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The earth trembled, and loose walls shed dust.
Lorken pulled Lin Lin behind him, startled by her words: "A dragon’s coming?"
For most creatures in this world, seeing a dragon once in a lifetime was shocking enough. The Worgen never imagined he’d see a second one.
Though the unknown dragon hadn’t yet appeared, the adventurers’ survival instinct drove the leader and the male Mage deeper into the lair. They vaguely sensed the dragon outside the cave would be far more dangerous.
Lin Lin vividly recalled Safir’s disdain for humans—or any weak creatures—during their first meeting.
But on second thought, Safir also hated troublesome guys, fools, overly boisterous personalities, and those too dull to be interesting. Counting them all, nobody in Demon King Castle met Safir’s standards. He disliked everyone equally.
Lin Lin tried retreating deeper with the others but failed.
A gust of wind shoved her back half a meter.
The enclosed lair felt warm; this wasn’t ordinary wind but a downward blast of hot air.
Lin Lin looked up into the enormous eyes of the Brass Dragon who’d just exhaled on her.
Since Brass Dragons breathed fire, Lin Lin felt grateful it hadn’t accidentally scorched her with stray sparks.
Contrary to Lin Lin’s assumption about the tremors, the Dragon race’s keen sense of smell had already identified the newcomer. The Brass Dragon rose, facing the cave passage to guard its lair and treasures.
It nudged its snout toward Lin Lin. "Aren’t you Safir’s good friend? Go greet your pal."
Lin Lin stared in disbelief. The Brass Dragon wanted *her* to confront it?
What a spineless, shameless ploy!
"He’s a dragon!" Lin Lin snapped. "Why don’t *you* greet him?"
The Brass Dragon retorted, "He’s *your* friend, not mine. Besides, I’d lose."
"I’d lose too!" Lin Lin shot back.
Clearly skilled at twisting arguments, the Brass Dragon insisted, "I’m injured! Would you send a wounded dragon out? I’ve fed you all well while starving for days!"
"Dragons naturally go days without eating," Lin Lin countered. "Don’t con me."
Lorken watched warily as the Brass Dragon prodded Lin Lin forward and the unseen guest approached.
He was young—not just in age but experience. Rarely leaving his village, Lorken only fought low-level monsters.
He only took guaranteed wins.
Now, everything exceeded his abilities, churning his anxiety into agitation.
The thudding footsteps of something massive echoed.
Unlike cautious Lorken, dragons needed no subtlety. Their terrifying steps alone crushed others’ resolve.
Lin Lin noticed Lorken’s tension.
She’d never believed his claim to Palin about "dragon interest."
Likely here for treasure, nothing had gone his way. With two dragons imminent, his nonexistent wolf tail seemed to bristle.
"Relax," Lin Lin grasped his hand to comfort him. "Nothing to fear."
Then she stepped forward, placing herself before him.
Lin Lin's palms were soft, with only thin calluses at her knuckles from writing.
Lorken clearly remembered thinking Lin Lin was inexperienced, a sheltered girl needing others' protection.
When Lin Lin walked against the crowd to face the approaching "danger,"
Lorken watched her upright figure.
At that moment, he realized he admired the person before him.
At that moment, he realized they were ill-matched.
-
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Though Lin Lin spent much time with Safir, the Sapphire Dragon usually preferred appearing in human form.
This stemmed from Sapphire Dragons' instinct to avoid trouble, and to minimize accidental harm to others.
His enormous body posed life-threatening risks—even a gentle tail sweep could prove fatal.
But young Safir lacked such awareness, or simply didn't care.
The massive dragon lowered its head slightly to enter a fellow dragon's lair. Unlike the Brass Dragon, his sharp forehead horns intimidated dragonkind. In the dim cave, his brilliant blue scales cast dazzling colors on the walls.
Safir's physique matched Lin Lin's memories, though his scales' hue differed.
His blue scales shone brighter at this age, his sapphire-like slitted pupils radiating greater intensity.
The Sapphire Dragon made no effort to restrain himself. He first glanced at the lair's most prominent occupant—the Brass Dragon—then scornfully surveyed its wooden carvings and knitwork before shifting his gaze to the insignificantly small humans.
He observed them even more briefly than the carvings, deeming the entire lair thoroughly dull.
"Why come?" rumbled the Brass Dragon, its voice trembling the ground.
Safir remained silent. Instead, a figure hidden behind him charged toward Lin Lin.
Both Brass Dragon and Lin Lin startled.
Overreliance on magic meant spell-immune beings could evade Mage detection.
The towering figure lifted Lin Lin by her collar, shaking her mid-air.
The man effortlessly dodged Lorken's ambush, wrenching away his dagger and snapping its blade barehanded.
Extraordinary force.
"This girl seems suitable," the man declared.
Dangling by her collar, Lin Lin couldn't see her captor. Her stolen magic wand vibrated with her fury as she swung, attempting futile kicks.
"She's lively! Let's pick this one," continued the faceless man. "A female human with pretty fur coloring."
Lin Lin: ......
Never had she received such abstract praise—like some pet-shop kitten.
Yet his voice struck a faint chord of familiarity as he spoke.
Clearly addressing Safir,
The Sapphire Dragon lowered his eyes, finally studying Lin Lin intently.
“Our subordinates have never had a human,” Safir’s voice was low and familiar.
“Oh?” The man’s tone lifted, “Then make her the Demon King!”
Lin Lin: ???
Before Lin Lin saw Safir’s reaction, a sharp pain shot through her neck and she fainted.
-
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Lin Lin woke in the cold.
Her neck ached, her limbs hurt, and she lay on a bed covered only by a thin blanket—it felt no different than lying directly on wood.
The empty room held nothing but a bed and a chair.
Lin Lin touched her neck where the tape hiding the Demon King Imprint had been torn off. It was removed messily, leaving a faint sticky residue.
Just like human fingerprints, each demon race’s mark differed. Lin Lin wasn’t worried they’d mistake her for some demon’s servant from this era.
Lin Lin sat on the bed’s edge and reached into the air. Her magic wand didn’t appear.
It had been taken completely, which she’d expected.
She sat staring at the black floor.
It looked familiar.
Though bare, the bed’s style and door frame’s patterns were ones Lin Lin knew well.
The wooden door opened from outside. A young man with long blue hair seemed unsurprised she was awake—maybe he’d been listening for her stirring.
But Lin Lin’s prolonged stillness made him wary.
She looked up at him standing in the doorway, a sapphire earring dangling from his left ear.
Their eyes met.
Safir’s human form differed little from two hundred years later, except his eyes and brows held a wilder, more arrogant air.
Two centuries of the Demon King’s torment would steady him, she supposed.
Lin Lin lowered her head again, perched on the bed’s edge, her thick white stockings swaying idly under her dress.
“Why won’t you leave that bed?” Safir finally snapped.
“My short boots are gone,” Lin Lin stated.
The air froze.
Lin Lin sensed Safir took it as a challenge. Then again, two hundred years on, he’d still bristle at any imagined slight to his status.
“Utterly foolish.”
The door slammed shut.
The insult meant little to Lin Lin—after hearing Safir’s crueler tirades against the Demon King and other candidates, this felt almost polite.
Strange, she mused. If future Safir scolded her, she’d have rebelled. But this younger version saying the same thing didn’t anger her.
Soon, the door reopened.
Lin Lin eyed the guy in the thick suit without surprise.
She’d always known the whale brothers’ cousin belonged to Demon King Castle.
Embarrassingly, Bulwo hadn’t left a strong first impression. But his absurdly large chest jolted her memory the moment she saw him.
He was the one who always wore three-piece suits, had donned maid outfits, enjoyed tormenting his brother, and loved time travel—an ex-candidate of Demon King Castle.
Well, current candidate now.
Bulwo held out new short boots.
“Make do with these,” he sighed. “One boot fell off when I carried you, so I tossed the other.”
Safir must’ve mentioned the boots.
Lin Lin’s feelings tangled. This Safir’s words were still cutting, but was he... patient?
She wondered if she was redefining “patience.”
The boots were several sizes too big. Lin Lin laced them tightly to walk properly.
Bulwo exited, Lin Lin trailing instantly.
Outside lay a familiar corridor.
Through its windows, the dim outside world was visible.
Every detail screamed familiarity—this was Demon King Castle’s interior.
The castle hadn’t vanished; they’d hidden it somehow.
Bulwo’s tall figure moved with loose, careless strides despite his suit.
“Bedrooms are here,” he explained, pointing downward. “Kitchen’s on the first floor. The basement holds unpleasant things—don’t go there.”
Unlike the monster-filled clamor two hundred years later, silence cloaked the castle now, broken only by their footsteps.
“Why tell me this?” Lin Lin asked. She’d expected imprisonment; a light-type human Mage seemed perfect prey for villains.
“Huh?” Bulwo slowed, eyeing her sideways. “You heard. I want you as Demon King.”
Lin Lin wore a “what nonsense” expression.
Bulwo shrugged. “Say you think everyone’s trash, but must pick a king.”
Lin Lin watched the whale lower his head, his cool fingertip tapping her forehead. “I’ve decided to make Cat the king!”
You’re a cat person!
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Lin Lin, a human accountant and light-type Mage, sometimes felt that the Dark Camp was doomed.
This wasn't exaggeration but genuine belief - that this ramshackle operation had come this far might actually highlight the Light Camp's incompetence, making them so-called "evenly matched opponents."
According to Bulwo, they were now searching for a new Demon King.
Lin Lin had always assumed the villain's team would instantly recognize the Demon King upon their birth, but apparently it wasn't that straightforward.
"Actually, that's normally how it works," the young whale said, stroking his chin.
He lounged in a rocking chair, swaying comfortably. Bulwo seemed to enjoy the feeling of not touching the ground.
Unlike the whale brothers who needed rainy weather to reach the demon realm, Bulwo could move freely even in desert-like borderlands.
"Typically, the Demon King carries a special aura. The demon race identifies them through their power combined with that unique feeling."
"If it's an 'aura,' can it be hidden or faked?" Lin Lin cut in.
"Of course," Bulwo agreed with a nod. "That's why the Demon King's own strength remains the easiest way to recognize them."
"I'm not powerful," Lin Lin pouted, recalling Bulwo's constant push for her to become Demon King, though she'd refused.
The Demon King position felt like a company's legal figurehead - seemingly prestigious until disaster struck, leaving one holding all responsibility.
"Since there's no suitable candidate, why not give it a try?" Bulwo shrugged. "Want me to fetch something nice from the treasury? Or capture some handsome human males?"
Treasury?
Lin Lin blinked, her dejected expression vanishing. She wondered how much money the Demon King Castle treasury actually held before little Lamb Your Majesty took charge.
"Could I see the treasury?" Lin Lin felt tempted.
"Sure thing," Bulwo casually draped an arm over Lin Lin's shoulder. When she dodged, he showed no embarrassment, acting as if nothing happened. "Remember, choosing you isn't just my idea. With both Demon King Castle cadres approving, you have all Demon King privileges!"
Hmm?
Lin Lin tilted her head. This time Bulwo succeeded in keeping his arm around her, but she barely noticed.
If both cadres approved her as Demon King, and the other cadre was Safir...
"Safir thinks I could be Demon King?" The idea sounded absurd to Lin Lin.
"Oh? He told you his name?" Bulwo seemed pleased by their closeness. "Visiting that Brass Dragon's lair was Safir's suggestion. He sensed something like the Demon King's aura there, but apparently misjudged?"
Being magically inept, Bulwo didn't grasp these nuances.
Lin Lin touched the demon race mark on her neck.
No misjudgment - Safir's assessment was precise. She did carry the Demon King's aura.
The true Demon King remained little Lamb Your Majesty.
This wasn't Lin Lin's first time-trip. She'd noticed patterns: if her original timeline was the main world, each new time-space resembled a parallel world. After some time, she'd always find her way back to the main world, where companions wouldn't remember parallel time-space events.
Yet even in parallel worlds, events subtly aligned with the main world's course.
Lin Lin believed this world's Demon King still dwelled somewhere in the demon realm - Safir simply hadn't detected them.
Compared to the Demon King's whereabouts, the treasury's condition mattered more.
Lin Lin followed Bulwo toward the treasury.
Although the two were walking together, Lin Lin's body instinctively reacted to when to turn and when to avoid traps.
As Lin Lin naturally turned again, Bulwo showed a puzzled look: "Is it my illusion? You seem to know this path better than I do."
It wasn't your illusion; if you didn't have the key, I could check the treasury myself, Lin Lin thought silently.
Luckily, Bulwo was mostly lazy. Though he wondered, he quickly dismissed it and opened the treasury door for Lin Lin.
Great, now she could see clearly how much the Demon King's treasury held two hundred years ago and how much he had wasted.
Many parts had been guesses before, and Lin Lin felt unsure.
After all, it was such a big treasury, and seeing only a thin layer of gold coins made her sad.
As Bulwo put the key into the door lock on the stone pillar by the door, he turned to Lin Lin standing in the center: "Sure about standing there? Won't it be inconvenient?"
"I'm fine here; why would it be inconvenient?" Lin Lin replied, confused.
Then the treasury door opened with a rumbling sound.
Lin Lin looked up, and instantly, coins inside poured out like a waterfall, burying her in a golden ocean.
Before she could speak, she was covered by coins.
"I said standing there was inconvenient," Bulwo crossed his arms, dove into the coin pool, and pulled Lin Lin out.
Lin Lin gasped for air.
She had never been so rich before; she didn't want to go back two hundred years later and wished to stay here. With so much money, it warmed her heart.
Lin Lin always thought she kept dignity around money; now she knew it was just from not having enough.
She wanted to do accounting in this world.
"You looked a bit like the Dragon race seeing gold coins," Bulwo paused, then spoke.
"What are you doing?" A cold voice came from nearby.
Lin Lin straightened up.
It was Safir! Safir wouldn't think they were stealing, would he?
Lin Lin put on a firm face, ready for the Sapphire Dragon's questions.
She turned and saw Safir using a gold bowl to scoop coins.
A familiar sight; whether two hundred years ago or now, the Sapphire Dragon's expression taking things from the treasury hadn't changed.
His attitude was natural and confident. The Demon King Castle's treasury felt like home.
Bulwo asked Lin Lin's question: "Safir, what are you doing with that?"
"Oh," the young dragon said flatly, glancing at Bulwo, his single earring swaying. Then he looked at Lin Lin, seeing the human woman's confused face.
He seemed displeased with Lin Lin's weakness; being buried in coins was as silly as tripping over weeds.
"Demon King Castle needs furniture," Safir stated, "We must set it up fast."
He was serious about work, and Lin Lin felt ashamed of her stereotypes.
"That seems like too many coins," Bulwo said.
Safir replied, "My room's furniture is Jiajiale mahogany."
Lin Lin: ...Some stereotypes should be engraved into their souls.
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I might have found the source leading to the Demon King Castle's ultimate poverty, but I couldn't handle it.
Lin Lin watched helplessly as gold coins dwindled in the treasury, powerless to stop it. The noble Sapphire Dragon didn't even spare an extra glance—he took the money and left.
Even with a golden waterfall in the treasury, it couldn't withstand Safir repeatedly scooping coins with his gold bowl.
This actually seemed unprofitable for the Dragon race. Though Safir adored sapphires, his draconic instincts made him prefer taking gold, where individual items held lower value.
Unlike Felix the Dark Elf. That guy showed zero aesthetic sense when pilfering from the treasury. His eyes measured every item's worth like a scale, pragmatically taking whatever cost most.
Surprisingly, Bulwo—who outwardly seemed the most worldly—showed no interest in money compared to others.
Faced with coins spilling past the treasury doors, Bulwo only found them bothersome to clean.
In a way, the whale brothers' later extravagant spending habits—feasting one day and starving the next—couldn't be entirely separated from Bulwo's influence.
Bulwo reverted to his whale form, his frame noticeably larger than any whale brothers Lin Lin had seen.
Without seawater, the whale floated through air as if it were ocean. Then, with one swift tail flick, Bulwo swept the outdoor coins back inside.
Lin Lin suddenly understood why anglers play fish to exhaust them—that tail held shocking power.
Watching several coins crack against the ground from his force, Lin Lin truly witnessed someone treating wealth like dirt.
After sweeping most of the coin ocean back into the treasury, Lin Lin followed Bulwo's instruction to insert the key into the door pillar and shut the vault.
Once sealed, Lin Lin sighed in relief. The enormous whale still floated lazily swishing his tail.
Lin Lin walked beside him and reached out to touch his... head?
Probably the head—to Lin Lin, everything before the fin counted as head.
What a massive head! Whales ranked among the ocean's smartest creatures partly due to such large minds.
Bulwo thoroughly enjoyed Lin Lin's initiative to approach and pet him. He closed his eyes and nuzzled toward her.
Unlike cats or dogs, the colossal whale's approach shoved Lin Lin two steps backward.
"You're too small," said Bulwo, realizing he'd nearly knocked her over. He resumed his suited man form, studying her. "Not tall or imposing enough for a Demon King."
"Wonderful you finally noticed my lack of stature," Lin Lin replied. Though aiming for neutrality, sarcasm bled through.
Bulwo ignored her tone entirely, reaching a new conclusion: "You need guards. You look fatally fragile."
"That's slightly offensive," Lin Lin stated bluntly.
"Doesn't matter," Bulwo out-blunted her. "Safir's teaching you to be Demon King, not me."
Hearing this, Lin Lin immediately decided to recruit him: "Why not teach me yourself? Safir seems like he'd reduce me to ashes if I fail."
"Not 'seems'," Bulwo answered with honesty. "His patience runs thin—he'd actually blast you with dragon breath."
Clearly Bulwo spoke from experience.
Lin Lin gazed at him earnestly: "Then will you be my Teacher?"
"Can't," Bulwo said. "My patience is worse."
He firmly rejected her. Though fond of humans, he strictly separated work from personal matters.
If you won't take me now, you'll be raising two kids later.
Lin Lin looked sad.
Safir was not suitable as a teacher; Lin Lin already knew this conclusion, but witnessing it firsthand brought her tears.
He was very demanding.
Lin Lin started copying books and memorizing those she had no interest in.
Meanwhile, Safir sat in the same room, in a chair, reading books that interested him.
The room was quiet, with only the sound of Lin Lin writing and the turning of pages breaking the silence.
After copying a few pages, her hands went numb. She lifted her head and secretly glanced at Safir, who sat not far away.
Under the light, the Sapphire Dragon bowed his head slightly, his eyelashes downcast. Unlike most of the candidates in Demon King Castle, he sat very upright.
If we ignored species, Safir truly fit Lin Lin's image of a Young Master from ancient noble families. He was handsome and dignified, and he often had a calm way that showed he controlled everything.
There was also clear arrogance about him.
He did not plan to hide this arrogance, which itself was a sign of pride.
Lin Lin had to admit Safir was patient. For example, right now, as she secretly stared at him, she knew well that although Safir seemed to be reading, his dragon senses told him she was watching.
This obvious peeping lasted minutes before the Sapphire Dragon slowly set down his book and looked at Lin Lin. "What’s wrong?"
Lin Lin gazed into his eyes.
Safir's sapphire eyes looked brighter now, and his single earring swayed gently. He appeared younger, but the calm and deep feeling he gave off still made him seem reliable.
I don’t want to copy books anymore, Lin Lin thought.
But she couldn’t say that directly. Before she could think of a reason, her mouth gave an excuse: "I’m thirsty and want to rest."
For Lin Lin, resting meant going down to make hot tea. Bringing some to Safir might even soften his strictness.
But Safir was the teacher of little Lamb Your Majesty.
Lin Lin should have remembered that before having a lizard servant, the Sapphire Dragon had the skills to care for himself.
The young man snapped his fingers, and a blue and white porcelain Teapot appeared before Lin Lin, pouring her a cup of hot tea.
Steam rose from the cup at a perfect drinking temperature, not too hot or cold. Lin Lin took a sip; it tasted lightly bitter.
This was nice; the tea cleared her mind. Lin Lin made a decision to pretend to drink for at least ten minutes.
As she sipped the tea, a cold breeze blew through the open window, and dark drops landed on the balcony. Lin Lin suddenly realized it was raining.
Even in eternal night, rain could fall.
The raindrops grew heavier and faster, but the wind's angle kept the rain outside.
The temperature would drop again, Lin Lin thought, feeling down.
Though Safir had given her some bedding, the mattress and blanket were thin—likely because he, as a Dragon, never felt cold—so they barely worked.
With the rain, it would get colder.
Lin Lin glanced at Safir again; after saying she was thirsty, she had a new request.
The Sapphire Dragon set his book down once more and looked calmly at Lin Lin. "Is there another problem?"
He probably thinks I'm troublesome, Lin Lin thought.
She had heard from the Demon King that he found the bed too hard and complained to Safir, only to be refused and called too weak.
"My mattress is too thin, and I'm a bit cold," Lin Lin said.
She expected to be called weak too and braced for it.
The Sapphire Dragon stared at her for seconds, as if understanding her words.
"I really didn't expect this," Safir said, his voice low and gentle. "It’s good that you take care of yourself."
Huh?
This was the first time Lin Lin got praised for being aware of her comfort.
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Lin Lin knew that reading was just one part of Safir's teaching, and finally, her lingering worries disappeared.
Lin Lin had plenty of motivation to find the Demon King.
She thought that in other places, she might have felt a sense of crisis, but since she was in the Demon King Castle, even from two hundred years ago, it still felt like a very safe place to her.
When Lin Lin took a break, she loved to wander around the Demon King Castle.
The empty Demon King Castle was probably under Safir's hidden spells. Not only did the guys from the Light Camp not disturb her, but the monsters couldn’t enter either.
In the modern society Lin Lin lived in, there were always many people around her. After traveling to the Demon King Castle, she found it much quieter in comparison. Now that she arrived in the Demon King Castle of two hundred years ago, it felt truly quiet.
The dim corridor did not have bright lights illuminating her with every step, nor did any short slimes come over eagerly asking for snacks.
Today, neither of the two candidates in the Demon King Castle were present. When Lin Lin paused, the entire castle fell silent.
It was too quiet.
In the corridor on the second floor, the lined-up gray-white statues did not include the Fallen Angel.
What was going on with this slack Angel? Why was it late even as a statue?
Bored, Lin Lin wandered around and paused when passing by the Demon King's office.
She gently pushed the door open.
Of course, the door was not closed; Safir had redecorated many things in the Demon King Castle, and the wooden desks and chairs in the office were the same ones Lin Lin recognized.
As Lin Lin entered the office, her hand brushed across the cold desk, and she envisioned the Demon King sitting here, occasionally accompanied by Felix, while Safir came less often, preferring to stay in his own office.
Although it was not Lin Lin's intention, she indeed felt a bit of the immortal species' contemplation about time. Time passed, and she stood there all alone.
After a brief pause, Lin Lin's gaze turned to another door on the side of the Demon King's office.
Lin Lin had always known of that door's existence. The Demon King and others had never avoided mentioning it in her presence, but she had never approached it on her own.
It was what the Demon King referred to as "Father’s room," more precisely, the room containing "Father's" belongings.
Even among the candidates, including Safir, once the subject of "Father" came up, they would choose to remain silent. It seemed to be a tacit agreement not to speak of it, with only the Demon King knowing what lay behind that door.
And Lin Lin was the foreign being summoned from an old book inside that room.
That was also the door that changed the trajectory of her life.
Lin Lin
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