had found such good meat. Damn it, the man was dead now; there was no way to ask him anything.

In a few moments, the village chief finished the last piece of meat in the bowl. He even picked up the bowl and greedily licked the remaining broth. Satisfied, the village chief put down the bowl, turned around, and suddenly saw that the woman hanging from the beam had turned her head and was staring at him with malice. The village chief's heart tightened, and he jumped in fright, knocking over the table. The bowl on the table fell to the ground and shattered into pieces.

Now that he had filled his stomach, the village chief felt a renewed sense of fear and hurriedly ran outside. Once in the yard, the village chief finally breathed a sigh of relief, noticing that the kitchen door was ajar. A thought struck him: perhaps he could find some leftover meat to take back for his wife and children to have a good meal.

Pushing open the kitchen door, the ashes under the stove still glowed faintly, and wisps of steam and the aroma of meat wafted from the pot. Blackened bloodstains covered the counter and the floor.

The village chief was overjoyed and quickly lifted the pot lid. Inside, the head of a child less than a year old had been boiled raw, the face covered in sores, but the child's eyes stared at him, a faint smile seemingly lingering on the lips.

The village chief finally understood what he had just eaten; his stomach churned, and he almost vomited. Suppressing the urge, he put the lid back on.

Stepping outside into the yard, the village chief stood there blankly for a long time, the lingering aroma of the meat still in his mouth. It didn't feel so nauseous anymore. Remembering the taste, he stomped his foot angrily, then turned and went back into Erzhuzi's house.

Before everyone had gotten up, the village chief wrapped Erzhuzi's wife's body in a blanket and ran home as fast as he could.

That evening, watching his wife and son wolf down their food, the village chief's face broke into a long-lost smile.

In the cellar lay a body missing a leg—the corpse of Erzhuzi's wife.

"Enough to eat for several days," the village chief thought contentedly. Erzhuzi's house had been burned to the ground; no one would have imagined that Erzhuzi's wife would fill their own family's stomachs.

The next day, the village chief went to the cellar again, only to find Erzhuzi's wife's body gone. He stood frozen, knife in hand. Could a corpse have run away? Or had someone, driven by hunger, stolen it? It must have been stolen.

From then on, the village chief began to watch the villagers closely, seeing everyone as a potential corpse thief. A sinister glint shone in everyone's eyes, sending chills down one's spine.

Life seemed unchanged; every day brought only hunger. The village chief could never forget the taste of human flesh. Gradually, he noticed that the village children were all fair-skinned and chubby, and his own son was especially robust. Even though he ate less than an ounce of food a day, the child was still energetic and never complained of hunger.

The unbearable hunger finally led the village chief to decide to kill his own son first. His son was already 10 years old; killing him would be enough to feed the two of them for many days.
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Chapter 6 Killing Someone Else's Child
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After making his decision, the village chief planned to act that very day. If he killed someone else's child and they found out, he would be finished. Therefore, he had no choice but to kill his own child to satisfy his hunger.

The village chief led his son to the kitchen in the backyard.

"Dad, why did you call me here?"

"Son, Dad has something good for you. Look for it yourself first. If you find it..."

"Is it meat again?" The son's face flushed with excitement; the meat he had eaten a few days ago was still unforgettable.

"Yes, eat it when you find it."

The son happily searched everywhere. He rushed to the pot, lifted the lid—nothing. He opened the cupboard—still nothing. Just as he turned to ask where the meat was, a stick, whistling through the air, struck him hard on the head.

The son fell to the ground with a thud. He didn't understand what he had done wrong that his father was punishing him. "Dad!" the son cried out in despair, as the stick fell on his head again.

Blood splattered from the son's forehead, tears streaming down the village chief's face. He murmured, "Son, I'm sorry. For your mother's and my sake, go in peace." He closed his eyes and struck his son's head again with a heavy blow. White and red welts appeared on the son's head, his wide eyes seemingly unable to believe his father would beat him to death.

The village chief pushed a bowl of meat towards his wife, saying, "Eat!"

The woman swallowed hard and said, "Give some to our son."

The village chief suddenly became agitated. "Eat what I tell you to eat! Our son has already eaten!"

The woman was startled and asked, "Where is he?"

The village chief smacked his lips on his pipe, which was filled with withered yellow leaves. The room reeked of acrid smoke, thick smoke shrouding the village chief. He said, "He probably went to play at the village entrance. He'll probably be back later. You eat, I told him to eat first!"

The woman believed him and wolfed down her food. Halfway through, she suddenly froze.

She picked out a piece of meat; on it was a dark brown birthmark. She finally realized she was eating her son's flesh. The enraged woman slammed the remaining meat over the village chief's head, tearing at him like a mad tiger.

The village chief endured the woman's attacks, head bowed, silent. After a moment, the woman murmured, "I want my son, I want my son."

The next morning, the village chief found the men all looking distressed, but none complained of hunger. What terrified him even more was that only one child remained in the entire village; the rest were nowhere to be seen.

The men had all gathered at the village entrance. The village chief finally understood: the previous night, all the men had killed their own sons to fill their stomachs. The only one who escaped unscathed was Gou'er, who had gone to play in the mountains yesterday and gotten lost, only returning in the morning, thus avoiding a fatal blow.

Why such a coincidence? The men discussed this at the village entrance, their hearts filled with unease.

Gou'er was playing alone outside the village; none of his playmates from yesterday had come today.

He wanted to go back to find them when a Taoist priest approaching him grabbed him. After scrutinizing Gou'er for a long time, the priest asked, "Would you like to come with me?"

"Why should I go with you? My mother is waiting for me!"

The priest sighed deeply and said, "What a tragedy! Come with me, and I guarantee you'll have enough to eat. If you want to go back to see your mother, you can secretly come with me to your village!"

Food was an irresistible temptation for Gou'er, and he agreed.

As the priest passed through the mountains near the village, he discovered a powerful, overwhelming resentment emanating from the village, which his Taoist magic couldn't dispel. That night, the Taoist priest secretly entered the village to investigate and discovered that every family had killed their own child to eat. When he met Gou'er, he couldn't bear to see him return to feed others.

Gou'er went with the Taoist priest and didn't return to the village for eight years. When Gou'er returned, all the women were gone, only the men were gathered under the large locust tree at the village entrance. Their eyes gleamed with a greenish light, their bodies were covered in holes, oozing red or green liquids. Their mouths were wide open, their tongues unusually long, and glistening saliva dripped from the corners of their mouths.

Upon seeing Gou'er and the Taoist priest, all the men rushed towards them like wild beasts. The terrified Gou'er saw the village chief and his father among them.
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