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Chapter 201: Praised Once Again
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​
"Then, the witch and the little dwarf lived happily together, enjoying an optimistic life," Lin Lin closed the book in her hands.
She sat on a wooden chair, beside her, the demon race boy slept on the bed.
"...There seemed to be a problem with your story," Safir observed as he entered, glancing at the books Lin Lin held. Although he had no interest in children's stories, he had unintentionally read a few, and his remarkable memory told him that Lin Lin was completely making up a tale. The story she told had nothing to do with the book in her hands; she was even holding a book about music scores.
"Also, 'optimistic life' was a strange description," Safir commented coldly.
"At least it reflected the protagonist's strength and resilience," Lin Lin replied, placing the book on the nightstand as she reported the state of the demon race boy to Safir. "The fever was still ongoing, and even in his coma, he couldn't sleep peacefully."
Indeed, the boy's complexion was flushed, his brows furrowed, mumbling, "...Why was it the little dwarf?"
The Sapphire Dragon looked at Lin Lin, and she looked at the ground.
"His uneasy sleep was closely related to your bedtime story," Safir said calmly. "Please stop telling such nonsensical bedtime stories. A bedtime story wasn't needed when one was asleep."
"But I was so bored sitting here alone," Lin Lin replied.
"Then read something useful," Teacher Safir suggested.
Lin Lin pretended not to hear him and silently picked up another book, a magazine about constellations, mentioning that her luck wasn't good that week and she should be careful.
Lin Lin also flipped through the Demon King's pages, wanting to see if he had been particularly unlucky that week. Soon, she realized that the Demon King didn't seem to have a constellation; his opinion of his birth date was, "Probably in spring."
Spring was the season when most monsters were born, and the Demon King was born on an ordinary day.
Safir had already begun to get used to Lin Lin's pretense of not studying.
"His body temperature was still rising," Safir said after observing the demon race boy for a while. "Someone would bring a Magic Potion soon, but it didn't seem it would be of much help then."
Lin Lin’s gaze also shifted to the boy on the bed; she knew full well that if his condition worsened, Safir would no longer regard his physical state and would forcefully push the time spell.
If the boy's health continued to decline, he could become a source of nourishment for the spell.
"You needed to rest for a while too; waiting here all the time wouldn't help," Safir's gaze shifted to the soft face of the human woman. "In the area outside the Demon King Castle, some demons had started to cause unrest due to the Demon King not showing up for a long time."
"I was never in a very stable position to begin with," Lin Lin complained. "Wasn't it you and Bulwo who pushed me into it?"
It was only because those demons feared the pressure of the dragon and the whale; now that the whale was out, and the dragon was focused on research, unrest was only natural.
"Didn't you say?" Safir looked at Lin Lin. "When Bulwo wasn't around, you could act as a guard. Otherwise, why would I spend time teaching you so much?"
Lin Lin realized that every dragon thought very highly of themselves; when others spoke to them or learned from them, it was seen as a favor granted to them.
The Brass Dragon was like that, and Safir was too.
How nice it would be if she could take one-third of their confidence for herself; she would live much happier.
Lin Lin lowered her gaze to the sleeping demon race boy.
"Teacher Safir," Lin Lin said, "Please don’t sacrifice this child directly when I'm not around."
Safir nodded slightly, showing his understanding: "No wonder you wouldn’t leave; you were guarding against me, which was quite a valuable concern."
The Sapphire Dragon rarely gave direct affirmations to others.
"Surely, you had thought of directly sacrificing him!" Lin Lin saw through the wicked thoughts of this group. "I knew it!"
"Well," the Sapphire Dragon touched his lips with his slender finger, a small gesture of covering. "I had considered it once or twice, but it seemed a bit complicated to explain externally, so I put it on hold."
So it was just because it was too troublesome that he gave up, not because he felt guilty?
"Teacher Safir would not be so cold-blooded in two hundred years," Lin Lin protested.
"Great! Then go find the not-cold-blooded Teacher Safir," the Sapphire Dragon lifted his eyes. "Didn’t you say he didn't even let you call him 'teacher'?"
Damn that good memory.
Lin Lin puffed out her cheeks.
She tried to find a comeback to shut him up.
"I have touched Lord Safir's reverse scales," Lin Lin raised her hand.
"Ha, every dragon of each race had a different and secret location for their reverse scales. Even Dragon Slayers found this information hard to know," the Sapphire Dragon said lazily, showing no interest in wasting more energy on her. "You probably didn’t even know where the Sapphire Dragon’s reverse scales were."
Huh?
Lin Lin looked up.
She glanced at the light blue scales on the young dragon’s neck, which shone like glimmering shells in the ocean.
"On the neck," Lin Lin said.
She wanted to show off a bit, wanting to counter Safir's implication that she did not know.
The young dragon, who had been bending down to check the boy's eyes, turned around.
The blue pupils looked at Lin Lin.
Within those eyes, which did not belong to humans, she could see shattered blue light.
One second. Two seconds.
There was neither acknowledgment nor denial, and even the normally arrogant demeanor dimmed.
Lin Lin felt a little anxious under his gaze: "What’s wrong?"
Did she say something wrong? That couldn’t be right; a proud person like Safir wouldn’t need to lie to her about the location of his reverse scales.
"Nothing," Safir replied.
-
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In the vast demon realm, thanks to the recent ample rainfall, although the land remained barren, the sandstorm situation had improved, and it was no longer a mouthful of yellow dust.
Lin Lin’s appearance undoubtedly boosted the confidence of the residents of the Demon King Castle, who were originally resisting the invading monsters.
Almost the moment she appeared, the residents showed confident smiles, looking as if to say, "Our boss had arrived; you were doomed."
Ah, the residents became quite arrogant.
Lin Lin didn't understand why they appeared more confident than she herself was.
But she still had to give her family face and did not question it in front of her foes.
Lin Lin calmly looked at the restless monsters: "Sorry, this area was planned for greening; the residential area would likely be near that dead volcano to the north."
Lin Lin did not often go out, and even though many monsters in the demon realm knew that the current Demon King was a human, when a small human figure actually stood before them compared to the monsters, some still showed disdainful expressions.
These attitudes did not affect Lin Lin; knowing that monster emotions were learned made her more discerning in recognizing that this disdain was a blatant provocation.
"You all should go back," Lin Lin told the residents of the Demon King Castle.
The residents showed puzzled expressions, but trusting Your Majesty the Demon King, they followed Lin Lin's request.
"Humans are indeed a thoughtful race," the leading demon smiled, his sharp teeth becoming especially noticeable as he grinned. "This way, even if you lose, they won’t see your embarrassment."
Lin Lin remained silent as the light-type magic wand appeared in her hand.
It was curious. At first, she'd always gripped the wand tightly to channel her power. But through growth and practice, her hold had grown more relaxed.
Now, standing before a towering enemy, even her once-trembling hands and racing heart stayed calm.
When their eyes truly met, the monsters saw the human woman's face.
Though different races, their features resembled each other closely.
"You're actually quite pretty," said a monster beside the leader, scratching his face. "Very black hair, beautiful eyes."
"Thank you?" Lin Lin tilted her head.
The leader smacked the bear-headed monster twice: "Always staring at looks! Is that all you think about?"
"True beauty is strength!" the leader proclaimed like uttering profound wisdom. "Can good looks make someone a Demon King?"
Another compliment—more than she usually heard in Demon King Castle.
Lin Lin almost lost her will to fight; such earnest praise felt embarrassing.
Clearly, flattery wasn't their real intent. Massive figures lunged toward her.
Huge claws, sharp teeth, and surging dark power accompanied their shift from human forms as monsters pounced.
Their pupils glowed red like congealed blood in the darkness.
Facing the colossal creature charging at her, Lin Lin felt profound calm.
Above hung the secretly mended yet still fractured sky. Behind her stood the tranquil Demon King Castle.
This time, neither Lord Safir, Your Majesty the Demon King, nor the Moon Elf she'd met upon arrival would come to help.
But Lin Lin needed no aid now.
As she slowly raised her wand, white light blossomed between them, flowing river-like toward the attackers.
Intense dark power dimmed beneath the glow, thrashing violently in the white fog like a caged beast.
There was indeed reason for evacuating the castle's residents—
Not for saving face, as the enemy mocked,
But to prevent collateral damage.
-
[image: ]

"I'm back," Lin Lin announced upon returning to Demon King Castle, greeting the boy lying in the room.
Silence answered.
She'd brought sweet pastries and honey tea, their sugary fragrance permeating every corner.
Lin Lin sat quietly, slicing the soft pastry. Sweetness filled her mouth before she swallowed.
She knew everything would pass safely. Knew Your Majesty the Demon King still awaited her two hundred years hence.
Yet this faint loneliness, this silence of abandonment...
Wind swept through the window, flipping the book pages on the bedside table one by one.
"So this is how it feels," Lin Lin murmured.
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Chapter 202: Your Majesty the Demon King
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​
As the last wisp of black mist spread across the sky, the Red Moon hung once more over the cracks, shrouding the demon realm in darkness again.
The demon race boy still lay quietly on the bed, his fair face incredibly peaceful, with the corners of his eyes and the tip of his nose slightly reddened, and his soft black curls resting against his cheeks.
He remained undisturbed by the chaos outside.
Lin Lin tightly grasped his hands as damp black slime slipped from their clasped palms. The human woman lowered her head, unable to describe her emotions.
The moment she’d long dreaded had finally come.
"Do you want to watch him melt away here?" Safir asked.
The Sapphire Dragon’s calm voice cut through the air as the stern dragon urged Lin Lin to release her hold, instructing others to place the demon race boy into a coffin for the basement.
"...Why a coffin? You said this wasn’t death," Lin Lin stood silently, making way for Safir. "It looks terribly ominous."
"Practicality," Safir replied coolly. "The Demon King Castle hasn’t housed Blood Clan members for ages. No point keeping spares—no loss if damaged."
*There’ll be Blood Clan again,* Lin Lin thought, *but that annoying guy’s character doesn’t deserve a reserved coffin anyway.*
Her emotions tangled. Safir always planned for the worst. Though Lin Lin repeatedly emphasized that this demon race boy would become the demon realm’s true Demon King in two hundred years—ensuring a hopeful future—Safir remained unmoved. "That’s your world’s timeline," he stated flatly.
This world’s future remained unwritten.
Lin Lin sometimes admired his cold rationality. Without anticipation, he escaped her anxiety over gains and losses.
He directed others to settle the boy into the coffin before turning to her: "Relax. It’s sealed. He’ll turn out like coffee in a cup."
"Please avoid beverage comparisons," Lin Lin countered. "I still intend to drink coffee later."
Grief lingered, but contemplating her future appetite felt equally vital.
—
[image: ]

In the grim basement, a coffin rested at the heart of a blood-red magic circle. Flickering lights cast shadows on bizarrely shaped colleagues who bowed in silent reverence.
...Just like a villain’s team!
Though this *was* the villain’s faction, the scene screamed villainy! Any moment now, someone might raise a goblet and swear world destruction!
Since arriving at the Demon King Castle, this ranked as the most sinister spectacle Lin Lin had witnessed.
She scanned the solemn faces around her—Safir’s expression especially—reassuring herself she hadn’t joined some cult.
As the Demon King, Lin Lin stood nearest to Safir at the center. She watched him place his half-finished teacup on the coffin lid.
The urge to object faded—this wasn’t truly a coffin, yet the gesture unsettled her.
As the teacup settled, silence swallowed everyone present.
The Sapphire Dragon parted his lips. Unfamiliar yet hauntingly melodic words flowed forth, their resonance inexplicably known to her.
His deep voice charged the spell with power. Sapphire-blue hair lifted as draconic magic erupted from Safir, rippling outward.
Though Safir often grumbled about Lin Lin handling "the most critical work"—polishing her dull vigilance—she knew who truly bore that weight.
Enveloping the entire demon realm demanded colossal power. Safir, who treated magic as his lifeline, had hoarded every drop by abstaining from spells for weeks.
Lin Lin had never seen Safir’s magical power depleted. The sheer scale of the Dragon race’s power dwarfed that of humans.
Before now, Safir had never criticized magical energy usage. Yet two hundred years later, this Sapphire Dragon could coldly mock Lin Lin and the Demon King for their excessive magical consumption.
*Boom—*
Thunder cracked abruptly outside the Demon King Castle.
The ground shook violently.
As earth-attribute dragons, Sapphire Dragons embodied both the Destruction and guardianship of the land.
Stone fragments trembled across the ground. The half-full teacup atop the coffin rattled sharply as buried energies beneath the castle resonated with Safir’s power.
Lin Lin heard monsters roaring beyond the walls—more piercing and desperate than before.
Monsters who had stood orderly in the dungeon began filing out.
Then came the sounds of combat.
Unlike humans, monsters possessed heightened senses of smell and hearing, detecting threats imperceptible to others.
As Safir chanted his spell, draconic and arcane forces enveloped the demon realm. Every creature knew the Demon King Castle risked everything.
Monsters that scorned the castle or bore it malice now advanced to sabotage its transformation.
Residents of the castle streamed out—first a few, then more.
Compared to the demon race, human hearing was feeble. Lin Lin caught only muffled explosions of clashing magic and relentless thunder.
Her gaze trailed those departing.
A sudden shudder gripped her—the jolt of being caught daydreaming in class.
Safir’s unbroken chant continued, his gaze fixed on her.
Though silent, his eyes clearly commanded: *Focus on your task.*
*Thank you, Teacher Safir. Your arrogance and strictness taught us to recognize danger in your glare.* Lin Lin adjusted her stance wordlessly.
She watched dungeon companions leave one by one.
To monsters, this place was a beacon in darkness. They must bar outsiders.
When the last departed, only Lin Lin and Safir remained.
Outside, silence deepened.
Lin Lin’s eyes shifted to the coffin at the magic array’s center.
*This* was her duty.
As Safir’s guard, the true threat needing vigilance wasn’t beyond the castle walls—
It lay within.
A tremor shook the dungeon—not from earth, but the massive coffin.
Safir’s teacup toppled, shattered on the ground, darkening stone with spilled tea.
Without awaiting orders, Lin Lin gripped her wand, planting herself before the coffin.
A wisp of black mist escaped the coffin’s seam.
Lin Lin tightened her hold, sensing icy currents stir.
Shattered porcelain shards levitated.
Her feet lifted—not by flight, but sudden weightlessness.
Having traversed time before, Lin Lin recognized Safir’s spell at work:
The demon realm’s time was accelerating.
Another black mist tendril seeped out.
"Don’t come out," Lin Lin urged, though the creature within couldn’t comprehend.
Safir’s mission was absolute: prevent *him* from leaving. Should he escape, both he and the demon realm would vanish.
The Demon King who must not leave his castle.
The Princess and the Pea imprisoned in her tower.
Lin Lin raised her wand—forged by darkness, inset with light-type gems.
Her own voice trembled in her ears.
"Please. Don’t come out."
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Chapter 203: The Deceased Deity
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Lin Lin was someone who took things as they came.
This was widely known; even those unfamiliar with her could discern this from small details after brief interactions.
She had a pleasant character, offering help within her capabilities. She excelled at sensing others' emotions, providing considerate care.
She knew how to endure and when to give up.
Even when repeatedly complaining about her work, she'd still finish tedious tasks while wondering if she'd been reincarnated as a "beast of burden."
Not only others but Lin Lin herself recognized this trait.
If success required just tiptoeing, she'd try. If it demanded jumping beyond reach, she'd accept failure.
Living by this principle had served her well, so she never considered changing it.
Thus, Lin Lin couldn't comprehend the demon race – beings practically synonymous with greed.
Though other residents of the Demon King Castle weren't human, some resembled certain human types, like Safir and Felix with clear preferences and logic. Only Your Majesty the Demon King was terrifyingly hollow inside.
Lin Lin's assessment wasn't meant negatively.
Had he been a novel character, he'd be the suspiciously cheerful type – making people wonder if he hid dark secrets. Yet probing his mind would reveal utter emptiness.
A remarkably pure fool.
Lin Lin's opinion of him remained unchanged now.
Even confined within the coffin, the escaping black mist still wouldn't obey.
Had Lin Lin been trapped inside with warnings not to escape, she'd have stayed put.
But demons lived by instinct. Told of external dangers, their mist still strained outward.
The intimidating power of light couldn't quell the black mist's reckless urge to break free. Instead, Lin Lin – unwilling to hurt the demon race boy – withdrew first. The light retreated just before the mist collided with it.
Lin Lin instantly noticed Safir's narrowed eyes.
Guilt and embarrassment flooded her. Preempting his scolding, she called out: "Teacher Safir!"
The Sapphire Dragon's attention shifted to Lin Lin. The thick black mist spilling from the coffin seized the chance to flee.
Safir's expression darkened further.
Forcing an awkward smile at his displeasure, Lin Lin rushed toward the dungeon stairs after the mist: "Teacher Safir! Let me handle him!"
Promising what she couldn't guarantee terrified Lin Lin.
Chasing the black mist, she prayed it wouldn't leave the Demon King Castle.
The mist seeped through the dungeon's iron door. Lin Lin shoved it open in pursuit.
As she stepped beyond the threshold, a faint clock-like *click* echoed.
Suddenly, silence fell.
The thunder outside Demon King Castle vanished. Magical collisions ceased. Lin Lin slowed her steps.
The chased black mist had dissipated, leaving only a tall silhouette.
Lin Lin stood frozen in the familiar Demon King Castle. Before her stretched an endless corridor, vanishing into darkness.
A long black mantle.
Lin Lin's heart skipped a beat. Blood rushed to her brain, and her lost hearing seemed to return instantly.
A young man walked ahead, Lin Lin trailing behind him.
One step. Two steps. Three steps.
At the corridor’s end, the young man finally tilted his body slightly. He turned, long black hair swaying gently as his purple pupils fixed silently on Lin Lin.
"Why are you following me?"
It wasn’t him.
Lin Lin realized this truth in an instant.
The same eyes, face, voice, posture.
But not him.
"I don’t know," Lin Lin met his purple pupils, "Deity."
－
Your Majesty the Demon King and the fragments of the God of Darkness were inseparable, fused as one.
Lin Lin had always known this, yet since the deity’s fragments slumbered—never truly surfacing—she’d assumed Your Majesty the Demon King had fully absorbed them. That deity shouldn’t even cast a shadow.
But past Demon Kings of the Demon King Castle all had black hair and purple eyes. This made her wonder: who did this body truly belong to?
Unlike the suffocating pressure when praying to the God of Light, this fragment of the God of Darkness—long consumed by the demon race—felt hazy and unreal.
In the empty Demon King Castle, timeless and hollow, the young man drifted toward the deity’s office. The door swung open without touch, welcoming its true master.
The office Lin Lin remembered as spotless now overflowed with chaos: torn books, dragon bones, even half a dark chocolate bar tossed aside.
Ah... Lin Lin realized belatedly. When the deity fell, the office must have purged some things.
Like a person dying—all messages and browser history wiped clean.
How convenient, she thought, almost envious. If she ever left for a different world, she’d want her phone and computer to explode. Every trace erased forever.
Lin Lin watched the young man open the bookcase. Items inside swirled like a vortex. He pulled out books, skimmed pages, then shut one.
"I am dead," he said.
Oh. A fragment split before death. That explained his gaps in knowledge.
His calm declaration reassured Lin Lin. A dead deity was a safe deity. If things turned sour, she might still fight back.
As she thought this, his lowered gaze lifted and pinned her.
Until now, he’d treated her like a bird. The sudden eye contact made her frown.
His tone mirrored when he’d declared his death:
"You carry my fragments."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 204: Hey, Deity
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​
Time with the deity felt still, as if she had entered a crack in time-space.
The fragments of the deity seemed very busy, always searching through the vast information in the room.
Lin Lin couldn't understand the strange characters, and peeking at them was pointless, so she focused on the deity who looked just like Your Majesty the Demon King.
Surprisingly, the sky outside Demon King Castle was always bright. She recalled that before the great war, the demon realm had sun and moon cycles; perhaps the God of Darkness had no special liking for day or night.
But the sun was always at fixed times. When she opened the window, wind blew, but no leaves fell. Lin Lin didn't feel hungry; she drank water only because she thought, "I want to drink water."
Though Lin Lin didn't believe much in ghosts and deities, her situation now felt like "going to heaven" from some novels.
"Wait!" Lin Lin suddenly realized while pushing open the window and looking outside, "Could I be dead already?"
It made sense for a dead human to meet a dead deity!
Unlike the coldness Lin Lin had imagined, the deity who could gamble with Safir on a chessboard wasn't the traditional deity image. The young man's attitude was still cold, but he responded to every word.
"Yes," the deity replied, casually waving his hand; two sheets of white paper faded into his brain, a way to read fast, "you died."
Lin Lin: ...
Because he said it so casually, Lin Lin couldn't tell if he was serious or just messing with her.
After all, this deity's reputation was poor, with countless scandals and past deeds.
Lin Lin turned around, crossed her arms, and looked at him with doubt.
After a few seconds, the young man looked up.
In that moment, Lin Lin understood why in so many domineering stories, the "substitute trope" had the line "Don't smile; when you smile, you don't look like her anymore."
Even with the same face, the inner change made them different as soon as their eyes met.
"You died long before coming to this world," the young man said flatly, "To time travel, a soul must have a shallow tie to its past world."
"Oh," Lin Lin looked down.
The answer was expected, and hearing it, Lin Lin felt an "is that all" kind of emotion.
"Then," Lin Lin pointed to her chest, unsure where his "fragments" were, "how did your fragments get into me? And why me?"
The deity before her was why she came to this world; it wasn't practical. Lin Lin's questions came from pure curiosity.
"Why was I picked?" That also interested her; she didn't think she had any talent to amaze another world.
"The reason you were chosen is simple," the young man replied, "When picking souls, I found you, who had great resentment. Your anger was so strong it caught my eye."
Lin Lin: ... So that's my image? Unlucky.
"Then I saw you had worked overtime for five days straight and could keep working hard; such a tough soul shouldn't just vanish, so I chose you."
Suddenly it felt warm and healing! Are you some kind savior?
But thinking about it, being chosen to toil like a beast in another world because she was so hardworking sounded even worse!
Lin Lin was down for two minutes, then remembered he hadn't answered about the fragments.
With new focus, she asked again.
"I don't know," the young man said, seeming honest, "Putting the fragments on you wasn't planned. In my plan, I just needed an outside soul to enter this world; no need to stay with you."
Lin Lin's eyes widened like saucers as she tried to discern the true feelings of the young man with black hair.
Well, Lin Lin thought with some discouragement, she wouldn't be able to tell even if he lied.
Then she heard the young man's calm tone: "The fragments are precious to me. I've no reason to split them again."
"Oh," Lin Lin expressed understanding, "It's like comparing large carat diamonds to diamond chips of equal weight—the whole one's worth more."
She habitually touched the pact mark on her neck.
Though the room temperature felt comfortable, that spot inexplicably throbbed with a dull ache.
－
A deity's life proved profoundly tedious.
Lin Lin couldn't tell if the God of Darkness was inherently curious, or if this particular fragment held intense curiosity. Regardless, he kept deciphering events experienced by other fragments—events unknown to him.
This office functioned like an information hub where all fragments stored their knowledge for others to access.
Lin Lin didn't grasp his curiosity's focus. The God of Darkness was dead, after all. As Safir had once explained to her, these fragments would gradually vanish through erosion.
She felt this fragment should help solve the boy Demon King's survival crisis rather than waste time reading that autobiography.
Trapped in this space, Lin Lin couldn't even leave the castle, let alone reach the Demon King Castle. Attempts to exit through doors or windows met invisible barriers, mirroring her earlier failed escape from the office.
Lin Lin began exploring the castle.
It appeared more magnificent than any version she'd known, with opulent curtains and wall-mounted statues. This was likely the Demon King Castle's original splendor.
Once more, Lin Lin confirmed time held no sway for deities.
A deity could inhabit the body of Your Majesty the Demon King from two hundred years hence while viewing the castle's ancient past—all achieved by a single fragment.
Before witnessing a deity, Lin Lin imagined them as a race. Seeing their tangible advantages, genuine envy stirred within her.
Ah, if only the deity could replicate a century's worth of ledgers for her. She didn't want to do any work.
Lin Lin rechecked the treasury and closed her eyes in despair.
Extravagance clearly didn't start with the little lamb king. Judging by the ancestors' staggering wealth, many generations had simply squandered resources.
She started suspecting the God of Darkness was terrible at management games—someone who splurged massively at launch to play an overpowered character, only to lose everything through incompetence.
Compared to other versions, this Demon King Castle felt eerily empty. With no other monsters present, it was deeply dull.
Lin Lin ventured to a place she'd normally avoid: the castle's basement.
Two hundred years prior, it held nothing. Two hundred years later, it confined an enraged vampire.
Since Safir placed his magic array and coffin in the dungeon, it must be special—likely amplifying his spells.
The dungeon's familiar chill and gloom oddly comforted Lin Lin.
Her solitary footsteps echoed down the spiral staircase.
Pushing open the iron door revealed an immaculate dungeon, unused chains coiled around the prisoner door.
Lin Lin spotted the familiar coffin.
Positioned exactly where Safir's array had been, she knew this wasn't some ancestral coffin.
She knocked on the coffin lid. Silence answered.
Then she shoved against it with both hands.
Lin Lin cursed whoever built such sturdy coffins. The solid wood lid resisted stubbornly. She strained intermittently, face and hands flushing, until the lid shifted slightly.
Inside lay only emptiness—a plain new coffin.
Yet its presence here meant something. It seemed the sole object bridging this space and reality.
"Maybe I should lock that fragment back inside," Lin Lin mused.
After all, the black mist had seeped from this coffin.
If only Safir could handle this; he possessed endless schemes for his goals.
Lin Lin could only picture her own foolishness: pointing at the coffin and asking the young man with black hair, "Hey! Fragment of deities, why not try lying in this coffin?"
She stared at the coffin for seconds.
Since she'd come this far... should she try?
Curling her body, Lin Lin squeezed through the gap she'd created and lay flat inside.
...Utter silence.
Enveloped in heavy wood scent, an unexpected peace settled over her.
Lin Lin shut her eyes. Though wide awake, biological habit made resting seem natural.
"Good night," she murmured. "Lights off, please."
A habitual quip—after all, the dungeon held only her.
Until the dungeon lights abruptly died.
Lin Lin's eyes snapped open in darkness.
Lin Lin released a sharp shriek.
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Chapter 205: She Was Absolutely Certain
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"Lord Deity! This castle is haunted!"
Lin Lin rushed into the office where the young man with black hair was stuffing his mind with a thick stack of information.
Fortunately, he hadn't opened his head to cram the information directly inside; otherwise, Lin Lin would have screamed a second time.
"Stop looking at those things; you'll never finish anyway," said Lin Lin, her fear mounting. Facing Your Majesty the Demon King made her respect for deities plummet, especially since she'd never held much reverence to begin with.
Nervously, Lin Lin told the young man: "There's someone else in the dungeon! That person turned off the lights for me!"
"How nice. Seems like a kind one," the young man brushed aside Lin Lin's attempt to pull him toward the dungeon. "Isn't that good? Someone helped you with the lights."
*You're completely unfazed by whatever ghosts haunt your territory.*
"I need to leave. This place isn't safe," Lin Lin clutched his arm again, certain this deity wouldn't grant her wish. "I want to return."
She stared into his eyes, trying to pressure him.
"No," the young man refused flatly. "Reopening the space rift would obliterate this world. You'd interfere with me."
Lin Lin restrained herself.
She failed.
"You've stayed hidden for years—just endure a while longer. Humans have short lifespans. I'll be gone in a century, but you fragments live forever."
*My life's this brief—indulge me.*
"No," came his icy reply.
Equally cold was the magic wand Lin Lin slowly raised.
......
She'd been defeated.
Lin Lin had to seek other solutions within Demon King Castle.
She bombarded walls with light-type power, tried leaping from the rooftop, called for Fallen Angel messages in the clearest signal zones.
All failed.
This phantom world stood firm as iron walls, tougher than reality itself.
Only when her magical power drained did Lin Lin finally quiet down, exhaustion setting in.
No room existed for her here. Out of habit, she went to her bedroom—only to find a standard guest layout.
*Might as well rest.*
Shrugging off her coat, she collapsed onto the bed.
Though she'd drawn the thick curtains, sunlight crept through wavy gaps, scattering bright patches across chair and ground. Lin Lin stared at the slender glow.
"Could you shut the curtains tighter?" she whispered.
Burrowed under the blanket, she peeked out cautiously.
No movement. The curtains remained unchanged.
That "friend" hadn't appeared here.
Lin Lin sighed in relief and fell asleep peacefully.
－
Empty, very empty.
If only magical power could refill itself like in game settings after a good sleep.
Because time had stopped, Lin Lin didn't know how long she had slept.
The clock on the wall still pointed clearly to four o'clock, with the minute and second hands joined exactly at zero, making it seem broken.
What a dull deity, Lin Lin thought.
He showed no signs of wanting to do anything great, focusing entirely on filling the missing parts of his history. He seemed far more reserved than the
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