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Chapter 131: Even in the Darkness
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Lin Lin finally understood what the giant tank in Vivian's living room was for.
A water route stretched from the riverside to the sanctuary's high walls. This desolate area lay silent under winter skies, broken only by occasional bird calls. Moonlight danced on shimmering water as Vivian plunged into the river.
Upon entering the water, his loosely braided gray-violet long hair unraveled freely. Scales began spreading from his neck downward—Lin Lin could only see them reaching below his collarbone as a shimmering silver-gray fish tail broke the surface.
Calculating the distance between Vivian's body and tail, Lin Lin estimated this merfolk measured at least three meters long.
The strikingly beautiful merfolk extended his bare arm toward the girl ashore. His nails differed from human ones, each fingertip sheathed in hard, scaly membrane.
"Come down. I'll catch you," Vivian said.
The young man's voice flowed with an eerie melody. Water droplets fell from his pearl-smooth, pure white arm. Bathed in moonlight, he seemed the only illuminated creature—a radiant being against the darkness.
Lin Lin suddenly grasped how merfolk ancestors lured humans to their doom.
Troubling thoughts surfaced. Residing in Demon King Castle amid dangerous guys, Lin Lin knew to stay cautious around Vivian.
"You won't harm us... right?"
Vivian lifted his head, inhaling the scent of fear.
Exquisite. Especially in this vast, primal setting mirroring his ancestors' realm—the river's light dampness in the air made his throat itch. Words spilled out unbidden.
"Of course," Vivian promised.
He noted how this little girl grouped the hero boy with herself—humans united against merfolk. A pragmatic, clear-headed approach. Vivian genuinely admired her wariness.
Outside school confines, even within San Marco City, restrictions loosened considerably. No wonder Vivian liked venturing out—though school authorities disapproved.
Unlike Lin Lin's hesitation, Sandy dove straight in.
An expert swimmer—he'd hidden underwater all day, after all. Soon his red hair surfaced. Sandy swept wet short hair from his forehead, shooting Lin Lin a puzzled look for her delay.
Lin Lin reasoned: Norman and Vivian were close friends. Norman personally introduced her. This merfolk wouldn't create trouble for his ally.
She clasped Vivian's snow-white outstretched arm.
Instantly, icy river water swallowed her. Cold leached her body temperature away. Lin Lin recalled those hardy winter swimmers from viral videos—impressive fitness.
Though knowing the river wasn't deep, the groundless feeling terrified her. Clutching Vivian's chest, she strained to keep her head above water.
Vivian chuckled deeply, his chest rumbling. Scales scattered unevenly across his torso—like a bare-chested man with random patches of faint scaling.
Calico cat patterns, Lin Lin mused. Maybe each merfolk bore unique markings. Her fingers brushed cold, slick scales on his back—so delicate they lifted easily under her nails. Compared to dragon scales, merfolk scales felt finer, softer.
"Lin..." The arm around her waist tightened. After a soft inhale, Vivian spoke: "Not a wise habit."
Lin Lin snapped her knuckles back, curling them into half-fists.
"Can you hold your breath?" Vivian asked.
"Ten seconds!" Lin Lin quickly replied, terrified the merfolk might drag her underwater and end her life right then.
Suddenly, she felt a colossal serpent-like pressure around her waist—the massive merfolk tail coiling around her legs to pin her down.
Never before had her legs been forced shut so tightly. The discomfort of her body being controlled this way made her tense.
This rigid posture briefly gave her the sensation of becoming a merfolk herself.
Lin Lin felt Vivian coldly sniffing her neck.
He'd never scented her before, yet today it felt excessive.
"Ten seconds is plenty," Vivian murmured against her ear.
The merfolk steadied her neck to protect her fragile throat.
Pressed against Vivian's collarbone, Lin Lin inhaled his cool-toned fragrance.
Thank heavens he carried no fishy odor in this form. She mentally praised this while criticizing the Red Dragon's sulfurous stench in its original form—like erupting lava.
Then her head was plunged underwater.
【One.】She counted silently, acutely aware of her limits and fearing she'd miss her next breath.
With her face buried against Vivian, only touch remained sharp.
Wet clothes constricted against the current, water pressing in on all sides.
Rapidly—so rapidly—the water squeezed her. By three, she'd lost all sense of time, registering only water rushing past her ears with a swollen sensation.
It might've been five seconds, or eight. When Vivian lifted her chin above water, her body reacted before her mind—gulping air in frantic gasps.
Vivian's low chuckle vibrated against her ear.
The water route proved far easier than land for reaching the sanctuary. Guiding her to where river met sanctuary edge, Vivian couldn't enter himself. He let Lin Lin climb his shoulders to vault onto the white stone railing before jumping down.
Water dripped from her body onto the ground. The Collar blocked drying spells from affecting her, but her clothes responded. Lin Lin felt moisture seeping into her cotton shirt.
Vivian tossed her perfume. She caught it with both hands: "Can I use its confusion effect?"
"Of course," he answered. "It affects others, not you."
The merfolk's misty eyes held hers, as if recalling an amusing fragment: "People distrust others, never themselves. Even those gifted at seeing through disguises overlook details through overconfidence."
Lin Lin raised an eyebrow at sudden splashing nearby.
Sandy—far fitter—swam over and flipped ashore, clearly rushing to find Sharon with no intention of partnering up.
"Uh..." Lin Lin's outstretched hand dropped awkwardly.
Hesitating, she chose the opposite direction. Somehow she knew Sandy’s intellect and luck would steer him wrong every time.
"Off I go?" she bid Vivian farewell.
The merfolk smiled: "Anticipation for your performance. Toppling two God of Light statues? Making chaos? Delightful."
"Not delightful," Lin Lin warned sternly.
Vivian and the Demon King Castle lot were peas in a pod. Had Angels not chased him to San Marco City's school for refuge, he'd likely be her colleague.
True to Vivian's words, sanctuary night breathed silence.
The river spilled into its private back garden. Sun-shaped streetlights flanked the path, their irregular circles housing twisted curves that mimicked light beams—abstract artistic beauty.
Lin Lin had once seen the dark red door of the Bishop, decorated with different patterns, as the sanctuary seemed to like such designs.
Even in winter, endless flowers bloomed in the sanctuary's back garden, their scent filling the air, so the perfume on Lin Lin was hardly noticeable.
Unlike the wild plants in the Demon King Castle, the flowers here were carefully tended and trimmed, each one kept in its best shape to greet those who came to see them.
There was no place to hide here; Lin Lin walked along the path, and though she moved quietly, she still heard her own footsteps clearly in the silence.
Compared to her, the hero was better at hiding; Lin Lin could no longer spot Sandy anywhere.
In the garden, Lin Lin met a night-shift guard—a female clergy member.
The woman's hair was tied up neatly, and her gaze was sharp and firm, so she seemed like someone who worked quickly and well.
Lin Lin had meant to slow down and avoid an encounter, but the woman clearly sensed another person and leaned over to look toward Lin Lin.
Their eyes met.
Lin Lin gripped the sleeve of her coat.
“It’s you,” the woman said, confusing her for someone else because of the perfume. “Aren’t you supposed to be inside? Why are you still in the back garden?”
“I only paused for a bit,” Lin Lin answered carefully.
“Then you should speed up,” the woman chuckled softly. “If you don’t finish your patrol on time, the Paladin's group guards will think you’re slacking off.”
“Okay.”
The perfume worked better than Lin Lin had thought. If she had known that the perfume Vivian gave her had tricky side effects and was banned in San Marco City, she might not have been so thankful to Vivian now.
Lin Lin walked faster, acting like she was hard at work, and rushed away.
The moonlight was lovely, the flowers were lovely, and the faint scent in the air was strong; all this beauty under the night sky felt like peaceful danger.
Lin Lin finally got to the garden’s edge.
Rose plants climbed the walls, pure white flowers blooming in layers, green leaves against moon-white petals. Lin Lin realized these flowers were set up that way on purpose.
The scent grew heavier.
Lin Lin kept her head down as she walked on the garden’s gravel path.
She bumped into someone.
The cold armor made Lin Lin’s forehead hurt. Though the armor wasn’t thick, its sense of Force was clear.
The person didn’t move, and Lin Lin was pushed back half a step.
Lin Lin held her forehead and looked up to see a golden-haired Knight staring down at her.
Even in the dark, the Holy Knight Commander shone like the sun: “Sorry.”
He apologized for hurting her.
Lin Lin felt very uneasy; she didn’t want to speak, afraid her voice would give her away.
She just nodded to show she didn’t mind and hurried to leave.
But the Knight Commander didn’t know her thoughts; his tall body still blocked Lin Lin’s path.
The young man looked like a big golden retriever or some popular dog, never guessing others might avoid him.
Norman's blue eyes lowered, landing on Lin Lin’s reddened forehead, then moving to her eyes and brows.
The Knight Commander frowned a little, not from anger but from puzzlement.
He had a hazy feeling, but what he saw in his eyes was sharp.
The Knight Commander tilted his head slightly, his short golden hair brushing his forehead: “What is... your name?”
Lin Lin: !!!
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She was asked for her name.
Lin Lin stood frozen, uncertain what appearance the Knight Commander saw in her that prompted such questioning.
Was she appearing suspicious to him?
Her sole comfort lay in knowing Norman's pupils likely reflected an unfamiliar face—otherwise he wouldn't have asked so bluntly. Nobles often clung to such affected decorum.
Lin Lin raised her eyes toward the Moon.
"Luna," she answered. "My name is Luna."
In another world, Luna held subtle connections to the Moon. Norman in this realm could never grasp how carelessly Lin Lin had chosen this name.
The Knight Commander repeated the name silently. With numerous clergy in the sanctuary, Norman couldn't possibly recognize every member.
He merely sensed something peculiar about this woman.
Not her attire or features—to him, she appeared an ordinary female official wearing the sanctuary's standard uniform, her expression stern.
Perhaps he'd lingered too long. Norman noticed Luna's formerly composed features tighten into a slight frown as she spoke: "Holy Knight Commander, do you require anything further? I have duties to attend."
Her voice remained clear and courteous, yet her displeasure was unmistakable.
Whether guided by gentlemanly upbringing or knightly dignity, he shouldn't disrupt a woman's work. Norman stepped aside.
"My apologies for the interruption, Miss Luna."
Lin Lin departed immediately.
Her steps lightened with increasing distance from Norman. Vivian had briefed them earlier about the sanctuary's restricted layout.
Merfolk possessed remarkable memory—even years later, his recollections remained vivid as yesterday's events.
"This is what I recall. Structures rarely change, though room purposes might differ now," Vivian had explained.
Lin Lin followed a side path into the sanctuary.
Statues of the God of Light stood everywhere. Though faceless, their solemn serenity made Lin Lin feel like an intruder in the sacred halls.
Not entirely directionless, she opened her palm to reveal a faint orange bead. Sandy had said these beads resonated—brighter hues indicated proximity.
Since she and Sandy searched opposite areas, their connection wasn't her concern.
Sharon wasn't here. Lin Lin advanced through the silent corridor.
Bathed in divine light, the night's stillness brought calm rather than fear.
At an obscure corner, she spotted a translucent sticker.
Lin Lin: ...
A pale golden sticker featuring a cartoon dog sticking out its tongue. No guessing needed—she knew exactly who'd left this years prior.
Lin Lin peeled it off casually.
Like special game rewards where collecting stickers might yield a hero's sword, she now watched for them—not crucial, but since finding the first, she'd avoid missing others.
The bead became her compass. Rotating it in her palm, she identified the strongest directional pull and followed.
To her astonishment, people were actually working overtime in the sanctuary offices tonight!
Having walked past the first floor, Lin Lin noticed a door slightly ajar among the closed doors on the second floor, a sliver of light spilling onto the ground.
By the heavens! Why! They were all believers in their deity! Couldn't they work during the day when their god appeared? Why did they have to work overtime at night?
Lin Lin, a true corporate worker, felt the Collar around her neck didn't diminish her dignity, and being on merfolk's menu wouldn't scare her. But others working overtime caused her great distress!
This sanctuary had problems; she must find a way to destroy it.
Having absorbed ample negative energy in the Demon King Castle, Lin Lin thought this way.
Each office door bore a nameplate. Lin Lin tiptoed to one door, curious which department was working overtime so late.
Reaching the office, Lin Lin read the sign:
【Finance Department】.
Well, that figured—it was year-end.
Tears welled up uncontrollably. Finance Department folks were doomed to suffer in any world or faction.
Lin Lin covered her face and hurried away.
Seconds later, the Finance Department door opened. A pale human Mage peeked out, scanning the hallway.
Had Lin Lin stayed, she'd have recognized David from Norman's team—the dual-role Mage and accountant who once promised to show her San Marco City's handsome men. Now dark circles shadowed his eyes, his face ashen, looking utterly dried up.
"What are you doing!" Multiple voices barked from inside, as if blocking an escape. "You took the money to help—no slacking!"
"I’m not slacking," David pushed his glasses up his nose. "I heard footsteps."
"Lies!" someone snapped. "Who else works this late besides us?"
"Human Resources?" David ventured.
"They overtime early month," another voice countered. "Proper management like ours? Salaries always clear by the tenth."
Ah, a premium employer. David recalled classmates' rants: pay by 10th—excellent; 15th—average; post-20th—employees curse you in secret.
David deeply regretted accepting this Finance Department gig.
He'd imagined easy money for simple tasks. Now, drowning in ledgers, David vaguely recalled promising someone something...
Something about San Marco City?
What was it? David scratched his head.
-
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Handsome! So handsome!
Lin Lin hadn't expected this delight. She beamed at portraits lining the dim corridor walls.
Clutching her bead through three sanctuary floors, scurrying like a shadowed rat yet finding no trace of Sharon, Lin Lin realized she'd overlooked one place:
The underground.
She remembered Norman taking her to the underground "Penance Room." Did this sanctuary hide uncomfortable truths from outsiders?
Oddly, Lin Lin found the lower entrance effortlessly. Even the ornate-patterned door posed no challenge.
She recalled Norman twisting the handle when the Bishop barred entry. So she tried the basement handle.
The sun emblem lit up automatically, as if the God of Light permitted her rude intrusion. The door swung open.
What Lin Lin saw was a scene of portraits hanging in the basement, each labeled with names and dates.
The dates stretched far back, nearly connecting—the death of one linked to the birth of the next. Men and women alike appeared, most strikingly beautiful.
A peculiar sight. Reaching the end, Lin Lin noticed the portrait of a youth with soft curls and a youthful face, the name beneath it clear.
Hmm. The final name belonged to the current Bishop.
Lin Lin suddenly grasped why portraits were used instead of photos—the difference was like heavy beautification.
Though the Bishop wasn’t unattractive, she knew that ordinary-looking old man never resembled this in his youth!
Realizing she’d entered a forbidden place, Lin Lin glanced at the glowing orange bead in her hand, hoping Sandy would follow the trail here too.
The underground passage seemed designed to thwart discovery. The corridor sloped gently upward.
Lin Lin tilted her head and beheld the most colossal, awe-inspiring statue of the God of Light she’d ever seen.
A holy deity. Still featureless, shrouded in a white robe, ageless and genderless—the purest embodiment of sacredness humans could conceive.
Pure white walls enclosed the space, save for an opening above the deity’s head.
Moonlight poured in, washing the deity’s head in white radiance as if light emanated from Him.
A ring of pale blue liquid encircled the statue, shallow as Lin Lin’s instep. The faint blue solution seemed to bathe in the statue’s grace, yet also resembled a binding ring.
Before the statue, Lin Lin spotted an ancient, intricate magic circle. Fresh from school lessons, she tried deciphering its purpose.
*Break this circle, and Sharon might emerge from behind the statue?*
An absurd thought, but in a magical world, anything was possible.
Distance and angle obscured her view. After a pause, Lin Lin removed her shoes to wade through the water toward the circle.
The blue liquid shimmered softly, clear and seemingly harmless as pristine lake water.
Barefoot and sockless, her feet—still pale from the river’s chill—looked clean and fair.
Just before her toes touched the liquid, a strong arm hooked her waist.
Lin Lin jerked backward, legs swinging in an arc. A hand stifled her scream before it escaped.
She froze into silence. The height difference made her feel weightless as a lifted cat.
Slowly turning, she prayed this was another sanctuary intruder, not its guardian.
Her brown eyes met the man’s moonlit silhouette—and her face fell in disappointment.
He mirrored her expression. The young man sighed.
Norman. Humanity’s Holy Knight Commander, God of Light’s blessed favorite, school-era troublemaker.
He’d thought himself unrivaled in mischief—few surpassed him and Vivian in causing chaos.
The Knight Commander reached for Lin Lin.
She held her breath, rigid, as his sword-calloused fingers traced her forehead, brows, nose bridge, lips, and chin.
He was verifying her face.
His trusted eyes had deceived him. He abandoned the deity-granted Eye of Truth for tactile confirmation.
"Lin Lin," Norman uttered slowly.
Like perfume’s spell breaking upon realizing deceit, its power waned.
Through fading bewilderment, Norman saw the woman’s delicate features clearly.
Here, at the sanctuary’s heart—blessed by the God of Light’s statue—the Eye of Truth pierced all illusions, revealing this achingly familiar human woman.
His single hand could cover half her guilty, fearful face. She blinked, radiating a silent plea: *Let this go. Pretend nothing happened.*
Classic Lin Lin. When commanding confidently, she spoke boldly; when ashamed, she willed others to act as she desired.
"Lin Lin," Norman repeated.
Then a second name:
"Lin Yi."
A third:
"Luna."
Seeing Norman’s stony expression, Lin Lin knew—he was truly enraged.
She’d never witnessed his anger. As the sanctuary’s emblem, he showed uncommon kindness to humans, witches, and creatures alike. Even harmless low-level monsters earned his mercy—sometimes even a curious touch.
"Miss Witch," Norman addressed her.
"Pray tell—how many identities remain?"
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How many identities did she have?
Lin Lin widened her eyes, her deep brown pupils looking up at the Holy Knight Commander.
Despite being sternly reprimanded by the Holy Knight Commander, Lin Lin showed no fear; instead, she moved closer to him.
Lin Lin wasn't afraid of Norman because she knew he was a good person.
Her nervousness around Norman came from her guilt.
Since arriving in this world, Lin Lin had grown better at telling who she could provoke and who she couldn't.
It wasn't just about physical strength or magical power; Lin Lin felt instinctively that some people were reasonable and low-risk to anger.
Norman clearly fit that group.
So, instead of being scared by the questioning, Lin Lin leaned in closer to the Holy Knight Commander and said, "Norman, you know..."
Naturally, she placed a hand on his arm. Lin Lin had formed this habit when acting as a little girl. She did the same with Caligo, like a pattern from her youth.
A child's approach easily built rapport.
Norman remembered her reaching out to touch the flames in his palm, sensing the magical power fluctuations innocently, and him telling her their powers matched.
That soft hand felt too dangerous now.
Norman stepped back, avoiding Lin Lin's touch. On impulse, he turned to look at the statue of the God of Light.
Norman couldn't say what he was thinking, but he did it anyway.
Under the moonlight, the deity's statue remained unchanged.
The Knight Commander picked up the long socks and short boots Lin Lin had discarded and lifted her by the waist with his other hand, his voice cold. "You shouldn't be here."
This place was mysterious even for ordinary Believers, called by the Bishop the spot most connected to the deity.
To avoid disturbing the deity, Norman had entered only a few times.
"Give me my shoes! I can walk myself!" Lin Lin struggled but was held tight.
Clearly, the Knight Commander didn't trust her; he had decided not to let her escape.
Norman carried Lin Lin into the Penance Room.
Yes, the same room she'd seen before, filled with whips and ropes.
At this time, no lunatic was doing penance.
Norman tossed her onto a cold, hard chair and tied her waist to the backrest, making it look like she faced torture.
He bound her tightly, trapping her in the chair. Lin Lin suspected he used this method on monsters.
Though she held a villain role, Lin Lin had never been treated like this by a villain.
"You don't need to punish me; I'll tell you everything!" Lin Lin spoke up in a submissive tone. "Do you know Sandy? Well, you might not. Sandy is the hero traveling with Sharon—your sister, Sharon."
Lin Lin wanted to say it all quickly, but her rambling made the Knight Commander think she was stalling.
"I need you to explain why you took a child's form and why you were inside the sanctuary," the Knight Commander said coldly.
She had already said why! He just didn't believe her!
Lin Lin felt a bit unhappy.
She remained silent for a few seconds, clearly showing resistance.
Norman also stayed silent, obviously more accustomed to silence.
The two engaged in a silent standoff.
After a while, Norman stood up and walked toward the various whips hanging on the wall.
One essence of penance is punishment—using pain to learn lessons, keeping one’s mind clear to avoid repeating mistakes.
This was essential training for Knights. Norman reserved specific time for reflection here.
His deep blue eyes skimmed the wall. Though he’d used most whips there, he couldn’t recall their sensations now.
When Lin Lin saw Norman take down a wider, pure black whip, her face paled.
*Are you kidding me? One lash from that would have killed me!*
As Norman returned, Lin Lin straightened her posture, cooperating fully.
"Hold out your hands," the Knight Commander ordered.
Lin Lin spread both palms before him. The whip’s width covered a third of her palm.
The rough leather pressed against her skin—cold and unyielding—making her stiffen.
Noticing her tension, Norman lightened the pressure on her palm.
Lin Lin sneezed.
Their eyes met.
Norman glanced down at her pale bare feet and exposed calf. The leg retracted under his gaze, hiding in her loose trousers.
Lin Lin feared cold; even in thick pants, she needed long socks.
She sneezed again.
The Knight Commander paused. Setting the whip aside, he fetched the long socks and short boots he’d brought.
When Norman knelt, Lin Lin suddenly understood his intent.
"Thank you, I can do it," she offered.
"Meaning I should untie you?" Norman’s tone remained calm as he met her eyes.
*Right. Still angry.*
Lin Lin stayed quiet.
The thick socks seemed tiny in Norman’s hands. The Paladin clearly didn’t grasp why women’s socks were so long. Hesitating, he managed to pull one sock halfway up her calf.
His rough knuckles brushed her soft skin, making Lin Lin flinch.
Staring down at his crown felt profoundly strange—a perspective entirely foreign to her.
As Lin Lin tried to withdraw,
the Knight Commander frowned up at her. Through the sock, his hand held her ankle lightly, pulling her foot onto his knee. "Don’t move," Norman commanded, his voice low.
He slid the second sock onto her other foot.
Then came the short boots.
After putting both shoes back on, Lin Lin wiggled her legs and warmed up.
"The water over there can only be touched after bathing your whole body to become purified," Norman said.
Lin Lin realized he meant the blue water encircling the statue of the God of Light: "Can't we step in that water? It's ankle-deep and looks perfectly walkable."
"...You can step in it," Norman replied.
So you need purification first? Lin Lin couldn't fathom how clean these Believers had to be to qualify as pure.
Lin Lin watched the Knight Commander return to his seat without picking up the whips again.
Norman asked, "Why did you become a child?"
"I changed after the Angel captured Caligo and me. My adult identity carries... certain disgraces. I feared punishment if brought to judgment," Lin Lin answered swiftly.
She told the truth.
Norman knew of Lin Lin's ties to underground creatures—she'd first appeared alongside a Dark Elf.
When Norman didn't interrupt, Lin Lin continued: "Caligo and I followed you here seeking help. Vivian said we'd soon remove the Collar, but breaking it requires a light-type Mage."
"Light-type Mages are rare," Norman murmured.
His words mirrored Vivian's.
"But one definitely exists," Lin Lin insisted. "The Holy Maiden."
The Holy Maiden even Norman hadn't met.
Lin Lin sighed deeply. "Believe it or not, I met your sister Sharon outside. She had your library card."
The Knight Commander remained impassive. Lin Lin wondered if he distrusted her.
"Sharon was taken by the sanctuary to replace the so-called Holy Maiden," Lin Lin said. "That's why the sanctuary bars you from seeing her."
Norman's expression stayed unchanged, dim light carving shadows across his face.
After several seconds of silence, Lin Lin spoke: "You knew."
She made her judgment.
"You knew the current Holy Maiden is Sharon. You knew her hero companions are searching for her."
-
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"My, I thought you'd last at least one night," the merfolk chimed, propping their chin on hands, their breezy tone not sounding sincere.
The Knight Commander retrieved both youngsters and handed them to Vivian. "Too much free time? Creating trouble for me now?"
"You seemed troubled—I couldn't resist helping," Vivian replied cheerfully, catching Lin Lin's fist mid-swing toward the Holy Knight Commander behind him and lowering it.
Compared to Lin Lin, Sandy observed the Knight Commander with calm scrutiny.
The moment they returned, Vivian eagerly asked, "How many stickers did you collect?"
Sandy had completely forgotten the mission.
Lin Lin proudly displayed five stickers on her arm.
Not a wasted trip after all.
"No need for disappointment," Vivian encouraged, patting their heads. "Exchanging blows with the Holy Knight Commander is impressive enough."
"I didn't land a single hit," Lin Lin raised her hand. "Sandy got captured instantly."
Sandy retorted angrily, "And you just watched! No warning at all!"
"I'm not stupid," Lin Lin countered. "Getting caught immediately or five seconds later—no difference."
"But I did trade moves with that Knight Commander," Sandy argued. "Though I've been pondering something else."
Lin Lin glanced up.
So that explained Sandy's unusual silence—actual contemplation. A stone sprouting, how delightful!
"The Knight Commander's voice sounds familiar," Sandy scratched his head. "Just like the guy who gave me my first mission at the Hero Guild."
"Which mission?" Lin Lin asked.
"Escorting Sharon from San Marco City," Sandy answered. "He wore a mask, but the voice... it resembled Norman's."
"How did he negotiate payment?" Lin Lin pressed.
"No negotiation. He paid five times the market rate upfront," Sandy recalled carefully.
Their verdict came instantly.
"It's him."
"Norman."
Lin Lin and Vivian affirmed simultaneously.
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