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Chapter 1: Work Was Bullshit!
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​
Work was bullshit!
Clad in an ornate black gown, Lin Lin walked expressionlessly through the corridor bathed in eerie green light, clutching two thick, ancient tomes.
The Gothic castle’s towering stained-glass windows scattered kaleidoscopic colors. Along the corridor, demon statues with folded wings stood guard, their eyes downcast in silent vigilance over the ancient structure.
Within the deathly quiet Demon King Castle, only Lin Lin’s furious footsteps echoed.
Then came the frantic scattering of knee-high monsters—tiny creatures scrambling like frightened animals before her stomping heels could crush them.
Lin Lin, a human corporate drone, had just endured five consecutive days of overtime in the human world. Right as she was about to savor her hard-earned vacation, the Demon King yanked her into this realm, branding her his "servant."
Compensatory leave? Overtime pay? Gone!
Working five extra days for nothing felt no different from plunging straight into hell! What more did she have to fear?
Without bothering to grasp her situation, the summoned human woman charged at the black-haired young man with demon horns. For fifteen straight minutes, she raged at his handsome face.
When Lin Lin’s brain grew short of oxygen from rapid-fire cursing, the demon—whose horns she gripped—flashed a dazzling smile. Her reflection shimmered in his violet eyes: "Drink some water before continuing. After all, you can’t go back now."
Thus, Lin Lin swapped bosses—from one "inhuman thing" to another "non-human thing."
Life’s mounting hardships finally shattered her human-world patience.
Footsteps reverberated through the ancient castle.
Lin Lin reached the familiar towering metal doors and shoved them open with a bang.
As usual, she scanned the room for the Demon King—who should’ve been working but was undoubtedly lazing in a recliner, sipping afternoon tea under the sun.
But today differed.
Inside the circular hall, two tall men stood conversing before floor-to-ceiling windows. Both turned as she entered.
Lin Lin locked eyes with the man facing her, meeting pupils that glittered like sapphires.
His irises contracted animalistically when she barged in, reptilian vertical slits flashing with metallic brilliance—an obvious, expensive beauty.
A stranger.
Perhaps due to her servant pact with the Demon King, Lin Lin sensed the faint disparity in their magical power levels. That single glance delivered a tremor of raw force, making her stare an instant longer.
The men’s conversation halted at Lin Lin’s intrusion. The tall stranger arched an eyebrow, his deep blue gaze pinning her with silent arrogance.
Cold. Contemptuous. Arrogant. These very traits made him resemble the legendary Demon King far more than the grinning, curly-haired fool beside him in a fur-collared cloak.
Enormous wings unfurled behind the stranger. A single earring glinted ice-blue, while delicate scales of the same hue crept up his pale neck.
Though tall and powerfully built, his figure avoided bulkiness—even beneath heavy armor, the cinch at his waist hinted at lean muscle.
Dangerous. Agile.
Lin Lin had no wish to provoke such an obvious monster, yet refused to retreat.
Since entering non-human territory, she’d grown bolder.
For several seconds, their gazes held, neither yielding.
"Lin!" The young Demon King, utterly oblivious to the tension, beamed with sunny brightness. He slung an arm over her shoulder and cheerfully announced, "This is Safir, one of the Ten Candidates—a Sapphire Dragon."
Ah. She’d heard rumors. The Demon King had ten formidable subordinates.
The indifferent young Dragon man showed no expression.
Lin Lin tried to twist her shoulder away from the Demon King's touch, but he was far too agile for her to evade.
Though aware such physical contact was perfectly natural among the demon race—who knew nothing of personal space—Lin Lin refused to compromise her feelings to spare others' pride.
She looked steadily at the Demon King, voice calm: "Don’t mistake my kindness for weakness."
The Demon King’s smile remained fixed as he withdrew his hand from her shoulder. Pressing his palms together formally, he introduced her to the Dragon: "Safir, this is Lin... an accountant!"
*How annoying!* Why did her importance suddenly shrink?
It felt like comparing two round objects: one a sapphire, the other a button—similar in form but worlds apart in worth.
Safir’s lone earring swayed slightly as Lin Lin heard the Dragon race’s deep, melodious voice. Though not mocking, his tone held unmistakable coldness.
"Your Majesty the Demon King, she is human."
Lin Lin didn’t grasp why Safir emphasized this; she’d never concealed her humanity. Unfazed, she clutched her heavy notebook and shot Safir a glare.
Then the Demon King whirled around to stare at her.
His face registered shock. "Humans *looked* like this?"
Lin Lin: ...
*Infuriating. I want to punch him.*
—
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*Cultural differences*, Lin Lin concluded bitterly.
After introducing herself as an accountant who could manage ledgers and sustain cash flow, the esteemed Demon King mistook "accountant" for a *species*—a diligent, number-crunching race gifted with cursing (?), who examined ledgers as instinctively as Forest Elves nocked arrows.
"What pitiful instinct is ledger-gazing!" Lin Lin rejected his theory outright. True, her self-introduction lacked clarity—but who’d ever say, "Hello, I’m a human"?
Initially, the Demon King treated her as a rare creature. Now, knowing she was human, complications arose.
Humans and Demon Kings weren’t allies.
"Humans pray to the God of Light," the scholarly Dragon murmured. "Why serve the Demon King?"
"Because he *kidnapped* me?" Lin Lin retorted. *Did you think I volunteered?*
Their tension grew so palpable even the dull Demon King noticed. He reached to pat Safir’s shoulder, but the Dragon dodged smoothly—clearly more experienced than Lin Lin at evading demonic familiarity.
Rejected by both, the Demon King beamed brightly. "Rest easy—Lin is my contracted servant."
Silence. Thick, uncomfortable silence.
Lin Lin cringed inwardly. *Servant? How humiliating.*
Safir wore an expression that clearly said, "So this is what you signed up for?"
After the Demon King uttered "servant," Lin Lin felt the mark on her neck warm slightly, a burning sensation on her skin.
She'd once strained before a mirror to glimpse that small black circular mark on her neck—it looked downright unlucky. It was the brand of her servitude to the Demon King and her pass granting freedom within the Demon King Castle.
Monsters watching her with either curiosity or malice eyed her warily, baffled what hidden force this seemingly weak human possessed to earn the Demon King's favor.
With the servant pact sealed, Lin Lin's soul belonged to the Demon King. Like a delicate, tempting dessert slapped with a name tag.
Safir's sapphire eyes fixed on Lin Lin.
Lin Lin had already realized this Dragon was a true artist in being offensive.
He showed no kindness to the Demon King, treated her—a mere human—with disdain, and looked down on all races with perfect fairness. He seemed utterly unaware of this, or perhaps aware but couldn't be bothered to change.
*No wonder the dragon population is dwindling. Serves you right. Giving you a thumbs up.*
“Humans are cunning and untrustworthy. Even if she becomes your servant, I find it suspicious. This could be a human plot.”
“I must examine her soul’s color.”
As Safir spoke these words, Lin Lin saw him slowly close his eyes. With his eyes shut, the young man's stern face took on an even colder, statue-like quality.
Lin Lin turned to the Demon King beside her, covering her mouth to whisper: “Is he always this cold and self-absorbed?”
Whispering right in front of the subject was beyond rude. His Majesty the Demon King lowered his voice too.
He towered over Lin Lin. Bending down, his curly hair brushed her cheek. “Always like this. Can’t be helped. Sapphire Dragons are as cold as stone. But he’s knowledgeable. A well-read stone.”
*Oh, a cultured stone. A living monument.*
The Dragon, being discussed right before him, suddenly opened his eyes.
Lin Lin instantly pretended innocence, shifting her gaze. The Demon King, also feigning ignorance, had somehow produced a teacup and was sipping delicately, even blowing on steam that wasn’t there.
Though annoyed by Safir’s character, he could *see her soul’s color*!
Lin Lin used to take quizzes like “Which Hogwarts house are you?” She’d gladly spend twenty minutes on hundreds of questions just to learn her MBTI type—artist or engineer?—then look up famous people with that result.
So when she saw him studying her thoughtfully, she couldn’t resist pointing at herself: “What color is my soul?”
Personally, she liked red. Festive.
White would be fine too. Didn’t girls who crossed over usually have pure souls, catching the God of Light’s eye to become Holy Maidens? Or get four or six gods fighting over them? Where the world’s richest, most powerful beings fawned over her, and life or death hung on her whim?
*Sorry. Read too many romance novels.*
“Pure black,” Safir stated slowly.
“Huh?” Lin Lin’s eyes widened. She rejected this answer completely. Even lacking this world’s common sense, she guessed black meant something negative and dark. “Are you wrong? Look again!”
Unexpectedly, the ever-suspicious Dragon showed a rare hint of gentleness. “It seems you truly belong with us. I haven’t seen such pure black in a long time.”
“I said look again!” Lin Lin snapped, displeased.
*Whose soul is pure black? Okay, maybe I didn’t want a God of Light love triangle, but this makes me look bad next to other isekai heroines!*
Rarely ordered, the Dragon paused. His sapphire eyes met hers calmly. “Certain? I dislike looking twice. The crude language swirling in your soul is... plentiful. Mostly curses about bosses and garbage work.”
“Oh?” The Demon King perked up, his curls quivering. “Am I mentioned?”
Not just mentioned. Frequently.
Safir ignored the Demon King, his calm gaze still on Lin Lin.
“Okay, stop looking! My soul *is* pure black!” Lin Lin cut in.
*This shame felt like someone reading my diary!*
*Damn it! Don’t high school and college girls whisked to another world curse exams? Are their souls really pure white?*
*The corporate slave’s lament.*
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Chapter 2: Take This, Punch of a Tortoise!
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​
A ledger is a record of economic activities. Depending on era, location, or even worldview, ledgers came in countless varieties.
Lin Lin could only repeat to herself: In a world with demon race, Dragon race, slimes, and other creatures, a strange ledger was reasonable.
Yes, reasonable. Even if phrases like "Clear weather but windy" and "Today's lunch tasted awful" appeared, it was reasonable.
...No. No matter how she convinced herself, seeing weather and lunch notes in a ledger was painful.
This was why Lin Lin stormed into the Demon King’s office, two thick volumes clutched in her arms.
Dragon Safir hadn’t left. Three humanoid creatures sat around the office’s square table. Gentle afternoon sunlight streamed through floor-to-ceiling windows as Lin Lin opened the ledger.
She pointed calmly at a landscape illustration. "What is this?"
The Demon King said, "I don’t know."
Lin Lin continued, "This painting shows real skill. Such excellent color control—the artist must be exceptional."
Suddenly adopting an elegant, theatrical tone, the Demon King sang, "Oh, my dear friend! I painted this for my 160th birthday. How nostalgic."
...So it was you after all!
Though baseless, the ledger’s careless, haphazard style instantly made Lin Lin pinpoint her suspect upon opening it.
She flipped rapidly past later entries resembling a student’s daily diary. The front pages at least tracked income and expenses, but the final section became pure rambling—utterly unrelated to money.
"What’s this?" Lin Lin demanded.
The Demon King glanced down. "A honey cake recipe. Mine are quite good."
Who cared if the Demon King baked honey cakes? Winnie the Pooh?
"Where’s the money?" Lin Lin pressed. "The funds that should be recorded here?"
The Demon King looked up, flashing a dazzling smile as he sensed trouble.
Lin Lin knew that smile too well. Whenever this seemingly majestic monarch tried to dodge responsibility, his grin shone as warmly as sunlight.
He’d worn that same smile when she’d grabbed his horns after being summoned to this world.
This scoundrel planned to shirk all duties!
His radiant smile only fueled Lin Lin’s fury. She seized the Demon King’s left horn, forcing the tall young man to bow. "Fill in every missing entry from these years!"
His Majesty the Demon King lowered his head obediently, satin curls swaying.
Those coiled, ram-like horns marked demonic adulthood. Though Dragon Safir also had horns, his stood straighter.
Cool, intricate textures met Lin Lin’s palm as her fingers traced uneven ridges. Humans lacked such horns—this felt like touching a deer or other beasts.
The inhuman sensation unnerved her, making her avert her eyes.
Lin Lin noticed the Demon King’s smile falter the instant she grasped his horn.
A simple thought struck her: This stopped his evasions. Across the table, the young Dragon’s gaze visibly paused.
Safir held a teacup, drinking quietly. As he swallowed, delicate ice-blue scales on his neck shimmered with gentle light.
The Dragon never hid his intentions, so his stare felt especially obvious. Seeing Lin Lin grip the horn, he slightly raised an eyebrow.
Rather than disapproval at her boldness, Safir’s expression showed pure surprise.
Lin Lin instantly released her grip.
This instinctive action of letting go felt completely natural, like when your boss suddenly praises your potential and you instinctively wonder if it means more work.
This time, Safir stayed quiet, saying nothing as he slowly lowered his eyes and kept drinking water, as if his surprise had never happened.
Lin Lin turned to look at the Demon King beside her.
The Demon King looked just like usual, already wearing his familiar smile again.
This was bad; this guy's emotions were very stable, so his reactions couldn't be used to judge this world's common sense.
Not wanting to ask directly about touching horns in front of these two horned beings, Lin Lin decided to ask the slimes later.
The young Dragon showed no interest in the ledger; he seemed more focused on other things.
“Why did you suddenly summon creatures from a different world?” Safir looked at the Demon King with his usual calm but challenging tone, “It was a very risky move.”
As the risky one, Lin Lin looked up, curious too.
“You were asking about that...” The Demon King scratched his head, “I found this old book in my father's study and thought I'd try it.”
【Father?】
Lin Lin caught that word. Was the Demon King title passed down through generations?
At the mention of the Demon King's father, Safir didn't push further. The young man tapped his fingers on the table, looking relaxed. He pulled a piece of paper from the Demon King's study and started writing on it.
Lin Lin peeked and saw a sign-in sheet packed with names besides Safir's.
Attendance sheet! Do the villain's team really use this?
Safir calmly checked off the days he hadn't been there, pleased with his perfect attendance this month.
Look at that! He was cheating on attendance!
Lin Lin's eyes widened like saucers, signaling to her boss beside her.
The Demon King, bothered by her gaze, glanced at the clock.
The Demon King said, “It's five o'clock, time to leave. You set the nine-to-five rule, so no more work talk!”
Lin Lin: ......
Wow, to avoid working overtime, he turned that nine-to-five system to his advantage.
Wow, I became a capitalist.
-
[image: ]

Hello, it was like this: I might be the only one in the villain's team who worked hard.
Even though I was human.
Lin Lin, a corporate worker summoned by the Demon King from a different world for a sustainable funds mission, made a deal on her first day as his servant.
Four days on, three off; five insurances and two funds; fifteen months' pay; and nine-to-five hours.
Now, the scary part was her boss stretching time daily to hit five o'clock, dodging work talks with Lin Lin.
After finishing afternoon tea, Your Majesty the Demon King moved straight to dinner.
“Let's eat together.” The Demon King's mood was cheerful.
Lin Lin said, “......No need.”
The last time she ate with the Demon King, they had swamp dory. She vomited and had diarrhea all night. Her face turned darker than the swamp where those fish were caught.
Though she’d signed a pact with the Demon King, Lin Lin’s human body couldn’t resist toxins from demon realm creatures.
Days of plain boiled radishes and cabbage with no proper human food made Lin Lin increasingly irritable—directly tied to the awful, repetitive meals.
The Dragon who saw through everything spoke: “She needs human food.”
Lin Lin snapped her gaze to Safir, hope flickering in her eyes.
Could this cold-faced guy... actually be dependable?
Safir met her stare. The scholarly Dragon gave a slight nod radiating wordless understanding, his movements regal and poised.
Expression unchanging, the Sapphire Dragon stated: “Humans require millet. I possess millet. Grant her five tons.”
Lin Lin: ...You eat five tons of millet! What utter nonsense you know about humans!
That night, Lin Lin choked down boiled radish with steamed millet, tears in her eyes as she watched the Rock Slime deliver cabbage soup.
She carried the soup-topped Rock Slime to the table to avoid scalding her hands. Once positioned, the slime liquefied and flowed from beneath the bowl onto the ground.
As low-level creatures, slimes couldn’t communicate verbally with humans.
But Lin Lin—bound by the Demon King’s pact—deciphered keywords from its squeaks.
Poking the Rock Slime’s horn, she asked: “Does touching a demon’s forehead horn mean anything special?”
The dark-gold slime wore a solemn expression, pondered hard, and answered: 【Squeak! Sleep!】
Huh... that seemed wildly irrelevant. Maybe even slimes had knowledge gaps.
Bored, Lin Lin looked away, ignoring the slime’s frantic little actions as she forced the tasteless food down. Like chewing wax.
Lin Lin kept strict habits: after meals, she rested in her room.
Walking the shadowy corridor, she’d grown used to the pure white Demon statues lining both sides. Though varied in pose, each lifelike figure seemed moments from opening its downcast eyes.
Her first time here, she’d felt watched from the gloom. Now she emptied her mind, dismissing the sensation.
This time, that proved unwise.
Her reflection began only when darkness swallowed everything.
Wall lamps snuffed out. Sealed windows blocked all glow. The already grim castle plunged into deeper silence.
Lin Lin saw nothing in the blackness. A faint rustling, like grass brushing, reached her ears.
Humans are strange beings. Frailty sharpens their duller senses when threatened—outpacing demons or elves.
Even when fear conjures false sensations.
Tiny noises magnified into vipers slithering closer. Lin Lin’s heartbeat raced.
Not one speck of light pierced the corridor. Staring uselessly wide-eyed, she caught a whiff of decaying leaves.
No leaves could exist here. Especially not this foul, rotting stench.
Someone was watching her. Perhaps not human.
Lin Lin frowned and took two steps back, her back pressing against the cold Demon Stone Statue in the corridor. The chill seeped through her silk dress.
It was a curved statue.
In the dead silence, Lin Lin’s mind wandered—this might be the demon with angelic wings.
She hadn’t paid attention to the statue’s appearance before, but compared to the terrifying, fanged demons, one with an aloof, stern face did resemble an angel.
Lin Lin had no interest in divine legends, but she’d heard some angels fall to become demons, their feathers turning from pure white to gray or black. Judging by the colorless statue, their handsome icy faces and imposing posture were indistinguishable from their angelic kin.
They were devout, chaste believers—warriors defending the light. Solemn expressions paired with warriors’ robust bodies.
Lin Lin heard rustling again.
In the impenetrable darkness, something approached silently.
A faint breath brushed her face. Sensations closed in from all directions like cold threads tangling around her cheeks.
Lin Lin narrowed her eyes.
This wasn’t her imagination. Someone stood encircling her, scrutinizing her at close range.
Silent dark creatures stared.
Lin Lin fought to appear calm, yet her body instinctively leaned back. She pressed fully against the Fallen Angel Stone Statue’s wings, the hard stone digging painfully into her spine.
Retreating further, her foot met empty air. She stumbled backward into the Fallen Angel statue’s embrace. Fortunately, the statue held a Staff—its slightly curved icy arms "caught" her.
Lin Lin gripped the statue’s forearm to steady her posture.
The male form felt broad and cold. She could even trace the detailed texture and tension of its stone muscles. The staff-wielding Fallen Angel Stone Statue enveloped her in a hold both imprisoning and protective.
Trapped between the unknown dark creature and the Fallen Angel statue.
The statue behind radiated equal coldness. This pervasive chill drew uncontrollable shivers.
"Hello?" Lin Lin whispered, steadying her emotions once more.
No response came.
She closed her useless eyes in the darkness, relying on other senses. Then she noticed—one side of her loose long hair had been gently lifted.
No contact with her skin. Lin Lin contemplated this.
Throughout it all, caution wasn’t hers alone.
This realization eased her tension slightly, yet failed to rein in her racing thoughts.
Could monsters in the Demon King Castle despise humans?
The rustling noise returned.
What exactly stood before her?
The unknown chilled her more than demons. That slow, featherlight breath grazing every exposed patch of skin...
Horrible. Though untouched, such intense scrutiny unsettled her. It left her feeling somewhat sick and uneasy.
From an unfathomable direction, faint breath swept Lin Lin’s soft face, drifting toward her slender neck.
Instinct screamed retreat, but her numb body refused. Lips parted, mouth dry.
Lin Lin couldn't see the humanoid creature in the darkness baring its sharp teeth, already nearing her delicate neck. One snap would leave a wound.
She felt uneasy—both from her fear of the dark and an indescribable wariness, as if a third presence calmly warned her to evade danger.
Turning sideways, Lin Lin felt the Demon King Imprint on her neck grow warm.
The sharp teeth grazed her neck but never touched her skin.
The dark creature watched Lin Lin expressionlessly. It sensed the threat of the Demon King Imprint yet drooled uncontrollably, weighing whether this human woman merited the risk.
Her warm, soft breath drifted through the air; her elevated body temperature was unmistakable. Even her stifled fear smelled delicious.
The dark creature finished its assessment.
It stepped closer.
An unseen Force repelled it. Narrowing its eyes, the creature halted.
Like a wick catching flame in the night.
In the blackness, the Fallen Angel Stone Statue—eyes shut as if sleeping—slowly opened its golden pupils. It shielded Lin Lin within its embrace, emitting a faint glow.
The Fallen Angel’s pale golden eyes coldly appraised the intruder lurking in darkness. Its Staff radiated a soft light, betraying disdain for the dark creature despite its own fall.
Fallen or not, angels answered humans who sought protection.
The intruder didn’t retreat. Crouching lower, it adopted a beast-like stance, coiled for a dangerous standoff.
The greedy excelled at dancing with danger.
A silent battle raged.
Lin Lin saw none of it. She only knew peril approached.
And she grew impatient.
*If you're gonna kill someone, just do it! If not, scram! Who has time for this drama? Don’t you know people work tomorrow?*
"What gutter rat dares lurk in shadows?" Lin Lin shouted. "Come here! Take these fists!"
Her voice shattered the silence.
Lin Lin threw wild punches into empty air.
The hidden creature recoiled like a scalded cat. A cool breeze brushed Lin Lin’s ear as something vanished.
Wall lamps flickered back on, revealing an empty corridor.
Blinking against the sudden glow, Lin Lin leaned against the statue’s chest, catching her breath. *Those punches were exhausting.*
Half a minute later, she pushed off the statue’s arm and stood straight.
Had its eyes tilted downward differently before?
Lin Lin studied the statue, head cocked.
"Lin?"
She turned.
The Demon King stood at the corridor’s end. "What are you doing?" asked the young man, puzzled.
Smoothing her long hair, Lin Lin felt the Demon King Imprint still warm. "Something vile bothered me. What dark creatures infest this castle?"
The Demon King beamed. "Perfect timing—they’re *all* here! Every last trash!"
*You sound proud of that!*
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Chapter 3: Whose Holy Maiden is a Glutton?
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​
In the dark of the night, the empty corridor was especially quiet as the Demon King withdrew his hand from the wall.
“None were left behind."
Lin Lin sighed. She hadn’t held much hope anyway; since that Dark Creature dared to offend her in the Demon King Castle, it must have had a way to escape.
“Are you scared?” the Demon King turned to face Lin Lin. “You can sleep in my room.”
The Demon King himself was not familiar with the emotions of fear, but he had learned from the knowledgeable Dragon race that humans were fragile creatures needing careful protection.
The Dragon race had only mentioned it in passing, but the Demon King found it novel and took it to heart. He had never paid such close attention to any creature before.
Thinking this, the violet-pupiled demon carefully examined the much smaller human figure before him, like gazing at a delicate flower bud.
The fragile human, now a key protected subject, remained unaware.
Lin Lin yawned, “No, sleeping too near the boss gives me nightmares.”
Knowing she couldn’t defeat any creature in this castle, Lin Lin felt a slack resignation. Tense when needed, lazy when possible.
The Demon King’s eyes curved, “How was your food tonight?”
Clearly not good. Memories of swallowing dry millet made Lin Lin grimace.
The Demon King reached out, and Lin Lin opened her palm. His long fingers tapped her palm gently, leaving five shiny gold coins.
It was Lin Lin’s first encounter with this world’s currency. She traced the uneven patterns on the coins—beautiful floral designs.
Noticing Lin Lin's little actions, the Demon King smiled slightly.
“This is an advance salary. Tomorrow, find food you like,” the Demon King said, “You should be happier before working.”
[You should be happier.]
You’re the Demon King! How could you sound like an Angel!
Lin Lin looked up, wary. “You’re not assigning me terrible extra work, are you?”
A boss’s kindness was always a sugar-coated bullet; the seasoned corporate worker’s drowsiness vanished halfway from fright.
The Demon King fell silent for two seconds.
He finally said, “No work tomorrow, so I’ll deduct a day’s leave.”
Lin Lin sighed in relief and patted her chest. “Fine by me!”
Her boss’s familiar tone reassured her. Now the money felt honestly earned.
A wild boar can’t eat fine flour.
-
[image: ]

In the spacious bedroom, sunlight filtered through the curtains onto the pure black bed.
The best-lit room in the Demon King Castle was given to the fragile human needing protection.
Three rhythmic knocks sounded. A pale arm emerged from the blanket. After two tries, Lin Lin lifted her head from the pillow.
She washed her face hastily and opened the door drowsily. A young man stood outside.
Lin Lin remembered the Demon King’s words: someone would take her to find human food.
The Dark Elf Felix.
Lin Lin had once naively asked, “How will I recognize him?”
Your Majesty the Demon King had given a very simple answer: “Black.”
Lin Lin had speculated that it might be an elf with black hair.
Now, upon truly meeting the Dark Elf, Lin Lin realized that the words “black” were actually very fitting.
The tall Dark Elf stood outside the door, hands crossed, looking cold. His skin was dark, and though he had the handsome face and light figure of an elf, none could mistake him for anything but a Dark Creature.
The young man wore a cloak, its hood covering most of his face, allowing a few silvery strands to escape from beneath it.
Unlike the towering postures of the Demon King and the Dragon race, the Dark Elf was closer in build to a slender human. Lin Lin looked up at him. From her angle, she could see his ice-like silver pupils and matching long eyelashes.
Felix allowed Lin Lin to look him over. He was far too familiar with such gazes.
Unlike the “Demon King’s baby” who grew up safely in the castle, the Dark Elf Felix was born in the turbulent, dangerous Spider Forest.
After fleeing his family, Felix became a dangerous assassin drifting along the edges of various groups. Dark Elves naturally excelled in such dirty tactics, making humans both fear and stand in awe of him.
They worried a single word might anger the temperamental Dark Elf, yet held anticipation that their foes would foolishly provoke such a troublesome creature.
Thus, when the stealthy Dark Elf didn’t hide himself, he always sensed the furtive glances around him.
Felix knew Lin Lin’s curious gaze swept over his chin and the pointed elf ear bearing its silver earring.
He felt irritated because the one studying him was a human woman.
Dark Elves revered women as superior, and Felix had been taught from boyhood that even a woman’s violence was a blessing—until he slew his own chieftain.
During his wandering life, Felix discovered humans differed from Dark Elves.
Human women often seemed fragile. By Dark Elf standards where strength ruled, human women held lower status.
Now, bound by the Demon King’s orders, he endured scrutiny and commands from a weak human woman, echoing his youth under female Dark Elf torment.
Felix felt a subtle, offended, unpleasant feeling.
The Dark Elf’s restraint hid his turmoil, and the troubling human woman remained oblivious.
Lin Lin flushed, embarrassed by her late rising. “Can you wait minutes? I need to change clothes.”
The cloaked elf gave a slight nod.
Lin Lin shut the door and dashed to the wardrobe.
Opening the wide, heavy cabinet revealed dresses crammed inside—all reflecting Your Majesty the Demon King’s taste: extravagant, cumbersome gowns swallowing space. Lin Lin wrestled out a simpler, fresh white dress.
When she reopened the door, the figure outside hadn’t shifted his posture.
Not an illusion: Lin Lin sensed the Dark Elf’s gaze skim her bare arms.
Unlike the fully covered Dark Elf, Lin Lin wore a short-sleeved dress, exposing her pale, soft arms—unused to exertion.
Standing beside Felix, Lin Lin felt fairer; the Dark Elf truly was a rare whitening contrast.
Lin Lin said, “Let’s go.”
Felix nodded and trailed behind her. This came from a boyhood instinct forbidding him to walk ahead of women, blended with an assassin’s shadow-hugging habit.
This behavior puzzled Lin Lin: “Aren’t you supposed to lead the way?”
Felix paused for a moment, then slowly took a step forward, walking side by side with her. This was his bottom line.
Lin Lin didn’t know why he was so cautious and started making small talk.
“Did you have conflicts with humans in the past?” Lin Lin tried to show goodwill.
The Dark Elf shook his head: “I had no conflicts with humans. I only killed a few people.”
Oh.
Oh.
Lin Lin suddenly understood.
How should she put it? She appreciated his honesty. She truly didn’t feel like chatting anymore.
Since arriving in this world, Lin Lin hadn’t really left the castle. Standing in the sunlight again felt like being reborn.
It would have been better if there hadn’t been an assassin standing next to her.
Lin Lin stretched lazily in the sunlight, then spotted a familiar face at the entrance.
Auntie Ellie, who raised Abyssal Wild Boars, waved enthusiastically at Lin Lin. She was one of the few plump ones among the demon race, with purple skin that made her look like a soft, full purple sweet potato. Thinking of that, Lin Lin felt even warmer toward Auntie Ellie.
The people of Demon King Castle were simple and friendly, and many demons here had no sense of boundaries.
This aunt had once sincerely shared tasty Abyssal Wild Boar ribs with Lin Lin, making her get food poisoning again.
You could say that the troubles Lin Lin faced lately were mostly thanks to the Demon King and Auntie Ellie.
“Lin!” Like the Demon King, this demon couldn’t say Lin Lin’s name right, so Auntie Ellie only used her last name. “Are you going out?”
Lin Lin nodded.
Auntie Ellie moved closer to Lin Lin, then saw the Dark Elf who had followed without her noticing.
When Ellie spotted Felix, her expression darkened. She frowned: “Why did the king let that ungrateful wolf go out with you? He’ll sell you to humans!”
Creatures of the dark races sometimes fought among themselves.
Just like in human villages where they say, “If you cry, a demon will take you away,” the demon race had its own scary tales for kids. But in their stories, it was about being sold to humans.
Uh, could it be that she was human? Lin Lin’s feelings were mixed.
Lin Lin turned to see the Dark Elf’s silver pupils. A true ungrateful wolf. Annoyingly, it was a bit funny, but she couldn’t laugh—he was an assassin.
Lin Lin
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