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​
So frustrating!
Though unharmed physically, she still felt annoyed after being kicked out for testing black Force.
In the city center, Lin Lin ate heartily from her lottery-won seafood buffet, stewing in resentment.
Her mood remained poor that day. She lingered at the buffet hall to console herself, delaying her return to Demon King Castle past sunset for the first time.
Night embraced the town as streetlights blinked on across the darkness.
Unlike Dark Creatures of Demon King Castle, humans preferred brightness. Their cities glowed with well-lit rooms and streets—a familiarity that mirrored Lin Lin’s modern habits.
This sense of déjà vu peaked when she spotted the boss scolding a young bartender.
Yep, that flustered expression screamed "newbie still learning the ropes and getting torn apart by the superior." Lin Lin saw her past self in him.
Diligent? Sure. Serious? Absolutely. Yet that confused look betrayed someone yet to be hardened by society.
The buffet restaurant ran a proper setup, complete with a stage for live singers.
The musician strummed a lute like Moon Elves did, but humans clearly conjured warmer, livelier moods.
Couples and families filled most seats, leaving Lin Lin’s window spot feeling solitary.
Alone at her small table, she listened to the music in silence.
When the downcast young man passed by, Lin Lin ordered wine.
Though buffet-style, drinks cost extra. His sad expression instantly brightened at this surprise order right after the scolding.
He served locally famous Sel wine—a clear drink brewed from Sel plant seeds. Its sweet, mellow taste pleased Lin Lin; she took one sip, then another.
Local revelry thrived here. After the singer launched into a cheerier tune, a slim-figured girl danced briefly onstage, drawing applause.
Lin Lin limited her intake, wary of drunkenness. Three small cups revealed the drink’s strong aftereffect, so she stopped to focus on the show.
She savored this vibe. Maybe, as the otter girl in Demon King Castle’s infirmary said, social animals relax best among their kind.
One song ended, another began. Noticing the late time, Lin Lin headed for the exit.
Outside, she spotted a man lighting a cigarette, his gray-brown long hair braided as he looked down.
The cigarette glowed crimson between his fingers, stark against the night.
Oh—the boss who’d lectured that bartender.
He glanced up, removed the cigarette, and asked Lin Lin, "How was the food?"
His voice stayed raspy but lacked its earlier harshness.
Lin Lin nodded. "Quite good."
After a pause, she added, "Service was great too. Very attentive."
The boss’s lips quirked. He knew she’d witnessed his tirade.
"That’s my kid brother," he explained. "Spoiled rotten at home. Useless at everything—clumsy as hell out here."
Lin Lin: ...Wow.
Her sympathy instantly waned. Instead of a fellow downtrodden worker, he was the boss’s own flesh and blood.
Lin Lin exchanged a few words with him, and the boss's cigarette remained clamped between his fingers, unmoved.
It was quite peculiar. Members of other races rarely smoked; nearly all the smokers Lin Lin had seen were human.
Though everyone knew smoking harmed the body, humans—whose lifespans were shorter than other races—struggled to kick the habit.
Lin Lin bid farewell to the boss.
Seeing her alone, the boss offered to call a carriage. But spotting the Mage's magic wand in Lin Lin's hand, his expression shifted to understanding, and he said no more.
Lin Lin walked some distance before turning back. There stood the man's figure beneath the streetlight.
Under the ink-black sky, the streetlamp cast a warm beam. The cigarette had returned to the boss's lips. When he saw Lin Lin turn, he waved.
Lin Lin waved back.
She watched the man exhale mist into the cold breeze.
The night air was chilly; Lin Lin’s breath also formed wisps of white fog.
Truthfully, Lin Lin had never liked the smell of smoke.
Yet encountering this disliked thing from her modern society here—that subtle familiarity—made this world feel more real.
Past and present intertwined.
Ah, this was the ordinary human society she knew.
-
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Lin Lin returned to the Demon King Castle, surprised by the unusually grand welcome.
"Did you all do something to upset me today?" Lin Lin's intuition flared.
"We did nothing," the Demon King answered. "Lin, why would you think that of us?"
Something was wrong!
Normally, such a question would make him protest loudly. But now he used a rhetorical question—he was guilty!
Lin Lin shifted her suspicious gaze to Felix.
The Dark Elf shrugged, deftly taking the books from her hands. "Haven't we always treated you well? Such suspicion wounds us."
As Felix neared Lin Lin, he subtly sniffed the air, checking her scent. Surprise flickered in his eyes. "You drank?"
Though Lin Lin didn't avoid alcohol, she rarely sought it out. Felix narrowed his eyes.
"Yeah," Lin Lin replied, following his topic, "I wasn't in the best mood."
Instantly, alarms went off not just in the Demon King and Felix's minds, but even Orion's—who'd been maintaining silence to stay unnoticed.
If the meeting's speculations were true—that Lin Lin's outing was a date with someone she liked—this meant her date had failed!
Excellent news!
The Demon King and Dark Elf exchanged a glance, signaling to probe deeper.
Orion slowly covered his face beneath his helmet, praying Lin Lin would spare him when the truth emerged.
In a flash, Felix sidled up to Lin Lin, oozing concern. "Huh? You seemed fine when you left! Did someone upset you?"
Within the Demon King Castle, Felix engaged in the most casual chatter with Lin Lin. His strength lay in providing emotional value—he didn't always share her views, but he excelled at showing solidarity.
“None,” Lin Lin shook her head. “I was kicked out of the Church of the God of Light.”
For a moment, not only the candidates but even the monsters shorter than Lin Lin's knees grew agitated.
Humiliation! A grave insult! How dare the Church of the God of Light treat her this way!
Lin Lin’s perspective differed from the others in the Demon King Castle. She mainly felt awkward about being invited in only to face an embarrassing situation due to not being light-type.
Yet everyone in the Demon King Castle saw it as a profound disgrace. Lin Lin could almost see the dark aura suddenly erupting behind the monsters.
Lin Lin thought: ...I shouldn’t have mentioned it. This feels like heading into a terrible mess.
The considerate Felix wrapped an arm around Lin Lin’s shoulder. "Come now, tell me who dared do this."
Though Felix hadn’t revealed his intentions, Lin Lin spoke first: "It was just a misunderstanding that turned awkward. Don’t hurt innocent people."
No matter how much the Demon King and Felix probed, Lin Lin refused to name which Church of the God of Light was involved.
She even made them swear not to harm any living beings.
The two troublemakers rolled their eyes while promising, their absent-minded expressions betraying their scheming.
Lin Lin sighed heavily and scanned the room, her gaze settling on Orion trying to slip away unnoticed.
The towering Skeletal Knight froze mid-step upon hearing Lin Lin’s voice behind him:
"Orion... you’re the most reliable one here."
The Skeletal Knight turned stiffly.
-
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Though braced for it, Lin Lin still facepalmed at the truth.
Why did this group always have such bizarre ideas?
Your Majesty the Demon King remained oblivious to Lin Lin’s exasperation, even kindly warning her that human children would be short-lived.
"Human kids live at most a hundred twenty years."
When Your Majesty the Demon King said this, Lin Lin’s mind blanked momentarily.
Why was she reduced to seriously discussing this with these idiots?
Besides, she didn’t even have a boyfriend, let alone consider children.
"Honestly, humans living a century seems plenty," Lin Lin stated objectively.
"Eh? Unacceptable!" Your Majesty the Demon King propped his chin, studying Lin Lin. "If the child only lives a hundred years, what becomes of you?"
Lin Lin hummed, puzzled. "Why would I care? I’ll be dead by then."
Silence gripped the room for two seconds before chaos erupted.
"What! Lin! You plan to die?!"
Lin Lin’s patience snapped. "Of course I’ll die! Just not today!"
Why did these guys look ready to mourn her tomorrow?
"Actually," said Orion, who understood Lin Lin best, "we assumed you’d live five or six centuries. You could become undead... perhaps?"
Orion caught himself before saying "Skeletal Knight," substituting "undead" for Lin Lin’s sake.
Lin Lin retorted, "Implying I’m talentless? Maybe I could be a Knight."
Orion replied flatly, "Those who can’t ride horses alive won’t learn dead."
Lin Lin yielded. "Fine."
"Or let Damonis turn you into Blood Clan," Felix suggested. "But then no sunlight or silver jewelry. You’d also have to call him Father."
Lin Lin grimaced. "I refuse."
Unlike the others, Your Majesty the Demon King grew uncharacteristically quiet.
Lin Lin saw half his pale face shadowed in darkness, radiating fragile sorrow.
Ah, even the Demon King felt melancholy discussing mortality.
Lin Lin patted his shoulder. "That’s all future talk."
The black-haired lamb lowered his head, conflicted. "But if Lin’s child doesn’t resemble her... what should I do..."
What nonsense are you fretting about?!
Lin Lin slapped him.
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Lin Lin knew she absolutely couldn't follow their line of thinking because she could never fully understand it.
Even after repeated self-reminders, Lin Lin still lost her composure each time due to the shocking perspectives of those in the Demon King Castle.
What stunned her further was that after their last conversation, the Demon King finally seemed to realize Lin Lin had no intention of becoming an undead accountant or Blood Clan member—she was perfectly content as herself.
Though light-type magical power and signing a pact with the Demon King naturally slowed her aging, it wasn’t a true potent agent.
Your Majesty the Demon King began hunting for books on professional human care.
Lin Lin genuinely feared he’d next attempt brewing immortality elixirs.
That morning, the wind slime delivered a newspaper where Lin Lin spotted Church updates.
"*Breaking! Overnight Baldness Strikes God of Light Statues in Three Major Cities! Who’s Behind This Despicable Act?*" Lin Lin read the headline flatly.
After reciting it, she glanced at her breakfast companions.
The Dark Elf ducked his head to avoid her gaze, while Your Majesty the Demon King beamed, chin lifted triumphantly.
How convenient—one look revealed the culprits.
Lin Lin’s gaze lingered on the shaved statue of the God of Light... Hmm, his skull was quite round.
Reading further, she found clergy accusations against Demon King Castle. They dismissed the castle’s involvement, blaming instead the trendy "Demon King Castle" brand for corrupting youth, claiming it drove attention-seeking stunts and insulted the Church.
The report added that clergy urged parents to avoid buying Demon King Castle merchandise.
What! Cutting off my income?
Lin Lin’s calm expression darkened.
Though feigning disinterest, Felix had been watching her. When her stare pinned him, he raised his head defiantly.
He shoved his unfinished vegetable salad aside, abandoning all pretense.
"I did it. So what?" Felix challenged. "Aren’t those old fools responsible for exiling you?"
Unfazed, Lin Lin countered, "Not anymore, you didn’t."
Felix: ?
"Your stunt hurt Demon King Castle sales," Lin Lin stated. "Find a scapegoat—say, an obsessed Believer who snapped after never receiving the God of Light’s oracle."
The Dark Elf’s frown vanished as he chuckled, relieved. "Easy enough."
"Lin cares only for coin," Your Majesty the Demon King fretted. "Don’t turn into a miser like Safir!"
"I’ll relay your opinion of him," Lin Lin said, sipping her soup.
The Demon King backtracked instantly, sensing her anger. Though they often annoyed her, two boundaries existed:
First, money.
Second, life.
Her lack of belief explained why the bald statue didn’t faze her.
"What is this?" Lin Lin nearly spat out her soup.
"Five-hundred-year ginseng!" The Demon King smiled expectantly. "Great for the human body—I read it in a book."
Is the usual dose of ginseng supposed to taste like this?
Lin Lin paused. "How much ginseng did you put in?"
The Demon King replied, "... Ten pieces?"
Lin Lin slowly closed her eyes, feeling her throat starting to burn.
No, I shouldn’t get upset. Getting worked up would only make it worse.
Recently, financial work hadn’t been heavy. The little flowers Lin Lin nurtured had begun sprouting buds.
Except for the Chomper stained with the Demon King’s blood that had to be removed, the rest grew well.
Lin Lin watered the flowers with pride while the anxious Orion trailed behind her.
During the flower field cultivation, the esteemed accountant girl only managed irregular watering. The Skeletal Knight worried the otherwise hardy flowers might drown under her care.
Orion initially thought flower care only required his fertilizing and weeding. Now he also had to soak up excess water after Lin Lin’s watering sessions.
His workload had suddenly doubled.
Noticing Orion nearby, Lin Lin turned and beamed at him. "I remembered to water them today too!"
Her expression sought approval for her efforts.
Seeing the girl’s smile, the armor-clad Skeletal Knight handed Lin Lin another jug. "Go ahead and water."
Pour freely!
Excellent! Lin Lin planted her hands on her hips. Today marked another day of her significant contributions!
After watering, Lin Lin returned to her office.
Without human-caused extra tasks, mid-month finance work felt relatively light. She organized documents before brewing flower tea.
Winter in Demon King Castle bit coldly. Fireplace wood crackled as Lin Lin draped a coarse wool blanket over her knees, listening to water bubble on the stove.
Cradling her teacup, she blew across its warm steam.
Her silence didn’t last long before a knock came.
Bundled in winter clothes with a blanket on her lap, Lin Lin didn’t bother rising. "It’s open."
The door swung wide, revealing Your Majesty the Demon King’s radiant smile.
Spotting the small bottle in his hand, Lin Lin sensed impending doom.
Too nourishing—she’d been overfed lately.
Since the Demon King started textbook studies on raising humans, her once-safe life had plunged into forced hardships: strange foods, bizarre tonics, mandatory exercise, and rigid schedules.
Too standardized! Such regimented living couldn’t bring happiness!
Your Majesty the Demon King entered, shut the door, and hung his thick mantle on the entryway rack.
"Your room burns hotter," he remarked, fanning his face as warmth enveloped him.
"Because I run cold," Lin Lin answered truthfully.
This statement piqued the Demon King's curiosity. He tilted his head, his curly black long hair falling over his white shirt.
Lin Lin noticed that each guy in this group had a very fixed clothing style. She had no doubt that opening their closet would reveal eight hundred identical shirts.
“Um, feeling cold means my hands and feet were cooler than the rest of my body,” she explained.
“Does ginseng not work?” Your Majesty the Demon King asked, surprised.
“That ginseng soup made my throat hoarse all day,” Lin Lin replied about its effects.
The Demon King walked over to Lin Lin and casually placed the small bottle he held on her desk.
Lin Lin’s attention shifted to the translucent bottle. It held a tiny amount of deep blue liquid with a golden shimmer, looking like just a drop.
When she felt her hands being held, Lin Lin turned to see the Demon King kneeling before her.
Even with a thick carpet covering the floor, Lin Lin still thought Your Majesty the Demon King was too relaxed. Wouldn't his knees hurt?
The Demon King’s palm was much larger than Lin Lin’s, easily enveloping her hand.
He held her hands for a while, realizing they grew cooler in his grip.
“... It’s no use,” the Demon King said, releasing Lin Lin’s hand.
“Because your hands are colder than mine. Isn’t that how the demon race is? Even with hotter blood,” Lin Lin guessed. “Is it skin insulation? So the skin feels colder?”
Lin Lin placed her hand on the Demon King’s neck, her fingers moving to touch the pulsating blood vessels.
As she expected, the areas near blood vessels were warmer, while other skin spots felt cooler by a few degrees.
The Demon King felt tickled by her touch. He shook his head, but only his long hair swayed.
Finally, he laughed and buried his head in the wool blanket on Lin Lin’s knees, dodging her hand. “No, don’t touch there—it makes me laugh.”
“... What a strange sensitive spot,” Lin Lin said, withdrawing her hand. “Do you laugh whenever it’s touched? That makes you easy to prank.”
Memories of boyhood in human society came to Lin Lin. Even without a ticklish neck, friends would sneak cold hands onto necks to startle each other in winter.
“No one would touch the Demon King’s neck,” the Demon King’s voice sounded muffled, his face in the blanket.
Lin Lin’s hand ran through the Demon King’s black long hair, smoothing it out.
It seemed every race struggled to resist a head pat.
The young man relaxed fully, leaning his shoulder against Lin Lin’s knee. His broad frame felt heavy even with gentle movements.
The Demon King stayed silent for minutes while Lin Lin stroked his long hair.
Noticing he could hardly breathe with his face buried, he turned slightly. Lin Lin saw his well-defined eyes and brows.
His long black eyelashes and purple pupils glinted under the light.
Lin Lin wondered what he was thinking.
“Lin,” the Demon King said.
“Hmm?” Lin Lin looked down and responded.
“Human Mages can live for two hundred years,” the Demon King said.
“That’s a long life,” Lin Lin replied.
“But two hundred years is still too short,” the Demon King continued.
It was strange: Lin Lin considered herself someone who valued her life, yet the residents of Demon King Castle, who had longer lifespans, were the first to panic about the future.
Also, it was without reason; a countdown was engraved in their hearts, as if feeling happy today made them fear that happiness might vanish tomorrow.
This baseless anxiety gave her a sense of loss just by thinking about it.
At that moment, Lin Lin didn't know what to say: "Actually, it's fine because my soul also belongs to you."
Lin Lin had seen what the whale did to help the demon reap souls; he even pushed for the City Lord's death, since souls were most valuable to him.
Then, Your Majesty the Demon King, who once swore Lin Lin belonged to him because her soul was his, became silent.
Lin Lin's words got no response as she gently touched his face with her fingertips.
Still, no answer came.
Lin Lin firmly turned the young man's face to make him look up at her slightly.
"I'm not being nice to you to make you sad in the future," Lin Lin said. "I talk to you, smile at you, and tell you what I'm thinking so you feel happy right now."
Lin Lin looked down, not taking her eyes off him.
Then, she saw his evasive gaze.
"We discussed it..." Your Majesty the Demon King spoke softly.
The moment he opened his mouth, Lin Lin knew trouble was coming.
She didn't want to know who "we" included, but it had to be those terrible guys.
"If your life is affected, we'll turn you into the Blood Clan."
Lin Lin: ...
Your Majesty the Demon King added, "Don't worry, after you're transformed, I'll kill Damonis so you won't call him Father."
Lin Lin: ...
She thought this group was even scarier—what awful guys, manipulating lives while moaning over nothing!
Lin Lin grabbed his horns, trying to twist his neck. "You didn't listen to a word I said..."
Your Majesty the Demon King cried, "Ouch, ouch, ouch!" and tried to pull away.
Lin Lin finally let go of his horns and reached for the small bottle he left on her office desk.
"What's this?" The metal liquid inside swayed a bit as she moved it.
"This," Your Majesty the Demon King said, seeing her frown, and leaned closer with a bright smile, "is the blood of the Dragon race."
Even though Lin Lin braced herself, the answer made her mind buzz with pain.
Why, why did she have to suffer this?
"I read that many humans think dragon blood strengthens the body, and kings sent Knights to kill dragons for a sip," Your Majesty the Demon King said with a broad smile. "The effects aren't proven, but you can try it to see if it works."
"You mean the tyrants in history," Lin Lin replied, too tired to complain. "I'm an accountant, not a king!"
Lin Lin twisted the bottle, and the deep blue liquid inside swirled.
Deep blue dragon blood.
Lin Lin said a name: "Safir?"
Your Majesty the Demon King nodded.
That was it. Lin Lin's expression went cold.
The only brain in Demon King Castle was gone.
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Lin Lin certainly did not drink Safir's blood; the precious dragon blood was sent back instead.
After that, Lin Lin received a rare call from Safir.
On the other end, the Sapphire Dragon spoke in rhythmic tones about Lin Lin's ignorance of noble things and her arrogance in rejecting others' kindness.
Few people in the world could earn an "arrogant" opinion from the Dragon race.
As Lin Lin listened to Safir mock her, she suddenly realized, "Is it because I returned your blood?"
The other end promptly hung up.
The Demon King, eavesdropping, laughed heartily: "Safir must be furious! Nobody’s ever dared to return his gifts."
"Didn’t expect him to care this much," Lin Lin sighed deeply. "I should’ve given the blood to Damonis instead."
The Demon King gasped: "Passing Safir’s gift to another? Trying to kill both yourself and Damonis?"
Well, Lin Lin thought, returning the blood wasn’t the worst move after all.
Lin Lin visited the Demon King because she felt unwell from something she ate.
"Did you sneak ginseng into my lunch again?" she asked suspiciously.
She figured her original 90-year lifespan had shortened by two months thanks to the Demon King’s meddling.
"Nothing!" the Demon King insisted firmly. "After you told me to stop adding things, I quit."
Lin Lin hummed, easing her suspicion slightly.
Not because he seemed trustworthy, but because Lin Lin could easily spot when the Demon King lied.
This didn’t seem his doing.
Had she eaten something too nourishing lately?
Lin Lin fell deep into thought. The Demon King grew curious: "What’s wrong?"
Lin Lin answered, "I’ve been liking sleep a lot recently."
"Isn’t that good?" he replied. "Sleeping more in winter is normal. I enjoy it too. When it gets colder and snows, Safir even takes his winter sleep."
Lin Lin: ... Wow, no wonder he skips winter shifts.
Though the Demon King made sense, Lin Lin felt this drowsiness was odd. She woke up refreshed with no discomfort—even feeling better than before.
Lin Lin: ... Is this evolution? Am I evolving as a human?
Fine, she knew it wasn’t true. But sometimes Lin Lin fancied herself a one-in-a-million role, like Earth’s first upright-walking monkey.
The Demon King checked her magical power flow. Getting a smooth, healthy reading, Lin Lin finally left his office reassured.
-
[image: ]

Another rest day arrived.
Accustomed to working four days and resting three, with Demon King Castle so empty, Lin Lin often felt lost with nothing to do on holidays.
Books were finished. She lacked any music-appreciating talent.
Time to eat in a human town—food was the real happiness-maker.
Embraced by such anticipation, Lin Lin went to the magic circle in the forest outside Demon King Castle.
This magic circle was made for her by the mage Caligo, letting Lin Lin travel to nearby places easily by using her own magical power to start it.
Strangely, when Lin Lin first started it, it gave off no glow.
Was the magic circle dull? Uncertain, Lin Lin tapped the pattern on the ground with her magic wand and restarted it.
This time, the teleportation spell glowed again.
Lin Lin fell into the familiar space tunnel. But this time felt different; time seemed very long, and Lin Lin waited a while before her feet touched solid ground again.
She arrived not at the human town Lin Lin had imagined, but in a dark place, where faint dripping sounds could be heard.
Lin Lin had never had such an error before; this spot looked very dangerous.
She widened her eyes and stepped back, bumping into the boy standing behind her.
Lin Lin turned and saw who was there. He was not tall, with red long hair in a ponytail and mismatched red and black eyes, his expression very neutral.
“Caligo?” Lin Lin asked.
“It’s me,” Caligo seemed calmer than Lin Lin; he looked at her and around, making sure the teleportation spell brought only Lin Lin.
Caligo judged: “This is bad.”
Somehow, hearing him say “this is bad” in such a plain voice gave Lin Lin a slight feeling of comfort.
Was this the power of a top student? She thought he surely knew how to handle any situation.
Unlike Lin Lin’s casual clothes for walking out, Caligo had even worn light armor and carried a khaki backpack, looking quite ready.
But he held no weapon, only a small digging shovel about his forearm’s length.
He seemed like a high school student fully set for outdoor adventures.
“Where are we now?” Lin Lin asked Caligo, “I just meant to go from Demon King Castle’s front to a nearby town.”
Caligo glanced at the bag over Lin Lin’s shoulder: “I see that.”
“About your question,” Caligo thought for two seconds, “we were now in the Old Demon Realm.”
“Old Demon Realm?” Lin Lin paused.
Caligo replied, “It was the demon realm under the God of Darkness; I came to find some fresh monster eggs.”
Lin Lin: ... You really study everything.
“What’s wrong with the teleportation spell now?” Lin Lin asked, as she had just tried to start it but failed.
Now, the teleportation spell stayed still, no matter how much magical power she put in.
“The teleportation spell I set is linked; if you and I started it at the same time in two spots, it burned out,” Caligo said, “We need to go to the nearest teleportation spell. It was old, but it could still work barely.”
In the darkness, the ground had stones Lin Lin couldn’t name, glowing with soft blue light that faintly lit the passage.
The red-haired boy walked a few steps, then turned to look at Lin Lin, signaling her to follow.
Still a bit dazed, Lin Lin hurried to catch up with Caligo and walked beside him: “I thought I heard a low, muffled roar, like a monster’s voice.”
“It’s a monster,” Caligo confirmed her guess, “and different from those in Demon King Castle. Here, they were all chaotic and corrupted monsters, aggressive, and would not talk to you.”
Aggressive, losing their true selves, Lin Lin glanced at Caligo, recalling the “ailment” among humans.
The residents affected by the ailment were like that too. Lin Lin glanced at Caligo's arm, where thorn-like patterns lay hidden beneath thick clothes.
As if reading Lin Lin's thoughts, Caligo made no attempt to hide it: "I am indeed studying both ailments simultaneously, which is why I need to collect monster eggs."
Lin Lin nodded seriously, her expression earnest.
In the darkness, dangers seemed distant for now, with only their breaths audible nearby.
Neither were combatants—one a researcher, the other an accountant—supporting each other as they moved forward.
Just as Lin Lin leaned on Caligo, he too saw her as his lifeline.
"It’s still dangerous out here," Caligo thanked Lin Lin sincerely, "but your presence eases my mind a little."
Lin Lin: ...
Caligo still believed she possessed hidden depths. Lin Lin smiled bitterly; she certainly kept her abilities concealed—so well that she hadn’t revealed a single skill yet.
Facing Caligo’s clear, trusting eyes, Lin Lin found it hard to confess her incompetence with adult honesty.
The burden on her shoulders suddenly grew heavier: "I’ll try my best."
They pressed onward.
Even lacking common sense, Lin Lin recognized they stood inside a cavern.
Not a straight passage, but a web of crisscrossing tunnels.
Fortunately, Caligo had been here before and knew their general direction.
As they advanced, the cave widened, and more monsters emerged.
Lin Lin now understood why Caligo placed the teleportation spell in such a remote spot—safety.
Lin Lin halted as a waist-high ant marched past. She stared intently, but it didn’t spare her a single gaze.
Tugging Caligo’s sleeve, she whispered: "How are ants this big here? It looks dangerous!"
Pulled to a stop, Caligo followed her pointing finger, confused. "That one’s harmless."
To prove it, he tapped his white wristband twice.
Lin Lin had thought it decorative, but it beeped and emitted a pale light.
Caligo aimed the beam at the ant. The band displayed: [5].
"What’s that?" asked Lin Lin.
"Combat coefficient. Not very accurate—just a reference," Caligo answered.
Retracting the band, the light brushed his own body. Instantly, [20] appeared.
Lin Lin: ...
Well then... She simply couldn’t resist testing it herself.
Lin Lin reached toward the white light, letting it wash over her.
[6].
She looked up, meeting Caligo’s gaze.
"My score’s about the same as that ant’s," Lin Lin stated.
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After Lin Lin's combat coefficient came out, the two fell silent for a moment.
Six points, a bit stronger than the ant they had just passed.
Water trickled softly in the cave as a rabbit with purple poisonous spikes on its head hopped past Lin Lin. Before the rabbit got close, Caligo reached out, shielded Lin Lin behind him, and used a wind-made bow to scare the rabbit away.
Caligo suddenly felt a sense of responsibility.
Lin Lin lowered her head in shame.
Ten minutes earlier, Caligo had been very grateful for Lin Lin’s arrival, but now the red-haired boy grew more tense and alert.
There were few clerical staff in the Demon King Castle, and it was odd that after the teleportation spell burned out, only the two of them ended up in this monster-filled place.
Caligo's bracelet appeared on Lin Lin’s arm. She gripped her magic wand and retested her combat coefficient.
The bracelet gave a firm answer: [6].
“The combat coefficient is based on your own condition and has nothing to do with your weapon,” Caligo reminded Lin Lin.
Lin Lin looked dejectedly into the distance.
According to Caligo, the old teleportation spell was nearby, just a three to four hour walk away.
The animals here were generally several times larger than normal, and Lin Lin found it hard to tell if they had simply grown bigger or were true magical monsters.
“The only thing certain is that the demon realm isn’t fit for life
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