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    Chapter 1: Necromancer with Camera


Excuse me for asking this, but has anyone here ever been fired from a company in their twenties? 

Surprisingly, I have. 

To be precise, it happened just yesterday. 

Well, saying I got fired isn’t exactly accurate. 

After all, I was the one who went to work with my resignation letter in hand.

“…Ah, I should have thrown the resignation letter in my boss’s face.”

I muttered to myself as I looked at the severance pay that had just been deposited into my account. 

Sitting in the lobby in a daze, I felt a bit of regret. 

But of course, I had no real regrets. 

It’s not like I quit without any thought.

‘Besides, wasn’t I already thinking about starting my own business soon?’

But it wasn’t entirely without problems.

‘I don’t have much money on hand.’

If it weren’t for the supervisor and the team leader being such jerks, I could have stuck it out for a few more years. 

My name is Do-Jeong 25 years old. 

True to my name, which sounds like it means “way of the sword,” I had spent my twenties dancing on the edge of a blade, and now I had decorated the turning point with a resignation.

‘Since I didn’t work for long, my severance pay is barely anything.’

Damn, how is it that my severance pay isn’t even enough to buy an old used car? 

Although I hadn’t gone to college, meaning I had worked longer than most my age, it was only a few years more compared to those older retirees. 

At this point, it feels more like compensation than severance pay.

‘I was planning to quit soon anyway, but my funds are too low.’

Everyone has a great plan until they check their bank balance. 

Am I scared? 

No, not at all. 

This is actually my second time resigning.

‘Before I got this job, I was a journalist.’

Compared to those chaotic times, everything else seems manageable. 

Of course.

“…”

As I pondered my future for a few minutes, I closed my online banking app and opened another one.

“Yeah, screw it, the answer is definitely stocks.”

Believe it or not, I’m pretty good at predicting the market. 

-Ding. 

The dazzling returns on my screen made me proud. 

And naturally, when one keeps succeeding, confidence builds. 

I started looking for a slightly bolder investment while dreaming of a rosy future.

‘I learned almost everything I could while working here.’

In that sense, I wasn’t entirely without resources. 

Perhaps calling it intangible assets sounds a bit grandiose. 

After all, if I start boasting before I’ve succeeded, it would be no different from delusions of grandeur. 

Generally, people who brag about their stock market performance are usually scammers.

‘Let’s start with just the basic capital. Once I make some returns, I’ll find investors…’

“TV! Dad, the TV’s broken!”

Just as I was drafting a perfect plan that even Sherlock would applaud, a high-pitched child’s scream broke through my thoughts. 

What now? 

A young girl, probably not even ten, was crying in front of the TV in the building lobby, causing a scene with a man who seemed to be her guardian. 

They were well-dressed, and their resemblance made it clear they were father and daughter.

“Ha-eun! You shouldn’t be noisy with so many people around!”

“But, but you always told me to watch how the seniors work…”

“A person who makes others frown will never be respected, my dear. Even if a notorious person becomes widely known, it will only increase the criticism they face. Apologize to everyone.”

“…Okay. I’m sorry for yelling.”

The girl bowed her head in apology to everyone around. 

Their conversation revealed them to be a well-mannered pair, which brought small smiles to the faces of the staff.

‘What could have caused her to shout?’

Curious, I checked the TV to understand the situation.

‘Oh, it’s a live raid broadcast by the Natu Guild.’

One of the three S-class hunter guilds in our country. 

It was a live broadcast of the Natu Guild’s gate conquest.

‘Aha, so that girl is a trainee awakened one.’

Young awakened ones are trained by the state or guilds for a very simple reason.

‘Because even preschoolers can awaken their abilities.’

But preschoolers often end up turning their parents into fracture patients while trying to give them a shoulder massage. 

And it’s tough for an average household to handle that kind of training.

When a gorilla swings a toy sword, it can break human bones. 

So, they need to learn how to control their power systematically. 

Naturally, the state also runs free educational institutions for this purpose.

‘Still, if they’re talented, it’s much better to learn systematically from a private guild.’

It’s better for the child’s future. 

If they’re good, they might even get an early contract, like sports players.

The difference between private and public education is well-known. 

The disparity in funding isn’t limited to school studies. 

It’s famously known that the budget of the National Hunter Management Agency is as small as a mouse’s tail. 

Their salaries could probably compete with mine.

“Ah, right. I don’t get a salary anymore. Damn it.” 

-Oh! Hunter Kim Joonyeol’s skill lands perfectly! 

– It’s immediately followed by damage from the rear unit, wow!

A video of hunters fiercely attacking a gate was being broadcasted on a public channel. 

The problem was that the video was intermittently cutting out. 

‘Those idiots in the sales department, seriously.’ 


Cost reduction, cost reduction, and now they can’t even maintain the TV properly. 

Even the local kimbap shop’s TV doesn’t cut out, you morons. 

‘Or is this a conspiracy to ruin our guild’s image?’ 

Are there people as dissatisfied with this guild as I am? 

Of course, I didn’t care much about evaluating a job I had already quit.

‘But whether I find a new job or start a business, you guys need to maintain a decent reputation until I settle down.’ 

If I didn’t go to college and my previous job was trash, getting a job? 

Not a chance. 

In the end, I reluctantly headed towards the girl. 

“Sorry, but could you help me for a moment?” 

“Oh! I’m sorry for the noise!” 

“It’s fine. Can I try fixing that TV?” 

When I smiled, the girl opened her mouth in surprise. 

“Huh? Oh? Are, are you a TV repairman?” 

“No, a hunter.” 

“A h-hunter?” 

“Yes.” 

The girl’s eyes grew wide. 

Yep. 

This big brother here has a hunter’s license. 

“Specifically, I’m a necromancer.” 

I passed the astonished girl. 

And then I placed my hand on the TV screen. 

‘Let’s work, guys.’ 

Shuuu-. 

A spirit emerged from my palm. 

The soul coalesced into a shape. 

[Summon ghost observer]

A ghost-type summon that a necromancer can call forth. 

The ghosts, looking like they had a tablecloth draped over them, tilted their heads as if asking why they were summoned. 

“This TV is broken. Can you check its condition?”

At my command, they jumped into the TV screen. 

There’s a scene like this in old horror movies, where a ghost girl from a videotape crawls out of a TV screen. 

The skill of the ghost observer was similar to that. 

‘The difference is, they can go in as well, not just come out.’ 

Crackle! 

There was a brief noise on the screen, and soon one of the ghosts popped its head out.

“It’s an issue with the rooftop antenna? The TV itself is fine?”

If that’s the case, it should be easy to fix. 

Good thing. 

If it was a line problem, I would have had to awkwardly back off after stepping up. 

“Then just adjust the antenna angle. The rest, the sales department can call a professional to fix.” 

-Squeak. 

The ghosts did as instructed. 

But if they break it, I’m screwed. 

Feeling nervous, I connected my vision to the ghosts on the roof.

-Squee~

Like I was seeing through the eyes of a ghost, a scene appeared before me as if I were watching through a drone camera. 

It was a holographic screen-like image. 

I watched my summoned creatures adjusting the antenna on the rooftop to fix the reception, then disconnected the visual link. 

-Static… Crackle! Are they entering the boss room right away?

-The second team members of the S-rank guild are exceptional.

Oh, it’s fixed. 

My skills at fixing my home computer haven’t gone anywhere. 

“How on earth did you do that?” 

There was no way a ghost would appear on the screen, but the girl’s father widened his eyes. 

“It’s the 21st century, I can’t be digging up graves as a necromancer, right? I have to adapt quickly to keep up with the times.” 

It was a funny statement considering that the necromancer profession only appeared in the 20th century. 

Until gates appeared on Earth, things like magic or summoning skills were products of imagination. 

It’s hard for someone like me, a fresh-faced 20-something, to really grasp.

‘I grew up watching live streams of hunters tackling gates, after all.’ 

I shrugged my shoulders and watched the TV screen. 

-Conquering the gate and going straight to the boss fight without rest! Truly amazing skills!

-This is something that’s difficult without thorough pace management. It shows the strength of the Natu Guild.

-You can’t help but look forward to the first team members’ top 10 gate challenges at the end of the year! 

These people sure know how to flatter. 

Are they being bribed? 

Compliments are coming out every second. 

‘Well, as long as it’s fixed, it’s fine.’ 

Who in their right mind thinks about their former job after quitting? 

My former company should be trembling in fear for having let go of a loyal employee like me. 

Being a loyalist pushed out by a traitor, isn’t this a modern-day example of serving in a minor role after being wronged? 

I consider my abilities to be at least as significant as Admiral Yi Sun-sin’s, but my office politics skills were just as miserable, which was the problem.

Damn Won Kyun. 

What a wretched life, no luck at all. 

I’m like a character exiled in a modern story. 

“It’s fixed! Thank you, oppa!” 

“No problem. It was a simple fix.” 

It was a slightly clumsy thank-you from a kid who should be learning multiplication tables instead of manners. 

Her honesty, fitting for her age, didn’t make me feel bad. 

‘Hmm… a live gate broadcast. Not a bad idea.’ 

As I was listening to the TV broadcast with one ear, an idea suddenly struck me. 

What idea, you ask? 

Of course, a money-making idea. 

‘The Hunter Association is definitely a blue-chip stock.’ 

The Hunter Association is invincible, and its stock is practically divine. 

The Hunter Association. 

It started as a union of hunter guilds, originating from the hunters who risked their lives to save people during the early days of the Great Cataclysm when gates first appeared. 

It’s essentially a huge multinational corporation with branches all over the world, doubling as an environmental organization. 

Of course, being a corporation, it has stocks and accepts investments. 

To put it plainly, it’s an interest group. 

Gate conquests and monster byproducts are profitable. 

‘It’s a top-tier safe stock that hardly ever plummets.’ 

I stroked my chin as I watched the live broadcast. 

Of course, there’s no such thing as a truly ‘safe stock’ in the world. 

‘But as long as you get in and out before the stock drops, they’re all safe stocks, right?’ 

Besides, the Natu Guild is about to challenge an S-rank gate, aiming for an achievement. 

My keen senses were catching the scent of a stock surge. 

I immediately started closely monitoring the market’s stock movements. 

I needed to secure a safety margin before investing. 

‘Even if the Natu Guild screws up the conquest, it doesn’t matter.’ 

I can pull out before they start the conquest. 

The important thing was that the industry was booming. 

This meant that stock prices would continue to rise for the time being. 

‘At least until the end of the month, when they start the conquest, there’s no way the Korean Hunter Association’s stock will drop.’ 

Unless an unexpected event happens or some absurd bad luck strikes, the stock won’t plummet beyond recovery. 

This was a conclusion drawn from experience and knowledge. 

Like ants drawn to the scent of candy, investors were flocking in. 

It was enough to inflate my funds a bit. 

‘I’ll just get in and out in a month. Even if the returns are a bit low, that’s fine.’ 

I fiddled with my smartphone, rolling my eyes. 

‘… Should I take out a loan, too?’ 

Long-term investment? 

Not a chance. 

Doing that would mean I wouldn’t be able to start my own business, or guild, until well past my 40s. 

‘At the latest, I’ll start my own guild in my mid-30s.’ 

That was my goal when I quit. 

‘If I take too long to set up the guild, it’ll be useless to expand the business, right?’ 

I can vividly picture a future where I work myself to the bone, only to retire before reaping the benefits, with my hair starting to thin. 

I can’t live like that. 

‘I’ll make sure I’m called boss in my 30s.’ 

While fantasizing about being called boss, or rather guild master, in the future, it happened. 

“Oppa, are you a hunter with the Illyun Guild too?!” 

Look at those admiring eyes directed at an industry senior. 

Our little awakened one, your gaze is a bit overwhelming. 

Father? 

Isn’t this the moment to intervene again? 

“If it’s not too much trouble, could you give me some advice…” 

I guess not. 

Your gaze is intense too, damn it. 

‘Well, it’s understandable.’ 

The building we were in was none other than the Illyun Guild’s guild house. 

Illyun Guild. 

It’s one of the top three guilds in South Korea, along with the Natu Guild.

And from their perspective, I was an awakened one they encountered in the lobby of this guild. 

‘Anyone would think I’m a hunter belonging to this guild.’ 

But I could only give a vague smile. 

“I’m a necromancer, yes, and a hunter too. I even worked for the Illyun Guild until yesterday, getting paid. But… I’m not a hunter of the Illyun Guild.” 

“What?” 

Look at that expression as if I just spouted nonsense. 

This kid seems to have already grasped the concept of job discrimination.


Isn’t this the evil of a free-competition society? 

I sighed and glanced at the hunters ganging up on the boss monster on TV, or rather, the few camera operators filming them. 

“My job was a cameraman.” 

A hunter who films other hunters’ gate conquests. 

That was my job until yesterday.



 
  
    Chapter 2: Be Cautious with Stocks, be more careful with Loans – 1


A Necromancer is essentially a one-tool profession: a cameraman. 

For those unfamiliar with hunter-types in the Necromancer category, this might sound like a load of nonsense, but it’s a fact. 

In this era, Necromancers are more adept with electronic devices than they are with corpses. 

You can see this in modern horror films.

“Why, don’t ghosts in horror movies make phones ring or send messages?”

Consider the protagonists who, despite everything, stubbornly venture into ruins said to be haunted. 

Nowadays, there’s no need to explain the rationale behind the behaviour of these seemingly suicidal maniacs. 

Just call them reckless YouTubers and be done with it.

As long as the protagonist is a broadcaster, some filmmakers believe that ghosts should also know how to manipulate camera equipment or broadcasting screens for a more dramatic effect.

“Thanks to this, some movies feature ghosts coming out of TVs, controlling the internet, or making phones go dead.”

Turning off cameras or taking ghostly photos is just the basics! 

There are even cases where ghosts control the broadcast screen. 

The terror of ghosts, symbols of the unscientific, exploiting or breaking machines made by science. 

That was probably the original intention of the first director who introduced such a concept.

“But technological advances often start from seemingly useless imaginations.”

At some point, a Necromancer from Turkey, who was a fan of horror movies, saw a scene where an evil spirit hacks a computer to manipulate the camera and thought,

“Can I do that with my summoned ghosts?”

Long story short, it was possible. 

Ghosts summoned by a Necromancer could interfere with machines and signals.

“That was how ghost drone technology was introduced.”

The Turkish Necromancer was eventually arrested for using his idea for pranks during video chats, but his concept made a significant impact on broadcasting around the world.

“Especially for those broadcasting gate raids.”

Cameras still work inside gates. 

Regular broadcasting equipment functions without issue. 

But who handles the camera? 

A regular producer? 

That’s a joke, right? 

Are they trying to die while filming? 

They’d definitely win a Darwin Award for that. 

An Awakened holding the camera? 

No way. 

How many cameras are needed for filming? 

Hiring ten Awakened just for filming would cost more than the entire team combined. 

And even if an Awakened took the job, it would be problematic.

The ability to grasp the battle situation from the rear. 

The ability to control monster aggro. 

The ability to dodge attacks and follow the team’s formation. 

Only then can you shoot decent footage. 

In the chaotic dungeons within gates, where monsters clash with hunters and magic flies overhead, you’d need a cameraman who can operate without drawing monster aggro and still protect themselves.

“If they were that capable, they’d just be hunters.”

As a cameraman with three years of experience, I guarantee they’d realize their potential and quit within a month. 

It’s impossible for an average person. 

Exceptional individuals wouldn’t want to do it. 

That was the reality of being a live gate raid cameraman.

“Thus, the Necromancer emerged.”

Standard ghost summons are invisible. 

It’s like they come with a built-in stealth skill. 

Plus, they fly and phase through objects. 

If one gets destroyed, just summon another. 

They can even connect to electronic devices and edit footage. 

And most importantly, aside from the Necromancer’s fee, they’re free!

These summons film for free!

Though the Necromancer has to control them directly, there’s no better cost-effective cameraman than a ghost summon. 

Thus, cameraman was one of the few talents available to Awakened in the Necromancer category. 

Of course, since it’s a relatively safe job, there are downsides. 

Late hours and early mornings.

“Damn, I overslept again.”

I clicked my tongue as I checked the clock after waking up.

I wondered if my increased sleep lately was a lingering effect from the days when I was plagued by overtime at work. 

Maybe it was because I drank with a senior colleague yesterday.

“Oh right, I need to check the stock market.”

Trading must have started a while ago by now. 

If nothing significant happened overnight, the prices would have risen a bit.

“It’s about time to sell off my association stocks.”

Did I end up passing out drunk instead of selling yesterday afternoon?

The fact that my head was throbbing likely means a tooth fairy mistook my brain for gums made it clear I had a terrific blackout.

“You darn tooth fairy. Did you think I wouldn’t notice your conspiracy? Just like how SESKO and pests merged, you cavity fairies must have joined forces with the tooth fairies.”

“Ugh.”

I groaned, clutching my head as I turned on the TV and computer.

“Up until yesterday, the trend was just as I predicted.”

The rough profit threshold should be around here.

There’s a price to pay for greed in the stock market. 

Ah, of course, my ambition isn’t just greed.

While watching the remaining trend after pouring in my severance pay, I was certain my investment would succeed 100%.

So what should I do next?

What do you mean, damn it. 

I need to increase my investment!

“Even if I take out a loan, I can pay it back once I win!”

Twenty times the King’s Fist with my severance pay. 


This is the heart of a beast. 

I’m Jeong Dojin, the Beast Man.

I stretched to loosen up.

“I made about 30% profit from other stocks too. It’s time to pull out of those as well.”

Though I spoke with confidence, the loan interest was still a burden. 

There were no signs of a downturn in the association stocks yet. 

However, the signs were clear when looking at other industry stocks.

“It looks like an uptrend, but it will soon fall.”

The Hunter Association’s main source of income is live broadcasts of gates. 

More thrilling than most movies, these monster battles captivated people’s hearts instantly, creating a huge market.

“Movies, dramas, variety shows, even the weapons industry, all have a stake in live gate broadcasts.”

Don’t retired sports players become entertainers? 

Hunters, like actors in commercials or dramas, also ventured into various industries using their popularity, support, and the massive earnings from their work.

“And from what I’ve seen over the past few days, signs of a decline in those industries and the association stocks were apparent.”

So I had planned to sell off the stocks after returning home yesterday. I must have forgotten in my drunken stupor.

-Click. I logged into the stock website on my computer.

“What could have possibly happened in just one day?”

Surely, it wouldn’t be enough to incur a loss.

Until then, I truly believed so.

[Breaking news, viewers! Just now, a bill to ban live gate broadcasts has been introduced in the National Assembly!]

“Huh?”

I was in complete disbelief until the shocking news blared from the background news broadcast.

As I watched TV, my bewilderment grew. 

The backdrop seemed to be a foreign location, with Hunters being carried away on stretchers. 

The newscasters were raising their voices.

[Last night, the Charles Guild suffered a disaster during a gate raid. It’s been 12 hours since the rescue Hunter team urgently began their mission.]

[Isn’t there increasing criticism of the Avon Charles Guild’s reckless actions?]

[Yes, indeed. The broadcast had only a five-minute delay, so the disaster was broadcast up to just five minutes before it happened, which makes it all the more shocking.]

“What’s this? What the fuck is this?”

‘What? What’s happening?’

Despite my senior reporters’ calm explanations, my brain felt foggy as if I were drunk. 

This feeling was uncanny yet familiar.

It was like the sensation of waking up to find out that a major international incident had occurred overnight, leaving only me clueless about the breaking news.

However, I had a clear intuition.

‘Gate strategy failed? And during a live broadcast?!’

I knew this was no ordinary fuck-up.

[Thanks to the healers, fortunately, no one died, but this is a major disaster, the first of its kind since the gate strategy safety regulations were established over ten years ago. In response, the British Parliament…]

[In the international community, there is mourning over the tragedy of gate strategies, which were originally a threat to humanity, being turned into mere entertainment. There is also condemnation of the Hunter Association for encouraging such a trend.]

Damn it, can’t they explain it in simpler terms? 

Is it too much to ask for an explanation that a high school student who scored a D in Korean can easily understand?

‘News! Let’s find a news article!’

Gate strategy failure. 

Charles Guild.

I typed on the keyboard and quickly found the incident.

In fact, there was no need to search. 

It was already the top trending search.

‘So… the Charles Guild in the UK tried to forcefully conquer a gate beyond their capabilities and failed spectacularly?’

Now, the Hunter Association was also getting flak because they had promoted such live broadcast ventures.

And it was obvious what kind of responsibility they would be held to.

[The live broadcast of gate strategies is prohibited.]

The newscaster answered my thoughts.

Caked in makeup, she continued reading the breaking news.

[This is the content of the international bill, tentatively titled ‘Gate Live Broadcast Ban Act’, proposed by governments around the world.]

Fuck.

Fuck!

Banning live gate broadcasts.

This law would cut off the main source of income for the Hunter Association.

‘If gate live broadcasts are banned?’

The whole industry would obviously be shaken.

These days, most famous hunters were also professional broadcasters.

Hunters who opened their own channels like personal YouTubers.

Hunters who worked on channels operated by their guilds.

There were many types, but only eccentrics or the incredibly wealthy hunters didn’t broadcast.

And in this capitalist world, do you think those who smell money would quietly stick to broadcasting gate strategies?

As mentioned earlier, hunters who succeeded in image-making through broadcasting were involved in various industries of modern society.

‘But if that gate live broadcasting collapses?’

The hunter community would not just be shaken, it would collapse.

‘No, it would collapse completely!’

Oh, sure. 

There would be advantages too.

Businesses that had been overshadowed by the hunters would revive.

‘In other words, companies would emerge to snatch away the Hunter Association’s livelihood.’

The same livelihood that the Hunter Association had taken away as they pleased by saying, ‘Let’s share a little.’

With the advent of automobiles, carriages disappeared from the roads.

That’s because cars were superior to carriages in almost every way.

‘But if the production of cars was banned?’

People who made carriages.

People who raised horses.

People who grew horse feed.

Many other jobs would revive.

If the automotive industry collapsed, this would be entirely possible.

At least those who had led the carriage industry and went bankrupt would believe so.

They might even curse the car companies to fail, hold rituals, and offer bribes.

‘Of course, those who lost customers to the Hunter Association would think the same!’

This is… this is unstoppable.

Even if all the past presidents of the Hunter Association were resurrected and made public apologies, it wouldn’t be fixed.

‘The lack of fatalities isn’t the issue here!’

The point is that people could die anytime during a gate strategy.

It’s a given, but until now, it hadn’t been a problem.

Citizens watched gate strategies like superhero movies, showing respect and cheering for the hunters like they did for firefighters or war heroes.

Thanks to this, the gate strategy broadcasts brushed off criticism.

It was ‘for the public’s right to know.’

A fallacy only journalists would use.

Still, until recently, that fallacy worked.

‘Since the Great Cataclysm, there haven’t been many deaths caused by gates.’

Throughout human history, we hadn’t lost to the natural disaster called the gate.

Unlike the alien invasions from 80s movies, the Earth was invincible, and humanity was godlike!

‘But not anymore.’

Given the current situation, which crazy broadcasting station would risk live broadcasting a gate strategy?

At best, they could only shoot safely, then edit the footage and broadcast it later.

And that meant I had to say a tearful goodbye to my cameraman career across the River Styx.

It was then that the newscaster landed the final blow to my dazed self.

[With the Gate Live Broadcast Ban Act proposed, it’s expected that the stocks of the Hunter Association and related companies will plummet.]

“…Fuck?”

Stocks.

Fucking hell! 

My stocks!!

With trembling hands, I opened my stock app on my phone.

“Please, fuck, please!”

And as soon as the app screen loaded,


I saw it.

[Stock Name: Korea Hunter Association Inc.]

[Profit Rate: -64.10%]

“Aaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!”

I saw the charred remains of my loan.
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Natu Guild, 16th floor. 

Guild Master’s Office. 

The office, currently marked as “absent,” housed two women facing each other. 

“What are you going to do now?” 

Shin Seungah, who had just returned from a modelling shoot in France, asked anxiously. 

There were less than forty A-rank hunters in Korea. 

Among them, Shin Seungah was an unparalleled magic-user hunter. 

Given her exceptional status, few people could afford to show a nonchalant attitude toward her. 

In Korea, there might be only 4 or 5 people capable of such behaviour.

“Hey, answer me. What are you going to do? Are you just going to let the association collapse?” 

“Shh. I’m busy right now. Please be quiet for a bit.” 

And one of those few people was the woman Shin Seungah was meeting now. 

“Ugh, really!! If you have to stay quiet even in this situation, when are we supposed to raise our voices?!” 

Frustrated, Shin Seungah couldn’t bring herself to lash out at the other woman and instead grabbed her head in despair.

Clack. 

The woman lounging in her chair was fiddling with a Rubik’s cube as she replied. 

“What can we do? Whether it’s a hunter guild or the association, they’re just private companies after all. If the law in this country says you can’t do something, you can’t just refuse because you don’t want to.” 

Sometimes stating the obvious felt like a cowardly tactic. 

Running out of things to say. 

Shin Seungah pouted sulkily. 

“Even if the Guild Master steps in?” 

“No one is above the law. I’m just a hunter like anyone else.” 

The woman responded nonchalantly, her hands moving. 

Whizz! 

Click-click-click. 

Her hands left a blurry trail as they moved. 

In a blink of an eye, the Rubik’s cube was solved, each colour aligned. 

It wasn’t some kind of skill. 

She just turned the cube and solved it. 

At a speed that Shin Seungah couldn’t follow. …Is she faster than she was when she was active?’

Gulp. 

Shin Seungah swallowed unconsciously. 

Solving a cube quickly is surprisingly easy. 

Even a middle school student can do it if they know the trick. 

But a speed that leaves an A-rank hunter like Shin Seungah speechless isn’t common. 

It reminded her of who the woman sitting before her truly was. 

A genius who became an A-rank hunter at the age of twenty, leading the S-rank gate attack in Miami within the same year. 

She almost advanced to S-rank, abruptly left the second-ranked guild in the US, returned to Korea, and established an S-rank guild herself. 

Korea’s legend. 

Top A-rank hunter. 

Guild Master of Natu Guild, Jung Sowon. 

“The gate streaming industry was always a shaky business.”

Clack. 

Jung Sowon put down the cube as she spoke. 

She became a hunter at twenty and built an S-rank guild six years later.

Someone who achieved in one year what others took ten years to accomplish. 

Even Shin Seungah, realizing this, straightened her posture. 

“The association presidents have been playing a game of hot potato, and it just happened to explode now. No one in the association’s operations strategy department would have been surprised.” 

“So they knew and kept quiet?” 

“They knew but couldn’t stop it. Stock market crashes, real estate bubbles… history does seem to repeat itself.” 

Shin Seungah frowned, forgetting her nervousness. 

“But lots of people saw those economic crashes coming, didn’t they?”

During the stock market crashes in New York and the bursting of the real estate bubble in Japan, the knowledgeable ones pulled out in time. 

It was always the small investors and the common people who suffered.

“But this time, they didn’t.” 

Even the top experts didn’t predict the crash. 

As a result, the Korean Hunter Association she visited before returning to the guild was in chaos.

-Screams!! 

-Damn stock options!! 

-Where’s the guild master, that bastard?!

-Found it!! 

-This is Owl Blue!! Our guild went bankrupt. 

-Any film directors here looking to hire a magic-user awakened for CGI effects? If not, I might have to head to the Han River. 

Recalling the hellscape she saw on her way here, Shin Seungah consciously tried to forget. 

I didn’t see it. 

Gross, disgusting. 

If I think about it too much, I might go crazy. 

“The Korean association president is pitiful too. He’s a victim as well, but he’s getting all the blame.” 

Jung Sowon fiddled with the cube sympathetically. 

But with her half-open eyes and faint smile, she almost seemed like she was making a joke she didn’t believe in herself. 

Shin Seungah felt frustrated at the sight of her guild master. 

I got so much flak for just selling some cosmetics, but why does this guild master get to keep such a pure image just because of her pretty face?

-Hunter Jung Sowon! Why don’t you take the S-rank exam?

-When you reach S-rank, you’re exempt from taxes.

-Pardon? You’re saying you don’t want to be promoted because of the tax exemption?

-As I plan to start my own guild in the future, I can’t, in good conscience, exempt myself from taxes when the citizens are investing their hard-earned money into our salaries every month. 

What a blatant lie. 

She just didn’t want to get involved in politics or be summoned for emergencies! 

With one interview, she managed to paint other S-rank hunters as petty, and cleverly shifted the narrative to say she declined the S-rank assessment out of fear of falling short. 


What a masterful way to manipulate public opinion. 

As expected, eyes are the windows to the soul. 

Because she always smiles with her eyes, people think she’s kind and pure-hearted. 

“What are you thinking so hard about?” 

“What else? Worrying about the future.” 

Shin Seungah wiped her mouth and lied. 

Well, it wasn’t a complete lie. 

“Isn’t it the association president’s job to take responsibility for incidents like this?” 

“I guess. But do you think guild masters would comply even if the association asked them to restrain themselves? Considering how much money is involved.” 

“…True, that’s right.” 

From the beginning, this was beyond the president’s authority. 

The Hunter Association was a privatized corporation. 

The state couldn’t afford to maintain gate closures with tax money, so it entrusted the task to private hunters. 

‘Though it’s different from typical privatization in many ways.’ 

Still, guilds or associations that decided to go public were undeniably corporations. 

If the president announced he’d ruin the company, it was only natural that the shareholders’ meeting and various other bodies would rise up against him! 

And for the president to regulate gate live broadcasts only in Korea?

When other countries’ associations were actively supporting gate live broadcasts? 

It was no different from the head of Korea Electric Power Corporation arbitrarily banning domestic companies from using electricity. 

He’d be lucky if he wasn’t ousted from his position. 

Thus, this was an unstoppable trend. 

“It’s better compared to a bubble burst. This isn’t the market value dropping; it’s a political fight over regulation.” 

It was impossible to block the law prohibiting gate live broadcasts. 

But there were still ways to survive. 

“People and broadcasting stations that heavily invested in live broadcasts are in trouble.” 

That’s why hunters with a lot to lose were hastily meeting and running around screaming. 

“But didn’t the guild master foresee this?” 

Shin Seungah smiled as she spoke. 

It was a question, but she was certain. 

The calm expression of the guild master even in this chaos. 

For a subordinate, it was a reassuring and reliable sight. 

Sure enough, Jung Sowon nodded. 

“As you know, broadcasting isn’t our main focus. You also run a cosmetics business, right? It’ll hurt a bit, but it won’t collapse.” 

“Because you designed it that way, guild master?” 

“Oh, come on. I just got lucky.” 

“Why the formal language? Are you bragging about being young?”

Seungah chuckled at her younger superior, who feigned ignorance. 

It was natural. 

The Natu Guild was recognized as an S-rank guild despite not having any S-rank hunters. 

In other words, it was proof of their thorough teamwork and meticulous management skills. 

And the fact that there were no S-rank hunters didn’t cause any anxiety, considering the guild master was Jung Sowon. 

“We’ll proceed with the top 10 gate strategies as planned.” 

Jung Sowon finally gave Seungah a hint. 

A hint at the answer to the question of what they would do next. 

“We’ll give up live broadcasts but keep our ties in the industry. We’ll continue recorded broadcasts.” 

“Why?” 

“It’s good for image management. People love cheering for heroes.”

Preparations for the shift had to start now. 

Even Jung Sowon hadn’t imagined the gate live broadcast industry would collapse so suddenly. 

“Will the country allow recorded broadcasts?” 

“Did you forget? This is a political fight. If they try to strangle us without any leeway, the Hunter Association won’t just sit and die. They’ll find a compromise.” 

“…A compromise?” 

“Politicians have a lot to lose. They won’t go all out.” 

That made sense. 

“If they outright ban gate filming, hunter guilds and associations worldwide will fiercely oppose it.” 

Even a pro boxer would hand over his wallet and money if a knife-wielding robber threatened him. 

Taking a stab wound and ending a career would be a greater loss. 

But if the robber tried to kill them? 

Then the boxer would have no choice but to fight for his life, no matter how reckless it seemed. 

After all, they couldn’t just sit and die. 

‘In simple terms, it means politicians don’t want a life-or-death struggle with the Hunter Association either.’ 

Seungah let out a deep sigh. 

A sigh that mixed relief and regret equally.

“Passing the bomb… It’s layers upon layers of gunpowder piled up since the great Cataclysm. The whole world is going to explode.” 

“That’s the price we pay for our arrogance in claiming to have overcome the gates.” 

Jung Sowon said nonchalantly.

It’s been decades since gates started appearing on humanity’s home turf.

Now, the year is 2022, the winter. 

It’s already been decades since humanity overcame the catastrophe that threatened their existence. 

“In fact, the word ‘overcome’ is a bit misleading. Humanity was never actually in crisis in the first place.”

A gate is a door that leads to another world. 

A disaster that suddenly appeared in human territory one day. 

Inside the door, which connects spaces, was a monster nest called a dungeon. 

No bullets or bombs could harm the monsters curled up in the nests.

Therefore, at the beginning of the great Cataclysm, when humans first saw the gates, the gates themselves were pure terror. 

Moreover, if a gate was left unattended for a long time, it would release the monsters, the so-called monsters, it contained to the outside. 

The strange phenomenon of entrances leading to monster nests appearing all over the world. 

At the beginning of the great Cataclysm, humanity was simply terrified. 

To put it another way, it was ‘only at the beginning’ that this was the case.

“Hunting monsters is ultimately just an extension of warfare.” 

Gates caused various disasters. 

Decline of civilization. 

Ignored humanity. 

The death of people. 

Scenes as miserable as the end of the century. 

But that was just a variation in human history. 

Has there ever been a time when war stopped in human history? 

Decline is everyday life, and humanity has long been covered in dirt. 

The creature that kills the most humans is also human. 

Not even God would be as proficient at killing people as humans are. 

The monsters didn’t know. 

The fact that the creatures that flourished on this planet are more accustomed to slaughter than communication or dialogue. 

But humanity realized. 

That they themselves are closer to monsters than the monsters attacking them. 

When the real monsters realized the essence of their reflection in the mirror, the monsters, who only knew how to rampage, fell to the status of mere unruly invaders. 

Click. Jung Sowon held out a cube with matching colours. 

“If there’s a way to overcome it, it’s not a Cataclysm.”

Modern weapons didn’t work on monsters. 

But the powers of the awakened did. 

Even a monster dies if you crush its vital point. 

Gates disappear if you exterminate all the monsters inside. 

Humanity is a species that thrived on internal conflict. 

For those who have used war as a means of prosperity, the unprecedented pandemic of gates was not an apocalypse. 

Thus, the history of monster-specialized hunters began.

“Only six months since the great Cataclysm.” 

That was the time it took for humanity to subdue the disaster known as the gate. 

“The ones who figured out how to analyse gates in just six months were the hunters. No wonder gates no longer seem like a disaster.”

Humanity conquered the gates. 

It happened before the 21st century even began. 

Now, they are even contemplating the most efficient ways to slaughter monsters. 

Perhaps that’s why. 

People have somehow forgotten the ashes of the past caused by the gates and have become interested in the remains. 

The remains, known as the gate broadcasting industry.

“Is the recent stock market crash the culmination of decades of such arrogance? It’s a fitting end.” 

At the cynical remark, Shin Seungah clicked her tongue. 

“Do you believe in that gate retribution theory or something? Gates are the Earth’s immune response, and monsters are the replacement for humanity. Guild leader, really…” 

“All the same?” 

“Gate retribution? That’s a joke, right? I’m more afraid of hurricanes or global warming. Even if some monsters pop out of a dungeon, humanity won’t go extinct.” 

“If the people stuck in the bear market heard that, they’d come at you with knives.” 

How did this person get known for having a good personality? 

If you made journalists live with her, scandals would sprout endlessly like bath bombs thrown into a tub.

Reading Shin Seungah’s expression, Jung Sowon laughed and slapped her knee. 

“There’s nothing we can do about it. Actually, If I had been investing money, I would have lost a fair amount this time too.” 

“You, Guild Leader? No way, you’re lying again.” 

“I’m not lying. I had invested in the association’s stocks upon hearing about our challenge to the top 10 gates and then if pulled out a few months later, I could have made money without any risk.” 

Why invest in the association’s stocks instead of the Natu Guild’s?

Although Shin Seungah was running a business, she couldn’t understand what predictions and calculations led to such certainty. 

Jung Sowon folded and unfolded her fingers and then smiled. 

“If I had, I’d be rampaging in the Charlotte Guild right now. The stock market really is a den of iniquity. I’ll never touch it again.”

“Ah, yes. I understand. Although, I do wonder if there’s anyone who can read the market as well as you, Maam.” 

99.9% of people probably invested without much thought and got severely burned. 

If A-class mutant ants like Jung Sowon kept building their own empires, how could this be a place where people live? 

It would be a post-nuclear apocalypse of radioactivity. 

One radioactive mutant ant was more than enough. 

Any more, and they’d probably start multiplying among themselves. 

Shin Seungah had no confidence in handling such a post-apocalyptic world. 

“…Indeed. That is quite something.” 

Whether she understood Shin Seungah’s thoughts or not, Jung Sowon nodded as she stroked her chin. 

“I prefer people who live without a plan. Don’t you think it’s exhausting to be around overly smart people?” 

“…Well? I’m not sure.” 

Sometimes silence is golden. 

She was a person of restraint and wisdom. 

***

It only took two days for a person to fall apart. 

“God, our industry meta is completely ruined. Could you roll it back, please?” 

I filled my room with religious goods and prayed fervently to God for several days, but my desperate prayers were never answered. 

Is the heaven’s customer service really out of order? 

Did Peter get the Wi-Fi password wrong three times? 

“Might as well eat an ant’s liver, damn it….” 

Having lost the will to live, I wrapped myself in a blanket like a human Tutankhamun. 

The loan money I had thrown into association stocks? 

I didn’t even bother withdrawing it. 

Whether I did or not, it was already screwed. 

Sure, I still had some savings. 

I wasn’t crazy enough to put all my eggs in one basket. 

‘But even if I gather everything, it’s nowhere near enough to pay off the debt.’ 

Damn loan. 

‘This is why they say not to engage in futures trading.’ 

I knew myself well. 

I am an impulsive and emotional person. 

Me, Jeong Dojin, 25 years old. 

At an age when my blood boils hotter than magma. 

I always had to maintain a cold rationality against the impulsive forces within me trying to ruin my life. 

A man of self-objectification. 

‘But you couldn’t, right? You impulsively blew it all, didn’t you?’ 

Hugging my pillow, I lamented my reality. 

‘Damn, even if I follow all the signals, what’s the use? If a dump truck crashes into me from behind, even if I was Schumacher, I’d be dead.’

Yeah. 

That much damage was still bearable. 

It felt like being diagnosed with terminal cancer but having 100 days left to live. 

But with the industry itself dead, there’s no answer. 

‘In this situation, setting up a guild is meaningless.’ 

It’s the same even if I go back to being a cameraman. 

It’s like having a perfect self-driving car come out, but needing to get a driver’s license and applying for a driver job. 

I painstakingly learned the filming techniques and operational methods of a top-tier guild, and now this catastrophe strikes. 

Of course, I know. 

It’s a bit early to be discouraged. 

It’s not like the hunter profession has disappeared. 

There will be ways for hunters to make a living. 

I could tighten my belt for about 10 years and pay off the debt. 

‘But the hunter industry is already a severe red ocean.’ 

The stock market of Blood Sea All Blue was hit by a meteor and an ice age arrived. 

Did some navy admirals pass by? 

‘Surviving this natural disaster, breaking through the already crazy competition, and succeeding?’ 

Me? 

How? 

Honestly, I don’t have that capability. 

I’m confident in management, but not in fighting. 

My awakened ability is a crappy job called Necromancer. 

“Damn it. The Necromancer can only film and edit….” 

-Cute? 

As I vented my frustrations, the little ghosts floated around me. 

They popped out without being summoned. 

I must have seemed like a living corpse. 

What, damn it. 

Do you feel a sense of kinship seeing your master wrapped in a blanket?

Are you sticking around because I reek of imminent death? 

“…Hehehe.” 

Laughing to myself like a madman, I threw off the blanket. 

“Damn it, life! Why is it doing this to me!!” 

Damn it, this is the second time I’ve quit and switched jobs. 

What did I do so wrong! 

“Ack! I’m going crazy! I’m going crazy! I’m going crazy!”

“Hey, get lost! I’m not dead yet!” 

I pushed away the ghosts clinging to me with blank expressions. 

What should I do to revive my crashed stocks and the hunter industry?

Even as a Necromancer, I had no clue how to resurrect this devastating corpse. 

“Damn Charlotte Guild bastards. Save my loan….” 

Amidst the ghosts watching, I continued my mental breakdown, eventually collapsing from exhaustion. 

And then, it happened. 


Was it divine intervention, or were the little ghosts moved by my plight, fearing I might become a water ghost in the Han River? 

-Ding! 

[A rift in time responds to your will!]

[The ‘Necromancer’ class is evolving.]

Suddenly, I heard this message in my ears.
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Ding! 

[The Rift of Time responds to your will!] 

[The ‘Necromancer’ class is changing.] 

In that moment, as I heard such a message ringing in my ears, I, who was rampaging so wildly that even a deranged killer would stop what they were doing to hail a cab to the mental hospital, froze in place.

“…What?” 

The phenomenon of class change. 

I’d only ever heard about it in interviews with S-rank hunters who were active decades ago. 

Fwoosh~! 

Then it happened. 

Before I could even react, my body was enveloped in a blinding light. 

[Class has been changed to an Epic Class.]

[‘Necromancer (Normal)’ → ‘Voodoo Shaman (Epic)’]

[You have acquired skills according to the class change.]

[Voodoo: Spectral Rush (Rare)] 

[Summon: Ancestor Spirits (Epic)] 

[Summon: Dancing Specter El Ayla (Epic)] 

[Summon: Carnival Zombie Platoon (Normal)] 

Messages poured out like a machine gun! 

My head was struggling to keep up with the changes. 

“…Evolved? My class?” 

I muttered blankly with my mouth agape. 

‘Is this, perhaps, a second awakening?’ 

Really? 

Is this truly the second awakening that I’ve only heard about? 

The second awakening. 

It’s an exceedingly rare phenomenon among hunters. I heard there have been fewer than 50 cases. 

50 might seem like a lot, but considering the Earth’s population of billions, it’s an insane ratio. 

It’s not even comparable to the U.S. 

Powerball lottery.

Thud!! 

I kicked off my blanket and jumped up. 

‘Really? Did I really experience a second awakening?’

Why me? 

No, more importantly, how? 

My head was momentarily frozen, but my body reacted differently. 

I unconsciously recited a spell. 

“…Call Ancestor Spirits!”

As soon as I chanted the summoning spell for my new summon, I heard a response as if saying, ‘Hey, we’re right here.’ 

Startled, I turned around and saw little ghosts, no different from before, tilting their heads as if wondering what I was doing. 

But I instinctively knew. 

‘They’ve changed. They’ve evolved just like me.’ 

Those guys, too, had evolved to another level. 

“…But what’s changed?” 

Something had definitely changed, but they looked the same. 

Just looking at them wouldn’t reveal anything, no matter how much I pondered.

The ghosts quickly took flight as if they had interpreted my babble as a command.

“Huh?”

Right out my apartment window.

In other words, out of the house.

“…Huh? What? Hey! Shit, wait! Wait a second!”

Those crazy bastards, are they really trying to show off their skills just because I asked what they could do?

“Hey! Stop, stop! Where are you going?!”

I shouted out the window, but maybe because I didn’t give a precise command in my mind, they completely ignored me, flying hundreds of meters away before finally stopping. 

I broke into a cold sweat, damn it.

“Phew… I thought I was going to have a heart attack.”

I frowned and focused on my vision.

Damn, they’re fast. 

How far did they go?

…Wait a second. 

Aren’t they really too fast?’

I finally noticed their speed and was amazed, but the real surprise came next.

Zap!

The ghosts made a cute exclamation, and my mana suddenly drained away.

[Ancestor’s Spirit uses Voodoo Summon!]

Then, on the rooftop of an apartment building just barely within my line of sight, a woman appeared.

[Summoned Dancing Specter El Ayla.]

Dancing Specter. 

Does that mean ghost dancer?

True to the name, the summoned entity was a beautiful woman with black hair and brown skin.

I was too shocked to be struck by her beauty.

…They summoned a spirit? 

From this distance?’

I understood why they suddenly summoned her.

It was probably because I asked what had changed.

But usually, you can’t summon a spirit from such a far distance. 

If they get too far after being summoned, they get unsummoned.

Moreover, most spirits can’t fight on their own due to a lack of a solid sense of self.

‘Besides, at this distance, I can’t give commands.’

Neither telepathy nor voice could reach that far.


Summoning a spirit from a distance to fight?

I had never heard of a summoner like that in my life.

That was the common knowledge since the Great Cataclysm.

But.

[You can give commands to El Ayla.]

But, not anymore.

The summoned spirit, dressed in something resembling both Arabian dancer and priestess attire, politely greeted me.

As if my commands could be heard even from here.

At this point, there was no need for further hesitation.

I sent a telepathic command, as I did to the ghosts.

‘Raise your right hand.’

The ghosts and El Ayla raised their right hands.

‘Lower your right hand, raise your left hand.’

The ghosts and El Ayla raised their left hands.

‘Dance.’

The ghosts twisted their bodies awkwardly, flying around in circles, while El Ayla displayed graceful dance moves befitting a ghost dancer.

‘It really works?’

They were already more than 500 meters away.

It’s a distance where neither voice nor telepathy could reach.

‘Is this the effect of the Voodoo Summon skill?’

It was actually the upgraded power of the little ghosts.

Regaining my composure, I checked the new ability thoroughly.

■ Class: [Voodoo Shaman(Lv 5)]

■ Summon Skills:

[Summon: Ancestor Spirits.]

◇Summons a spirit that mediates between the shaman and other spirits.

◇Allows communication with summoned spirits from afar.

‘There’s no mention of summoning distance!’

My suspicion turned into certainty.

I cancelled the summon for now, then re-summoned just the ghosts. 

I rummaged through a drawer, found an unused phone, and handed it to them.

“Take this phone and go as far as you can. As far as possible!”

Go as far as possible, until I can’t see you anymore.

I confirmed that the ghosts were flying away and turned on my original phone.

“My smartphone has a tracking feature, right?”

I checked the ghosts’ locations with the GPS app.

It’s more intuitive than sharing the sight.

The location markers moved 2km, 3km away.

The ghosts didn’t disappear until the end.

“Sure. No matter how far apart, the summons remain!”

The summon wasn’t released even outside 3km.

Then what about outside 10km?

100km, 1000km?

Why say it? 

Of course, it should be possible.

“Yeah, this is it!”

I shouted in delight.

At first, it was a fleeting thought like maybe it was a second awakening if I stretched my arms a bit~

But if [Voodoo Summon] is really a skill without distance constraints, the story changes.

Summoners had to be close to their summons.

That was common sense among hunters.

Like how gate summoning and Hunter Association stocks were 100% safe, it was considered common sense!

“But now, such common sense doesn’t apply to me.”

Ideas bubbled up.

It felt like a light turned on in my dying brain.

I sat at the computer desk and searched the news.

About the Gate Broadcasting Prohibition Law.

“The prohibition of gate broadcasting was because people turned life-threatening things into entertainment.”

Respect for life. 

A strong justification based on ethics.

However, that justification had weaknesses.

An instant goal was set.

My eyes reflected on the monitor were burning.

“I won’t need to establish a guild with this.”

Neither a guild leader nor members, just me is enough.

A one-man army guild.

Legally unrecognizable but it didn’t matter.

And as that one-man army, I wouldn’t enter the gate.

“No one enters the gate but me, only sending summons to challenge the gate.”

Like game streamers do.

As viewers watch game streams, it’s from my living room!

“If a live broadcast of humans conquering the gate is banned… ‘If it’s a guild that isn’t human’ we can conquer it, right?”

Then I could proceed with a gate conquest as a live broadcast without a pretext to stop me.

Even those who create pretexts would face a pathetic counterattack.

If it turns into a mud pit battle, I have the upper hand.

“My guild will show, absolutely safe, where no one gets hurt, the safest guild in the world!”

Gate conquest where no one gets hurt.

Enjoying pure immersion without any guilt!

The corners of my mouth rose.

I couldn’t hold back my laughter.

“Hunters had their gate conquest live broadcast banned. So I alone can monopolize the live broadcast market!”

Someone said that.

Only one can be number one, right?

That’s right.

If the participant is alone, they he can only be the first.

The hunter industry is famous for having many competitors.

It was a red ocean among red oceans.

But what’s this? 

The well-known leaders set fire to the red ocean, completely ruining it?

“The origin of the red ocean was blood, right?”

A flooded red ocean made by fish dying from spitting blood.

It was a desolate wasteland after bombardment, but…

Still, it was a cozy fish market made for me.

A bath in someone else’s blood. 

I’ll rejuvenate like this.

If you don’t eat this, you’re a moron.

Ah, I can’t monopolize forever, right?

What if someone mimics me?

Even so, I didn’t care.

No, I’d welcome it.

“If a new meta opens in the hunter industry… Won’t the association’s stock, which liquidated my retirement, revive?”

My retirement fund still had room to revive!

Wow! 

No matter how it rolls, there’s not a single loss!

“Damn, this is investment!”

Anyway, I only have the Han River diving route left.

Why be afraid to challenge when there’s nothing to lose?

Common sense crumbles.

The market changes. 

Others

No, it’s not changing.

It’s changing. 

With my own hands.

The common sense of this world


Meta of gate broadcasts.

This was my lifelong voodoo spell aimed at the market I ruined as a newbie shaman.

“I’ll… make the Hunter Association’s stocks soar.”

With just this keyboard, I’ll become an S-rank hunter.
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Three days after the day I decided to stake everything on a gamble, I was waiting in front of my computer.

“Whew… this is more nerve-wracking than I thought.”

I had prepared everything over the last three days. I had set up all the broadcasting equipment with the remaining assets. 

The computer was already state-of-the-art, so there was no problem. 

But the microphone was damn expensive. 

I felt like crying tears of blood when I ordered it out of frustration. 

A camera? 

My face isn’t the main content, right? 

It wasn’t for streaming, so cheap equipment would suffice.

“I never intended to hide my face anyway.”

The goal was to succeed as a hunter. 

What was the point if I hid my face?

“Besides, when you buy a gate entry ticket, your personal information gets registered. Hiding it is pointless. Any regular person could find out in a day if they really tried.”

It was better to avoid unnecessary rumors. 

There were hardly any hunters who broadcast while hiding their faces.

“The broadcast will be full of attention-grabbing content anyway, so there’s no need to add fuel to the fire.”

Why will it attract so much attention? 

Think about it. 

I’m planning to broadcast live in this situation. 

Isn’t that crazy enough? 

If I fail, at best I’ll get a warning. 

If I’m unlucky, I’ll get an immediate red mark on my record under some law.

“Stop it. Don’t get scared before you even start, Jeong Dojin.”

There’s a saying: do your best and leave the rest to fate.

I had prepared thoroughly. 

I even bought a thermometer to check the temperature of the Han River. 

It’s winter, so it would be damn cold if I had to dive in.

Damn it. \

I just need to succeed, right? 

Just succeed.

“I really trust you guys.”

I looked at the spirits inside the gate.

-Flash.

At that moment, the mana stone I had decorated on my computer desk glowed. 

It was the result of clearing a gate yesterday morning with my summoned spirits as a test run.

“The fortunate thing is that the stats of the newly acquired undead summons exceeded my expectations.”

■ Class: [Voodoo Shaman (Lv 5)] 

■ Summon Skill: 

[Summon: Dancing Specter El Aila (Lv 1)] 

◇Summons the ghost of an agile assassin dancer. 

◇Can wield sharp swords and poison. 

… The stats of the ghost dancer, who was just pretty before, were amazing.

“Even at the lowest estimate, it’s at least at the level of an E-rank hunter.”

But on second thought, this is ridiculous. 

I’m still an F-rank. 

Isn’t this a case of the servant being stronger than the master?

“As I grow, this guy will also become stronger, right?”

The reverse is also true. 

Although the levels of the summoner and the summons are separate, the summoner gains experience from the summons.

“How strong will it get if I keep growing it?”

B-rank? 

A-rank? 

Or even higher?

I was hopeful, but even if its growth stopped at some point, it wouldn’t be a big problem. 

I planned to gradually increase the number of summons anyway.

Then, the moment I had been waiting for arrived.

[Thank you for watching! This was the Revolution Complete Guild!]

As soon as the broadcast, which had been ranked first in real-time, ended, I switched my setup to public.

***

“Man, A-rank guilds are really worth watching.”

Park Jinhoo murmured as he took off his headset.

Eighteen years old. 

As he was contemplating his future college path, his hobby was watching gate strategy broadcasts.

“Of course, it’s a bit boring compared to watching live… but that can’t be helped.”

-Smack. 

Park Jinhoo clicked his tongue in disappointment. 

Pre-recorded broadcasts had many drawbacks compared to live ones. 

That’s why hunters used to focus on live broadcasts before the live gate ban law.

The biggest drawback was that the results were predictable.

“Which guild master would upload a failed strategy video? It would only lower their stock. They’d have to be fools.”

The Hunter Guilds are 99% corporations, aren’t they? 

So what if they upload a video of their failure? 

It’s obvious that their stock prices would plummet. 

If a video is uploaded, it means they succeeded in their raid. 

That’s why there are no tense viewers when watching a recorded broadcast. 

If anything, you can just drag the progress bar and see the ending screen. 

It’s laughable to tell someone to be tense. 

‘That’s why there was a thrill during live broadcasts.’

Compared to that, live broadcasts are different. 


No matter how hard they prepare and practice, it’s impossible to eliminate the possibility of failure. 

Hunters can fail their raids. 

That’s why the participants themselves are more nervous. 

That tension naturally transfers to the viewers. 

‘Recorded broadcasts don’t even have the fun of chatting.’ 

During the era of live broadcasts, there were many instances where hunters personally responded to chats or donations. 

Even in a democratic society, there are undoubtedly people who don’t even have a chance to talk to them in everyday life. 

If you’re a hunter, even B-rank, let alone A-rank, that’s how it is. 

Their worth is higher than most celebrities or movie stars. 

Those kinds of people reacting to your chat? 

Of course, a fan would get immersed in that. 

Moreover, recorded broadcasts can be edited. 

‘Since money is involved, they’ve manipulated things so much.’ 

Even variety shows suffer from manipulation controversies. 

If even a mere variety show faces such issues, wouldn’t it be the same for gate raids where billions are at stake per shoot? 

There have already been many precedents where they got caught manipulating. 

There’s a reason why gate raid broadcasts operate mainly as live broadcasts. 

That’s why the most attractive gate raid broadcast is a live one with minimal time lag and quick feedback. 

So it was. 

A certain guild, blinded by popularity, tried to broadcast live with just a 5-minute delay, and when an issue occurred that couldn’t be resolved within those 5 minutes, the Gate Prohibition Law was proposed. 

“Hah… Anyway, Charlotte or whatever, those idiots caused such a nuisance.” 

Because of them, we can never watch live broadcasts again. 

Park Jinhoo moved his mouse to write a post on his favourite community, titled ‘Typical Trash Country Level.’

“Huh?” 

Then, he suddenly noticed something strange. 

“There’s a live broadcast going on right now?” 

The site he frequents is a gate raid broadcast site called ‘Unity.’ 

It’s one of the sites where hunters upload their broadcasts. 

[A safe live broadcast clearing the dungeon from your living room.] 

[◇ Channel Name: Yeto] 

But, maybe because the site overhaul hasn’t been implemented yet, there was still [Real-time Live Broadcast Ranking] with one broadcast being aired right now! 

“Pfft!” 

Park Jinhoo couldn’t hold back his laughter and snickered. 

It wasn’t just a mockery of the streamer. 

“I knew Unity was a trashy company, but are these guys still leaving the live broadcast feature? Are they nuts?”

Unity is a platform with stock prices on par with large corporations. 

However, it’s also known for lacking solid infrastructure.

That’s because it’s a rapidly growing platform. 

To be fair, there’s no legal issue. 

The prohibition law hasn’t even been enacted yet. 

It was only proposed recently, right? 

So, it’s understandable that the site’s UI overhaul is delayed. 

But to think they didn’t even block users from starting live broadcasts! 

“Ah, this is not the time for this.”

Of course, but first, we need to go and have some fun teasing this small-time streamer with zero subscribers, don’t we? 

Chiring! 

As Park Jinhoo entered the stream with a laugh, the viewer count had already surpassed a thousand, likely because others had the same idea. 

It was prominently displayed at the centre of the site, making it impossible to miss. 

Plus, an A-class guild’s stream had just ended. 

-Hahaha, what is this stream? 

-Mister, you turned on the wrong category stream. 

-Turn it off before the Association sends someone. 

-I’m the Association President; I’ve already sent someone. 

-Association President, what did you do to my stocks, you jerk? 

-Burp~ 

The viewers, now over two thousand, were busy mocking this clueless small-time streamer. 

Then, a small window popped up in the corner of the screen. 

[This is a live broadcast. Complying with the Gate Live Broadcast Prohibition Law. ※ There are no people inside the dungeon.] 

“What the hell is this?” 

-A live broadcast, but complying with the prohibition law? 

-No people in the dungeon? 

-Then what’s the camera showing? ? 

-What does it mean that there are no people? 

-Did they send a drone from outside the gate? 

-Oh, if that’s the case, that’s impressive. Is this a stream of dodging monsters with a drone inside the gate…? 

[It’s not a sightseeing broadcast. Didn’t you read the title?] 

Then the streamer’s voice was heard. 

Park Jinhoo’s mouth fell open. 

The streamer was reading and responding to the chat?

That meant this wasn’t a recorded broadcast. 

-No way, this is actually live? 

Tatak! 

Unconsciously, JJinhoo typed in the chat. 

The unexpected situation was too much for his brain to process. 

The screen showed a cave inside a gate. 

A high-quality dungeon video. 

It was as neat as the professional footage from an A-class guild. 

But it was absolutely not a typical strategy broadcast UI.

‘If they just put the streamer’s face in that corner, it’d look exactly like a game stream screen.’ 

It was so familiar that there was no sense of discomfort.

And yet they called this a strategy broadcast? 

Were they out of their minds? 

Every element of the broadcast seemed to pique interest. 

“Hahaha! Is this guy really crazy or what?” 

Without realizing it, Jiinhoo had become completely engrossed in the format of this insane broadcast.

-Not a recorded broadcast? Are you crazy? Hahaha

-I bet this is a pre-recorded broadcast responding to our reactions, and I’ll bet my Poodle’s balls on it. 

-I’ll bet that guy’s balls that my Poodle’s already had his removed. 

-You never know. Maybe they kept the balls preserved like an umbilical cord. 

-Psycho. 

[This is not a recorded broadcast. Please, just look at the title again. No, I’ll read it out loud for you.] 

The streamer’s voice came through again. 

Only then did Jinhoo notice the title of the stream that he hadn’t paid any attention to. 

[A safe live broadcast clearing the dungeon from your living room.] 

At the same time, the streamer, who seemed to be a young man, calmly read the title aloud. 

He had the clear enunciation of a reporter. 

[That’s our show’s motto.] 

And finally. 

A previously turned-off cam on one side of the screen lit up. 

A brown-haired man, Jeong Dojin, smiled and said. 

[I’m a new streamer, Yeto. Please take care of me.] 


Despite the streamer’s greeting, the viewers’ heads were filled with question marks. 

Someone who got out of their confusion the fastest asked, 

-Why is there a house behind the hunter?

Is this guy really streaming from home? 

They were asking what the hell was going on.



 
  
    Chapter 6: Lady’s Mansion – 1


[Current viewers: 3011.] 

The chat window and viewer count popped up on the secondary monitor. 

“Already over 3,000.” 

I held my breath as I watched the smooth progress. 

A viewer count that is anything but typical for a new streamer! 

Of course, it was proof that several of my plans had succeeded. 

Thanks to that, I couldn’t stay silent any longer.

-What’s this? What’s this? What’s this? What’s this? What’s this?

-Turn on the camera and explain, damn it!! I’m getting dizzy!! 

The chat kept demanding my explanation.

-Explain, explain, explain, explain, explain

-You don’t need to explain. I’ve already reported you lol

-Why is the streamer broadcasting from home? 

-Is there really no one inside the gate??? 

“Yep. I’ll explain quickly before the site cuts off the broadcast. Ah, not that I’m sure it will be taken down.” 

I said, trying to appear as relaxed as possible. 

The vocal training from my journalist days comes in handy at times like this. 

-Well, Unity doesn’t manage broadcasts well 

-The site requires real names and hunter licenses, so there are fewer malicious troll broadcasts 

-Defend what you should lol 

-They’re just stingy about hiring and paying administrators lol 

“No, no, that’s not what I meant. I meant that since I’m not breaking the law, why would the broadcast be taken down.” 

This is a clever way to skirt around the prohibition law.

Though inwardly, I snickered. 

‘Unity really does a terrible job managing the site.’

Everything in the chat was true. 

‘That’s why I specifically chose this site.’

Even though the prohibition law hasn’t passed yet, a site that doesn’t even consider blocking live broadcasts. 

A large but sloppy platform. 

A giant corporation that’s stingy with reinvestment. 

It’s the perfect environment to start an attention-grabbing gate raid broadcast. 

Besides, today is the day the homepage gets revamped.

What does that mean? 

What else could it mean? 

It’s a golden opportunity. 

‘Unity is big but lacks substance.’ 

The administrators are always understaffed and slow to respond. 

No wonder people say user administrators would be better. 

“They’re probably busier than ever, so they’re bound to be even slower than usual.” 

Few programmers? 

They’ll be too busy replacing the UI with the server running. 

And amidst all that, they’ll also cut off my broadcast? 

No way. 

The management functions are down during updates. 

By the way, I learned about this internal situation by chance. 

Thanks to the thin connections I made during my cameraman days. 

The administrator himself told me this at a drinking party with the filming team of the Illyun Guild a few months ago.

-Why are you blaming me for the site being a mess due to lack of staff? Am I just here to take the abuse? Huh?!

He had gotten completely drunk and caused a scene, crying and yelling. 

Thinking about that time brought a bitter smile to my face. 

‘The limits of a company reluctant to reinvest.’ 

‘This is definitely not something a mere employee can handle.’

‘This is a matter that requires staking one’s career and decisively solving the problem.’

‘The site administrators would never make such a choice.’

The administrator who sees my broadcast will go to the team leader for directions. 

And the team leader will ask the president for advice.

But Unity is a company with weak internal foundations.

The process of reporting opinions from the bottom up is a mess. 

‘Of course, such a reporting process takes time. The time to understand the situation, report to the president, the president to deliberate, contact the guild to ask for understanding, get permission from the guild, and take down my broadcast.’ 

‘At least 10 minutes to a maximum of 20 minutes.’ 

In that time, there’s no one to stop my broadcast. 

‘If they were to act crazy and shut down the server, I’d be screwed too… but I can say confidently, that would never happen.’

It’s also true that there’s no need to respond. 

They will think.

‘If they leave it alone, I’ll just do something crazy on my own and it’ll end with my fall. Unity will get some criticism for neglecting the issue, but that’s not a big blow.’

‘The association will step in to handle it, so why should I?’ 

In fact, that’s the most decisive reason. 

‘Unity doesn’t manage the site with such fastidiousness.’

Believing in Unity’s laxity, I threw myself into this grey area. 

My broadcast won’t be taken down for at least 20 minutes. 

And 20 minutes is more than enough. 

I delivered my prepared lines. 

“I’ll explain step by step. Now, let’s take a look around inside the gate, shall we?” 

Whirr! 

A little ghost did a 360-degree spin in the air. 

The scene inside the gate was displayed on the screen.

Just like a drone’s signal reaches a computer, the ghost’s signal reached my home computer and was broadcast to the viewers watching. \

– There are 10 ghosts. 

– There really is no one there. 


– If there was a cameraman, we’d see at least a limb or something. 

The broadcasting camera showed what the ghost was seeing. 

Naturally, the viewers could tell that only summoned creatures were in the otherworldly dungeon inside the gate.

– If it’s using zombies, is it a necromancer? 

“That’s right. The cameras are also being operated by ghosts.” 

– A ghost as a cameraman? That’s gotta be tough competition. 

– Not really, there are a lot of unemployed necromancers lol. 

– Ah, it’s a lazy summoner’s stream, pass. 

-Tank > Physical DPS > Magic DPS > Summoner.

-Summoners who just send their summons while they slack off behind are the worst, lol. 

Jeez, the hate for summoners is still strong. 

Well, I guess it’s the same everywhere that cushy jobs get flak. 

‘It’s not like being a summoner is an easy job… especially necromancers are particularly trash.’ 

Why are they trash? 

Explaining that would take too long. 

I’d need at least three double-sided A4 pages. 

So I’ll skip the detailed explanation. 

I’m busy. 

No time. 

– Wait a minute, did a human just pass by? 

– Wasn’t that hunter really pretty? 

As I was doing my thing, some viewers noticed El Ayla caught in the angle and commented. 

They saw Ayla in that brief moment? 

What kind of dynamic vision is that? 

Are they senior hunters? 

‘No, I guess she stands out.’ 

Black clothes that look like a mix of dancer’s and priest’s robes. 

Sharp and thick, ominous-looking scimitars. 

A dark-haired beauty with brown skin wearing contradictory gear. 

El Ayla stood out even though she was an assassin.

Standing alone among ghosts, anyone would notice her.

The viewers were obviously getting excited. 

– Cameraman, focus on my sister while I’m still being nice. 

– Got a new sister already? –

 Season 8269’s new sister updated. 

“That’s also one of my summons. I’m a necromancer type hunter, so it’s a kind of ghost-type monster.” 

– Is that really a summon? For real? 

“Yes. Her name is El Ayla. I just read it from my skill window, so I don’t know much else.”

 – If we can see her, she must be a specter. 

– Bull. That’s a hunter. I’m sure of it. 

– ? How do you know? 

– If it’s not a person, I’ll marry you. 

Turns out they were crazy. 

I got my hopes up for nothing. 

– Both the broadcaster and the viewers are making me want to punch them lol. 

Damn, why is the chat moving so fast? 

I felt the sweat soaking my back. 

I could feel the tension making my hands freeze up. 

‘Of course, this is my first time actually broadcasting.’

Thousands of viewers for my first performance. 

There’s no higher difficulty than this. 

I’m so nervous I feel like I’m going to die. 

My stomach’s churning and it feels like I’m going to puke. 

Damn it, I’m going to get an ulcer!

‘Still, I think I’m getting a sense of how to handle the viewers.’ 

Honestly, this is thanks to the experience I’ve built up.

How many years have I been watching the broadcasts of the S-rank members of the guild, who are professional streamers? 

‘And I’ve worked as a journalist handling the public.’ 

It would be more problematic if I were too clueless. 

It’s okay to show a bit of awkwardness. 

After all, no one is perfect.

I have reached a point of no return. 

I steeled my resolve once more and boldly regained my composure.

“Alright, I’m sure you’re all a bit curious now.” 

I said, raising my index finger dramatically towards the camera.

“Why would this lunatic go live in such times? What kind of hunter streams from his own living room? And above all, why is there no one in the gate?”

-You got it right.

-If you know, just spill it. I’ve been waiting for three minutes.

-How many times do I have to ask if there’s really no one inside the gate? 

-No interaction?

Good, the reactions aren’t as aggressive as I thought.

-This is pretty average for a live stream.

“It seems like many of you are curious, so I’ll explain.”

I smiled broadly as I spoke.

“I’m a necromancer-type hunter, and right now, I’m broadcasting from my bedroom at home. So, naturally, the only ones in the dungeon are my summoned creatures.”

-???

-How is that possible? What’s the summoning range?

-Did the gate open in the host’s house???

“No. Thanks to my skill, I can maintain summons from a distance. The details are a trade secret.”

There’s no point in hiding this. 

Anyone with a brain could guess. 

It’s actually more dangerous not to disclose it.

Misunderstandings or rumors could screw me over.

“The important thing is this: In my stream, no one ever gets hurt or killed.”

Why? 

Because no one goes inside!

I didn’t elaborate further. 

Sometimes silence speaks louder than words.

The chat slowed down, reflecting the shock of the viewers.

“Has anyone actually read the full text of the proposed gate live-streaming ban? If not, let me tell you.”

I glanced at the script on my secondary monitor.

“Article 1. During the gate raid broadcast, human life must be the top priority. Article 2. No broadcast shall show the process of ‘humans’ clearing a gate or dungeon in real-time.”

“Skipping the rest. For details, check Namu.”

“With this in mind, let’s look at the screen again.”

Switching the dungeon screen to battle mode, I continued.

“There are no humans in the raid, right? So live-streaming isn’t against the law. Only summons are fighting, so this is a broadcast prioritizing human safety, isn’t it?”

Any objections? 

None, right? 

Well, maybe you have something to say. 

Go ahead, I’m a sweet guy, I’ll listen.

-Is this guy insane? lololol

-The soul-sending meta is crazy lololol

-This is so innovative, a lunatic lololol

If you can voice your honest opinion amid this flood of comments, go ahead.

-Hunter (doesn’t enter the gate) lololol

-Hunter (works from home) lololol

-This is like a one-man job, a goose dad lololol

-If he’s a goose dad, he should go to the gate himself lolol

-Isn’t this reversed? lol Who sends their kid to work? lololol

-Reversed goose dad lololol

-Then is he a goose mom?

-He earns money sitting at the monitor, so he’s a tabloid dad. 

“What is a tabloid dad? Tabloid dad…”

Streamers say the most annoying comments stand out the most. 

Among all the chats, those are the ones that catch my eye.

“Damn, they’re right.”

How do they know I’m an ex-reporter? 

Like how army guys can smell their own, can reporters too?

“The tabloid dad nickname is a bit uncomfortable. Please refrain from using it.”

-Be glad you’re not a vulture dad.

-You already got a nickname, how sweet. ^^

-You should be thanking us.

-Say thanks, tabloid daddy.

“Forget it.”

-It’s a stream, how can you not talk, idiot?

-Silent stream ON.

I’m starting to admire veteran hunters. 

I already feel like I have trolls. 

How do these vicious netizens dig up and poke at a well-meaning streamer’s personal details and weaknesses?

Streaming really is hell.

Phew… don’t get into this, guys…

“Alright, enough. Explanation over, let’s start.”


I forced a smile, hiding my frustration.

“We’ll clear the gate ‘Lady’s Mansion’ in Pyeongtaek, Gyeonggi Province in 15 minutes.”

-?

-How many minutes, you crazy guy?

With another shocking statement for the viewers.



 
  
    Chapter 7: Lady’s Mansion – 2


When attacking a gate, the most important factor is time. 

One has to gauge how long it will take until a dungeon break occurs and plan the attack with at least a week to spare. 

‘If you can’t clear the gate with a week left until the monsters appear, the association will seize the gate.’

However, in reality, unless the place is exceptionally vast, it can be cleared in about 4 to 5 hours, even if you take your time. 

Five hours at most, even if you go slowly. 

I was really surprised when I first heard this. 

‘Shit, removing a beehive would take longer than that.’

Clearing a gate in just five hours? 

That’s like roasting beans on a lightning fire! 

‘But what if it’s a live broadcast?’ 

Five hours is short for a gate raid. 

However, it’s not short for viewers. 

‘Five hours is too long for a live broadcast.’ 

Even if you’re just working a job, it’s hard to find five hours on a weekday. 

Besides, raid broadcasts require concentration. 

No viewer would enjoy watching someone hunt monsters for five hours. 

Once or twice might be tolerable, but there are hundreds of raid videos. 

If every raid video is that long, the entry barrier would be high. 

‘It’s like NetPlus. If it takes too much time, you just don’t watch it.’ 

If I were browsing through the video list, I’d hit the back button in disgust. 

‘So the time was reduced to about 3 hours.’ 

About two and a half to three hours. 

That’s the average time it takes to clear a gate. 

It’s a balance between the hunters’ safety and the viewers’ interest. 

That’s why…

-Clear the gate in 15 minutes?

-Is the tabloid dad already publishing manipulated articles?

-Are you an A-rank? 

Viewers were reacting with not just astonishment but disbelief. 

“No, I’m F-rank. But my heart is S-rank.”

-Not a scrap heap?

-You need to retake the mandatory hunter education course

-Even a 100-meter world championship would take 20 minutes just for commentary, Yeto. 

I’m really not getting used to this nickname. 

I should have just used my real name. 

And I’m not a tabloid dad, damn it. 

“Why do you keep nit-picking? I’m a man of integrity in this era of bullshit, yet the fans who came to see me have no faith in me?” 

Well, you came to see the crazy guy’s face anyway, lol

-We came to see you fail, lmao 

“Thank you for that. Let’s end the nonsense here.” 

I checked the time and shook my head. 

“Frankly, 15 minutes is really tight. Even the time spent chatting is precious, right? You get it? Please kindly keep quiet and understand.”

-You’re the exact kind of nutcase we expected

-Actually, you’re crazier than I thought

-The world’s first silent dungeon streamer

-Pioneering a new meta in streaming 

Listening to them, it was hard to focus. 

Who are they calling a nutcase? 

Damn it. 

‘Hoo, stay calm. Maintaining pace is crucial in raids.’ 

I consciously relaxed and took a deep breath. 

Why, you ask? 

Because I really intend to clear the gate in 15 minutes.

[Time remaining: 13 minutes 20 seconds.] 

Two minutes had already passed while I was responding to the chat and moving. 

Even I couldn’t see much chance of success for this mission. 

But I wasn’t anxious. 

‘This gate is relatively short, but that’s not the only reason.’ 

The interior of the F-rank gate ‘Lady’s Mansion’ is a cave.

Cobwebs hung eerily from the ceiling. 

As if to show what kind of monster’s nest this was. 

Just as I was advancing with my undead. 

Swish-! 

A bundle of webs shot down from the ceiling, hitting a spirit. 

‘From above. And one each from the forks on the left and right.’ 

As soon as I realized, I captured the enemies on camera.

Drawing from my experience controlling spirits in an S-rank guild, I showcased the monsters on both my view and the broadcast screen. 

First hit landed!

-Camera reaction speed, what?

-The host is pretty good for a scrap heap

-Mobs incoming! Go, El!

Click-click! 

With a threatening sound, gigantic spiders, almost the size of bulls, appeared on the ceiling and floor. 

These were the monstrous Lady Spiders that inhabited Lady’s mansion. 

-Oh, monsters! It seems like this is their territory from here on.

-Oh, monsters! LOL 

-What’s with the tone, are you on a sightseeing trip or something? LOL

-Is it okay for a hunter to be this relaxed when a mob appears? LOL

“I’m streaming from the living room, so I won’t die~” 


-A wonderful combo of uselessness and lack of danger awareness

-You useless fool, aren’t you going to organize the frontline?! 

-Three monsters are no problem. Leave the captured spirits and reposition the frontline for a gang-up.

As I muttered nonchalantly, the viewers got even more excited and started spamming the chat. 

‘Who’s that giving advice?’ 

To my surprise, it was a rather orthodox strategy. 

It made sense, considering it was something they read on Namuwiki. 

‘But if you do it that way, you won’t clear it in 15 minutes.’ 

By now, shouldn’t they have realized? 

That I’m a crazy guy streaming with a nutty persona. 

If I was going to do it by the book, I wouldn’t have started a live broadcast. 

While checking the conditions at the crossroads, I said:

“Judging by the tone of the chat, it seems some of you have been banned from in-game chat for a while, huh? Thanks to that, my explanation will be shorter, so that’s good.”

 -LOL, not a game addict, but nice try.

-Unemployed popping up like bamboo shoots after the rain 

-If you call someone pathetic, you’re the one who’s pathetic LOL 

-Nobody said pathetic though…

-Unemployed gay… stop being pathetic… 

“Alright, I’ve enjoyed your high-level debate. Now, I’ll share a super sweet tip on how the genius necromancer Yeto will clear the gate in 15 minutes for free.” 

This was a method filled with undeniable facts that no one could dispute. 

If you follow it, anyone could drastically reduce their clear time with this genius idea. 

With a sly grin, I ordered the spirits. 

“Hey, guys, how about introducing yourselves with a song!” 

[Carnival Zombies Platoon activate ‘Mad Howling’!]

“WRAAAAAAACK!!” 

As soon as the command was given, the zombies let out a terrifying howl, like something out of a horror movie.

Summon: Carnival Zombie Platoon. 

A new skill I acquired as a voodoo shaman. 

When I first saw the name of this skill, I thought ‘carnival’ meant cannibal. 

‘Isn’t it obvious? They’re zombies.’ 

But after summoning them, I realized what ‘carnival’ really meant in their name. 

“WRAAAAAAACK!!” 

“WRAAAAAAACK-!!” 

“URGH URGH AACK~!” 

The zombies, who were howling like in a horror movie, suddenly struck poses like backup dancers. 

Thunk! 

Thunk thunk! 

Then they started dancing to their own howling music.

“URGH URGH AACK~ AACK!” 

“WRAAAAAAACK! GRAAAAAACK!” 

Dancing cheerfully to their howling, with some rhythm and beat! 

With 10 zombies moving as one, their moves were precise. 

Hmm, if I debut them, I won’t starve. 

Their faces were like expired cheese, but their dance was watchable. 

Unfortunately, it seemed the viewers didn’t think so.

-??????????? 

-SCREAAAAAAAAAAM!!!! 

-TEEEEEEEEEENG!! MAMAAAAA!!! 

The viewers expressed their horror in the chat! 

Were they grossed out by the zombies? 

No way, they’re not that ugly. 

This is like a mild zombie movie. 

The viewers’ screams and chaos were for another reason. 

I shrugged my shoulders and smiled. 

“Gamers would know, right? When hunting, how much the clear time differs depending on whether there’s mob gathering or not.” 

Mad Howling was the zombies’ only skill. 

A skill that gathered monster aggro. 

Aggro concentration skill. 

In other words, the zombies were now gathering mobs.

‘This is infamous for being a skill you should never use.’

That’s why the viewers were horrified. 

-Why are you gathering mobs?! Do you think the gate is a joke?!

-If they gang up, even an A-rank becomes a punching bag, you idiot! 

-Gathering monsters at will! The most taboo act in gate raids. Ah, not that it matters to me. 

I clapped and laughed out loud. 

“Haha! Why bother hunting for monsters? If the tank draws aggro, the mobs will come to us! This is thinking outside the box, folks!” 

-Aaaah, this crazy trolling bastard!!!! 

-F-rank deep sea necromancer is going to kill people!!

I’ve never been defamed like this, even during my journalist days, such tragedy in this world. 

Is this the bitter taste of reality? 

Santa Claus is dead. 

No, my dad is alive and well, I shouldn’t say that. 

I might accidentally curse someone since I’m a voodoo shaman. 

I don’t want to become a fire attribute filial son. 

Nope. 

“But why are you all so excited? Oh, wait, our zombies are getting hit by the mobs that were out first! Hold on, time! Time! Isn’t hitting while dancing unfair?!” 

-^^ Damn, are you really crazy? 

-Do you have ADHD? 

-Is that a mental hospital behind the streamer? 

-Do you know why hunters don’t gather mobs?

“Well, yeah, because people might die if they do.” 

I controlled the zombies urgently as I replied. 

Who doesn’t know that? 

Do they think I’m an idiot? 

‘The most important thing in gate raids is safety.’ 

Like the Charlotte Guild, you shouldn’t have anyone die or get injured trying to clear a gate recklessly. 

It’s not just hunters who think that way. Guild masters and investors see it the same way. 

‘Even if you succeed 100 times, one failure is a catastrophe.’ 

One slip-up, and the guild’s stock plummets. 

Even success is a problem. 

It’s reckless. 

They’d be criticized for disregarding the lives of their members. 

‘What good is earning money if you’re dead?’ 

Asking people to risk their lives to earn some money? 

Is this the early modern Europe or something? 

Do you want to see the Hunter Union boycott?

Risking lives, pulling mobs during a live broadcast where safety is paramount? 

No sane person would do that.

That’s why pulling mobs was a taboo in gate raids. 

I know it’s efficient. 

But I can’t bring myself to do it. 

In a normal guild, that is. 

Hehehe.

-Does this guy even know what he’s doing? 

=Is he seriously trolling??? 

“Of course I know. I work from home, so I won’t die.”

-A quintessential trash mindset of a troll

-?

-Hold on a second?

-Come to think of it, he really wont die? 

Oh? 

It seems some people were starting to catch on. 

From them, the chat began to change.

-If he’s raiding alone, it’s not trolling, right?

-All the raid members are summons, so no one gets hurt. 

The viewers finally understood the truth. 

They felt apologetic for the lack of rewards. 

But there was no need to feel bad. 

Why? 

Because if this was a quiz, it would already be time over.

Still, as someone with a big heart, I understood. 

Breaking preconceived notions isn’t easy. 

“Yes, that’s right. As you all know, there are no people in our raid.” 

I emphasized again so that the viewers wouldn’t forget.

That you shouldn’t expect common sense from my broadcast. 

“What does this mean? That’s right! Even if I fail spectacularly at pulling mobs, I won’t die or get hurt. That’s what it means!” 

How about that? 

This perfect logic. 

Even if Socrates was revived as my dancing zombie, he wouldn’t be able to argue against it. 

Zombies can’t talk, you know. 

‘If I pull the mobs, it will only take 5 minutes to deal with the small fry.’ 

If it were other hunters, they would have to carefully search the dungeon, looking for monsters in every nook and cranny. 

But that’s nonsense. 

“Let’s do this with a bang, shall we?” 

A monster search operation that takes hours? 

That’s ridiculous. 

Don’t try to impose such trivial methods on me.

“Hahaha! I’ve never experienced fear. Because I won’t die!”

-El-chan will die, damn it

-No one is worried about your life, idiot

-You should clear the gate with your zombies and let El-chan handle the broadcast, you parasite. 

“Yeah~ keep yelling at your monitors~ this is my broadcast~ I don’t listen to you at all~”

-A CEO-level refusal to communicate

-Did your eardrums not develop properly during mitosis in the womb? 

Ding ding ding! 

The chat was filled with all sorts of curses. 

Why is this? 

This should be the moment for praises about my genius.

I can’t understand the minds of fools. 

I lamented the poor literacy skills in Korea. 

“Whew, is the era still not able to catch up with me?”

-If an era catches up to you, that would be the apocalypse A madness a millennium too early for humanity

-This kind of genetic material should have been weeded out in the Paleolithic era 

Of course, I didn’t flinch at clumsy insults. 

You lowly brats. 

Your level of malicious comments can’t leave a scratch on someone like me, who has realized the malice of humanity while watching keyboard warriors commit keyboard-murder.

-El-chan, please pay the penalty and find another employer.

“If she cancel the contract, I can just resummon and call her back.”

-The master of gaslighting on TV specials

-South Korea’s labor laws… service terminated… (Yeto Entertainment Co., Ltd. offers lifetime contracts.)

-Condolences to your sorrow in action beam! 

Rumble rumble rumble!!!! 

Oh, damn it. 

I shouldn’t be playing around. 

‘They were drawn by the zombies’ aggro. Took about a minute?’ 

The sound of mobs approaching, shaking the cave! 

In the meantime, I had dealt with the three that came out first. 

Judging by the sound, there were at least ten of them.

‘Considering the difficulty of the gate, there are roughly 20 Lady Spiders left, excluding the boss mob.’ 

It seemed all the remaining Lady Spiders had come out.

On the other hand, we had 11. 

We were outnumbered. 

‘But we have a named summon.’ 

Our raid’s main dealer, El Ayla. 

In fact, the three that first rushed in had been stabbed and flipped over dead while we were chatting. 

“Zombies, stop dancing and get into formation! Hold them off so El Ayla can deal damage!” 

I quickly gave orders upon hearing the footsteps. 

There was no point in verbal commands because of the distance, but the viewers needed to hear it. 

This is all part of professional showmanship.

-How is its a plan to hold the line until they die, haha

-He makes plans as if he won’t die

-If the zombies had a bit more brains, there would be a coup, lol 

“Quiet, noobs! My zombies don’t have the brains for a revolution!”

-This is the first time a hunter told me to shut up

-Haha, it’s refreshing though 

Using zombies as a meat shield was unavoidable. 

The zombie platoon is literally a platoon. 

Ten undead pop out with each summon! 

Of course, each one’s capabilities were relatively low.

‘The only notable aspects are toughness and strength.’

Even that toughness is more about ‘being undead, so they keep moving until their heads are smashed,’ which means each one is weak. 

‘They’re too dumb to understand complicated commands. You have no idea how frustrating it is to command them.’ 

When I tried a trial run, I nearly got cancer. 

I gave up on strategic deployment after 5 minutes, says it all. 

“Stay in your positions!!!!” 

“Argh!!” 

So, there’s only one proper way to use these guys.


“Shout enthusiastically towards the front for 10 seconds!!!!” 

“Waaargh!!!!” 

“Waaargh!!!!” 

Aggroing to death while blocking with their bodies.

These guys are specialized tanks for that purpose.



 
  
    Chapter 8: Lady’s Mansion – 3


Bang!

“The boss has given the green light!!”

The headquarters of the broadcasting platform Unity.

The team leader, who had gone out to make a call, returned to the office and shouted loudly.

“Pull down that damn broadcast immediately!”

“Should we take it down?”

“Yes! It’s the boss’s order. Or rather, my father’s order!”

The team leader, chewing on a lollipop instead of a cigarette, thought to himself.

‘Crazy bastard, crazy bastard, crazy bastard! A madman like no other in this era!’

Going live in this situation? 

What is he thinking?

Ignoring the international situation that even the association grudgingly tries to comply with?

With the live broadcast ban emerging as an international treaty. 

Whether he plans to narrowly dodge the law or jump right over it like a frog into a frying pan, I don’t know.

But we couldn’t go along with a madman’s antics.

“Prepare to shut it down and put up a notice. Post an apology and preemptively report that bastard’s details to the association, so we don’t get implicated…”

Rrrrring!

The team leader’s phone rang as he was giving orders to his staff. 

He frowned and answered the call.

“Yes, sir. I was just about to take down that damned broadcast… What?”

The team leader dropped his lollipop.

“Stop! Everyone, stop! Hands off the keyboards!”

“What?”

“The broadcast! Leave that guy’s broadcast alone! Yes, sir. Yes, yes, absolutely, sir.”

After shouting initially, the team leader took a moment on the phone and nodded, his face turning pale.

One of the senior staff members hesitantly raised a hand, pushed by the curious looks of the other employees.

“Um, team leader? What did the boss say?”

“…The major shareholder and our partners want us to leave that guy’s broadcast alone.”

“What?”

“Our company’s top clients! They said to leave that guy’s broadcast alone!”

It was a request in name, but a demand in practice.

The team leader kicked away the fallen lollipop.

“Is there any popcorn left in the supply room?”

“I think there is. Should I get some?”

“Yeah. Somebody, quickly microwave a few bags.”

“Understood!”

“I want caramel flavor.”

The team leader was helpless in this situation. 

Might as well enjoy some popcorn.

Honestly, this crazy broadcast seemed incredibly entertaining.

***

The once quiet Lady’s Mansion was now filled with loud shouts.

“Too quiet!! Towards the front~!! A vigorous cheer~!! For 10 seconds~!! Go~!!”

“Waaaaaahhhhh!!!!”

The zombies used [Mad Howling]! 

The effect was tremendous!

“Keaaaak!!”

The attention of the lady spiders was all on the zombies.

It might be due to the skill effect, but it also seemed like they were attacking first just because it was so damn noisy. 

These guys had a mentality as familiar as other arthropods.

‘This is the chance for the dealers to take out the mobs!’

I timed it and activated El Ayla’s skill.

[El Ayla uses the skill ‘Dance of Poison’!]

“Can you see this butterfly?”

As El Ayla whispered, a poison aura enveloped her scimitar. 

Flap… Purple butterflies danced and merged with the blade. The effect of the ‘Dance of Poison’ that imbues the weapon with poison!

It was a fantastic yet fierce sight.

‘A skill that increases attack power with the poison of evil spirits.’

Since it’s poison, getting slashed would cause poisoning as well. 

But against lady spiders, it was probably overkill.

‘El Aila Ayla a typical assassin-type summon.’

A summon specialized almost solely in strength and agility! 

Using a skill, she could one-shot noble spiders. 

Their heads would fly off before the poison damage even kicked in.

Swish! Slash!

As expected, whenever El Ayla danced, the spiders fell like autumn leaves.

“Keekk!”

Slash!

The spiders retaliated by spewing poison and web.

Specters are a type of ghost. 

But they are also physical summons. 

They can be hit by physical attacks. 

Exceeding the limit means getting unsummoned.

‘Whew, at least I can handle this.’

The fortunate thing was that their attacks were manageable for me, who was controlling El Ayla.

‘When necromancers link their senses with ghosts, their vision gets a buff.’

The little ghosts were like drones and high-speed cameras. 

Sharing vision with the ghosts allowed me to observe things from multiple angles, like watching surveillance camera monitors, giving me combat reflexes on par with warriors.

‘I couldn’t keep up with the hunters of the Illyun Guild otherwise.’


As a hunter, I should be able to do this much. 

If I couldn’t keep up with the actors’ movements, I couldn’t handle being a cameraman. 

And since I could see it, it meant that El Ayla, whom I was controlling, wouldn’t get hit.

Tap tap!

El Ayla, who was freely jumping off walls, floor, and ceiling, attacked like she was dancing. 

It was a light and fast movement possible because she was a ghost. 

El Ayla, darting like a skipping stone, decapitated the spiders with her scimitar.

‘And above all, her visuals are outstanding.’

El Ayla’s beauty was her top selling point.

[Ayla’s Husband donated 10,000 won.]

[Ayla’s Fan donated 15,000 won.]

[Ayla Support Group donated 10,000 won.]

Suddenly, donations started pouring in, proving her appeal. 

Damn, they never gave me a penny, no matter how much I talked.

-Alya’s beauty when she smiles?

-Recording the broadcast in case it gets shut down early.

-Share it while I’m being nice, kid.

-Hey, is this the broadcast the god of music watches?

-Why is she a ghost when she has a face that outshines any other hunter with similar visuals…”

-El Ayla, quit being a hunter and become a YouTube sexy dance specialist, El. You’ll be a building owner in a year.

-I request twerking.

-Where do I sign up and pay for membership? 

I watched the chat with a satisfied smile. 

They never fail to meet my expectations, these fools. 

‘I knew it. How many hunters make a living off their looks even when their skills are lacking?’ 

Well, how many hunters are this beautiful? 

But a beauty like this with skills too? 

They couldn’t resist. 

They had to subscribe and like immediately. 

‘If El Ayla was a hunter, I would have to offer her a million-dollar salary.’

Even considering her potential growth, just her looks alone are worth a corporate-level contract fee. 

She’s one of the most precious among my summons. 

Of course, the zombie and little ghosts are also among the best. 

I only have three types of summons, after all. 

Hahaha.

-But do the summons talk?

-They don’t have self-awareness, but they sometimes say predetermined lines.

Summons are usually heroes, spirits, or monsters who died in the world that serves as the background for certain gates.

-So, some of them have backstories or origins from their home worlds.

-Some dungeon boss monsters too. But since they don’t tell us directly, hunters or scientists have to infer from clues.

-This is like a FromSoftware setup.

-Gates copied Dark Souls.

-Explanation freaks talking about what they know look like total nerds.

-You asked, idiot.

-Just think of them as game NPCs. Pfft… 

The chat sure is colourful. 

Is this even a gate strategy broadcast chat? 

‘Should I hire a manager?’ 

I briefly considered it but then gave up. 

I didn’t have the means to do so, at least for now. 

Damn loans. 

Damn Charlotte Guild. 

‘Well, what’s the big deal if the chat is a bit dirty.’ 

I never expected respect from the viewers. 

Did I ever have a connection backing me in an A-rank guild? 

I started from scratch and even pulled some aggro.

Expecting a clean chat room in this situation is too much. 

The only thing allowed to be half-and-half is jjajangmyeon and chicken. 

Smack! 

“Vuel.” 

Maybe it was bad to let my guard down even for a moment. 

The zombie tanking hard got hit by the mobs’ body slam. 

It would’ve been fine if it ended there, but unfortunately, they were slow-moving zombies, causing a domino effect as the right formation collapsed. 

“Uwaaah?” 

“Screeech!” 

Naturally, the monsters, who even screamed like spiders, charged at El Ayla. 

I was blending my kimchi soup alone, so I was startled.

“Argh!! You idiots, why did you collapse there?!”

-You control them, idiot.

-Immediate self-reflection, right? 

-You finally realize you’re an idiot… 

“No, I had the zombies on auto! I’m busy controlling El Ayla alone!” 

Summons can’t fight on their own, but they can roughly follow the summoner’s commands. 

In this case, I had ordered them to hold the formation.

Though they screwed it up by collapsing.

-Why did you suddenly drop the formal speech, idiot?

-When the party is struggling, the true nature comes out?

-Your intelligence is the problem for trusting brain-melting zombies.

-Inept commanders blame others for their orders.

-Whatever, since you’re down, grab them one by one! 

I wasn’t skilled enough to manage the mess and read the chat simultaneously. 

I hurriedly corrected my orders. 

“Owow…!” 

Thud! 

The zombies grabbed the giant spiders while still down.

Zombies are slow but relatively strong. 

The movement of the mobs stopped. 

“Got it! Damage time! Ayla, go in!”

-Your subordinates are dying, but you’re only focused on the girl?

-But this time, I understand the leader’s feelings.

-Look at El. This is what you call a poppy.

-Poppy? Reporting you for drug cultivation.

-A woman whose face is a drug.

-Sir, does this bus go to Sodom and Gomorrah?

-No. But it’s headed to jail upon report.

The chat room was heating up, laughing among themselves, but anyway, the zombies’ dedicated sacrifice succeeded in stopping the enemies. 

‘Finish it before the zombies collapse!’ 

Out of the 20 giant spiders, almost all were down. 

Only 5 left! 

Slash! 

A scimitar coated in poison slashed through the spiders.

‘One, two, three, four, five!’ 

Stepping on the spiders’ backs, El Ayla beheaded five of them like a human guillotine. 

‘This is the end!’ 

Swish-! 

The scimitar cut through the last spider’s neck.

I smiled as I surveyed the defeated mobs. 

There were some spine-chilling moments, but persevering and herding the mobs to fight was the right choice. 

[Remaining time: 9 minutes and 33 seconds.] 

It only took me 3 minutes to clear out the mobs. 

“Clear. If there’s a necromancer who can clear a dungeon as well as I do, let them come forward.” 

-Clear (all zombies wiped out) 

-Clear (including allies)

-Does that mean the dungeon cleared the intruders? 

-Ha, this guy’s like an independent fighter of the dark dungeon, lol. But… monsters are living beings too, aren’t they? 

Of course, the price for dealing with the mobs in just 3 minutes was steep. 

Except for El Ayla, the entire raid team was annihilated.

“The zombies didn’t tank properly. If they’d just followed my instructions, we would have finished without casualties.” 

-Where’s your conscience? They died after being made undead? 

-It’s not you; it’s El-chan who’s good at this.

-Don’t forget the 10 zombies who died in the line of duty, folks. 

“Look at how you speak. As expected, Unity viewers are on another level, being from a big company and all.”

It’s three times more convincing when a Unity streamer says it. 

Even looking at the losers’ faces is amusing. 

Damn. 

That’s why summoner-type hunters are a hassle. 

No matter how hard you work and achieve results, it’s all thanks to your summons. 

‘Still, the atmosphere is sufficiently heated.’ 

I successfully drew the aggro as planned. 

Honestly, it felt a bit over the top. 

I checked the site status on my secondary monitor.

‘Ranked second overall right after debut? Insane.’ 

Of course, I was number one in live stream rankings. 

I was the only crazy person streaming live right now. 

But to think I’d be second overall? 

‘That means I’m second across all broadcasts.’ 

And the number one was the top guild of this site. 

It was safe to say I was the top individual streamer. 

Ah, is this the view from a big company? 

I might get a celebrity complex. 

‘Look at the viewers increasing. Everything’s going as planned.’ 

I chuckled quietly, covering my mouth so it wouldn’t show on camera. 

‘This is all thanks to the top guild streaming just before mine.’ 

After the World Cup, would people just wash up and go to sleep? 

No. 

Unless it’s the crack of dawn, people usually chat on football communities or talk with friends. 

This time was no different. 

Viewers who had just finished watching the top guild’s stream didn’t leave the site but lingered on the homepage. 

My broadcast picked them up. 

‘There must also be people who came after seeing posts on community boards.’ 

Although it’s just a bubble for now, honestly, a bubble this big might drown someone, right? 

‘And bubbles usually leave some foam even after they burst, right?’ 

Scientists say water knows the answer. 

So, wouldn’t bubbles also know the answer? 

You say it’s pseudoscience? 

Ask the water if it’s pseudoscience. 

Glug glug. 

Anyway, I have to ride this momentum. 

Now, with bubbles frothing, it’s the perfect time to wash away the viewers’ doubts. …

‘Great. I still have plenty of mana.’ 

I checked my status window and reviewed the plan. 

In the meantime, the chat had moved on to the next topic.

-But with all the zombies dead, is the stream over? 

-Is El Ayla going for the boss raid alone? 

-Go El-chan! 

-Why not just summon a few more? 

-How’s he going to summon them when he’s outside the gate? lol 

-Are you stupid? Of course, he’s inside somewhere, hiding. 

Some people still wouldn’t drop their suspicious looks!

Although it was just a portion, there definitely were viewers who looked on with suspicion, ready to criticize first. 

-Did no one really enter the gate? 

-No way.

-100% just a gimmick, lol. Can’t believe you fell for it, sucker. 

-So did El-chan drive the zombies to the gate herself?

Even regular viewers enjoying the broadcast seemed swayed by that instigation. 

They’re raising suspicions even when things are going smoothly. 

If things go wrong, it would be a real mess. 

‘If I make a mistake here, there’s no next chance.’ 

I have to explain shortly and strongly. 

I only have one shot. 

I activated my skill and opened my mouth. 

“Sure, no matter how skilled I am, doing both boss fights and mob fights with just one summon is a bit much. I’m a guy who can’t lie.” 

-Laying the groundwork, lol 

-Hey, run now and maybe the association won’t charge you, lol 

-The association might not, but the congress will, for sure. 

The chat urged me to admit failure with mocking words.

‘Yeah, I was waiting for that.’ 

I smiled arrogantly and raised my index finger. 

“So I’ll just refill a few. Call Carnival Zombie Platoon!”

[The Voodoo Shaman talks to the ancestor spirits. Use Intermediate Summoning!] 

Flash! A light flashed, and in the next moment.

[Carnival Zombie Platoon summoned.] 

In the dungeon, where only El Ayla stood alone, 10 zombies suddenly appeared. 

-?

-??? 

-What the heck? 

After a moment of silence, the screen was filled with question marks. 


-What the hell, lolololol 

-No way this is real, lolololol 

-El-chan, receive the new recruits, lololol 

The chat exploded, breaking the day’s record.

TL Note: Sodom and Gomorrah are two ancient cities mentioned in the Bible, specifically in the Book of Genesis. They are infamously known for their destruction by divine judgment due to their inhabitants’ sins and immoral behaviors. These cities are often used as symbols of vice and moral corruption. In popular culture and literature, references to Sodom and Gomorrah typically imply a place or situation characterized by extreme wickedness, decadence, and depravity.




 
  
    Chapter 9: Lady’s Mansion – 4


The reactions of the viewers who saw my summoning were brief. 

-Holy sh*t, how is this possible?

The chat was full of swearing! 

But the chat represented everyone’s opinion. 

‘How is this possible?’ was the question.

-Isn’t the summoner using a stealth skill and hiding?

-Dude… Stealth is a unique skill for assassins…

-Summoner Assassin? Is that a unique class? 

-LOL Wow! Sunlight Sculptor! 

-Wow! You know soy sauce marinated crab! 

-Why would a stealthy assassin, who even top-tier guilds would want, be doing a part-time job in a small channel anyway? LOL 

The chat flooded in like a reversed waterfall. 

I shrugged nonchalantly. 

“How could I, a summoner, use stealth? Also, don’t you see the super handsome guy controlling everything from behind the monitor?”

-This guy’s way of speaking is very annoying for a first-timer.

-You could just be pretending to control it while someone else is in the dungeon.

-Isn’t it more realistic to think that a summoner who can use stealth is controlling this rather than summoning from the comfort of his room? 

“This is like asking whether it’s more realistic for you to get a girlfriend or win the lottery. You guys are going to freak out no matter what I answer, so what’s the point in answering?”

-Why is this son of a b*tch picking a fight?

-We’re already freaking out even without your answer, channel owner.

-Do you want to see your channel bubble burst? 

“No~ The bubble won’t burst~ I’ll be live streaming by myself forever~ The Hunter Association will even say ‘Well, no one’s dying, so keep it up. We’re enjoying your broadcast’ and ask for my autograph~.”

-They’re probably signing an arrest warrant right now. 

I laughed, deliberately provoking the viewers. 

Of course, I’m a voodoo summoner. 

I can’t use stealth or anything like that. 

‘That’s why I chose this dungeon on purpose.’ 

To prevent such suspicions from arising in the first place!

“And everyone? Stealth is useless in this dungeon. Does anyone know what the passive skill of the Lady Spiders is? If you guess correctly, the zombies will do a sexy dance for you.”

-How are we supposed to know that, channel owner?

-If El Ayla did a sexy dance, I’d have turned on Google.

-Who cares about such a minor gate anyway LOL

-Honestly, this is my first time seeing this dungeon in my life. 

Most of the reactions were that they didn’t know, but some viewers gave an answer. 

[El Ayla Fan donated 10,000 won.] 

[Lady Spiders have a passive skill that nullifies stealth and invisibility.]

-!??

-Stealth doesn’t work? There really isn’t anyone inside then?

-What kind of trash mob has such fancy abilities?

-A dungeon that counters stealth builds LOL

-Zombie sexy dance is a bit much. 

A well-timed donation message explained it for me.

Most of the viewers seemed convinced. 

How do I know? 

The questioning comments significantly decreased. 

‘It’s impossible to hide in front of Lady Spiders.’ 

A gate that proves there’s no one inside. 

That’s precisely this place, ‘The Lady’s Mansion.’ 

The question of how this is possible is meaningless.

‘Because I chose a gate where it is possible.’ 

There’s no summoner within the range of maintaining the summons. 

It completely blocks the suspicion of stealth hiding. 

Any further doubts would just be rumours. 

Having proved my point, I smiled. 

“Thank you for answering on my behalf. Guys, an order came in! Just one sexy dance!” 

“Ooh? Oohwoowowoo~.”

-AAAAAAAHHHH!!

-AHHH! They’re really dancing!

-DEEEAAAATH!! 

The viewers, horrified by the dancing zombies, couldn’t bring themselves to turn off the stream and filled the chat with screams. 

This reaction is pretty good. 

Maybe I should make sexy-zombie synchronized dancing a main content. 

But how do you guys know such things? 

Are you active hunters?

-I saw it in the early days when this dungeon was first discovered.

-Stealthy guys trying to hit the boss’s weak points got utterly wrecked on stream as soon as they entered the dungeon.

-Boss?

-Queen Elizabeth ? Why is the boss’s nickname so hot? Is it a female character?

You insect-catcher…

-She’s a woman.

-Spider lesbian…

So politically correct to the bone. 

My performance was very effective. 

The chat was almost in a lull. 

But I couldn’t completely relax. 

Humans believe only what they want to believe. 

‘You never know when baseless criticism will come in.’

However, constantly explaining would also be a bad move. 

Trying to explain endlessly to doubters only backfires.


Such people will think.

‘This guy prepared an excuse’ rather than, ‘I was wrong.’

‘I anticipated being viewed with suspicion from the start.’ 

It was an aggressive marketing strategy considering that. 

‘I don’t want a nice and sincere image.’ 

Wasn’t this a broadcast full of provocations from the beginning?

Even if you sprinkle sugar on a dish that’s already been doused with capsaicin, it just makes more inedible food.

Pushing forward with a good image at this point? 

That’s not my style. 

Even if I put on an act, it would just build infamy and stress. 

‘So, use both the spiciness and the sweetness.’ 

And right now, there’s only one sweetness required of me. 

‘Showmanship and performance that no one can match.’

An irreplaceable, unique position. 

Through that, overwhelming popularity with viewers! 

A broadcast that people will curse at, saying. ‘It’s so damn spicy’ or ‘Why would anyone eat this crap,’ but they can’t help but come back for more. 

That’s the position I had to secure from now on. 

With live gate raids stagnating, only I can revive and monopolize this huge pie! 

Get a new job, and open a new meta in Hunter broadcasts. 

Because that’s my ultimate goal.

“Shall we move on to the boss battle, having cleared out all the mobs?” 

Clenching my fist secretly, I took action. 

“What do you think is the highlight of a boss fight?”

Slash! 

El Ayla cut through the spider web. 

Before the chat could respond, I opened the door to the boss room and sent in my summons. 

“Actually, there’s no need to ask. Yes, it’s a duel.”

Duel is the wrong term. 

-It’s a one-on-one battle. 

Impatient viewers making jokes. 

Of course, I ignored them lightly. 

You have to filter out useless chats. 

Thud thud thud..! 

Did it sense the arrival of the intruder who had defeated its minions? 

The boss began to descend from the ceiling. 

The vibration from sliding down the spider web was very intense. It hinted at the boss’s massive size. 

Looking at the camera and surveying the dungeon ceiling with the spirits’ vision, I spoke. 

“The main DPS of the raid. The strongest and coolest hunter facing a powerful boss alone! No matter how many times you see it, isn’t that kind of duel always exciting?”

I said it’s a one-on-one battle.

-Damn it, someone tell this stubborn guy through a donation message  

I laid the groundwork and made it obvious that I was appealing to do a duel with the boss, but the chat’s response was lukewarm. 

Naturally. 

The Lady’s Mansion is a pretty low-tier dungeon. 

-A one-on-one boss fight in a newbie dungeon? Wow, so amazing! 

-Honestly, even I could do an F-rank dungeon boss fightᄏᄏ 

-Oh, are you a hunter too? 

-I’m unemployed 

-Keyboard warrior, aren’t you, you jerk 

-What’s the big deal about pushing a gate from your own living room, you sh1theadᄏᄏᄏ 

-Ha haᄏᄏ that keyboard warrior’s got some nerveᄏᄏ

Look at that reaction of ‘So what?’! 

‘That’s to be expected. The one-on-one duel between the main DPS and the boss is a common performance.’

It’s a popular cliché, so it’s often used. 

Because it’s often used, it feels clichéd. 

If not used appropriately, it can easily become boring.

Naturally, it’s not something that would excite the viewers. 

‘But that’s exactly the reaction I wanted.’ 

I was secretly smiling and about to recite the prepared lines. 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[You’re going into the boss fight? Just like that?]

However, the ordinary atmosphere was instantly overturned by the following donations. 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[You know physical damage doesn’t work on that boss, right?] 

[Stella Channel has donated 10,000 won.] 

[Even our guild’s promising members can’t defeat Queen Elizabeth with physical damage.] 

Donation messages started pouring in! 

‘Baek Gwi Do Jang and Stella? Aren’t those channels with over a million subscribers?’ 

They were all well-known active hunters. 

Famous hunters who also ran personal channels couldn’t resist donating to a crazy junior’s reckless performance. 

I was very surprised but managed to speak somehow.

“Yes, I know. Physical damage doesn’t work on the boss. Also, I’m still a newbie and a small channel, so I can’t summon anything that can do magic damage.” 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[You know but you’re going in anyway?] 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[I wondered who started a live broadcast ignoring the regulations, turns out it’s really a crazy guy.] 

[Yeon Hee has donated 10,000 won.] 

[How does a crazy person appear every year…?] 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[Uh… I don’t think you’re the one to talk, Yeon Hee…]

[Yeon Hee has donated 10,000 won.] 

[Want to do a collab…?] 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[Hey, don’t get all sentimental. Go away.] 

Now, they were starting to have conversations through donations. 

Another famous hunter appeared this time. 

‘Yeon Hee? Could it be that Yeon Hee?!’ 

Damn, an A-rank hunter!

Hurriedly checking the chat log, I confirmed it was real.

‘I heard last month that the number of subscribers exceeded ten million…!’

She’s even making appearances on terrestrial TV. 

Is such a colossal channel already taking an interest in me? 

‘But my plan hasn’t even started yet?’ 

This was a bit, no, incredibly unexpected. 

Intense reactions from current hunters? 

Of course, I expected that. 

But I thought it would be after the broadcast ended.

-It’s Yeon Hee!

-Smells a spider from miles away lololol

-Hey, there’s nothing here for you to eat.

-Was there ever anything Yeon Hee couldn’t eat?

-Is that really Stella???

-The name has ‘channel’ added to it, so it must be.

-Damn it, Baek Gwi, start the broadcast! It’s been three months since the last one! 

Famous hunters appearing one by one! 

The bored viewers reacted explosively. 

At first, it was at their names and appearances.

-By the way, didn’t Baek just talk about dealing physical damage to the boss? 

Then, it was at the content of their messages.

-Physical attacks don’t work on the boss?

-It’s supposed to be like that for low-level players, but Yeto isn’t low-level. 

Who’s Yeoto? 

Ah, right. 

That’s my nickname.

-The host can’t even summon magical creatures, right?

-If he had any, he would have used them during the initial rush.

-Messed up, right? Failed, right? Can’t beat the boss, right? Damn, all his summons are dead lol 

-Its Queen’s today’s lunch lol

-Do a one-on-one battle lol 

-Do it twice lolol Curiosity. 

Excitement. 

Scepticism. 

Anticipation. 

Ridicule. 

Amusement. 

The direction of the chat varied. 

Still, it seemed like the atmosphere had ignited. 

“This is a good thing for me, too.” 

The viewers’ reactions turned to anticipation. 

Thanks to the donation chats. 

Thank you very much, seniors. 

Of course, they’re hoping to see me fail, but so what? 

I turned my eyes to the monitor screen. 

[Live viewers: 20,134.] 

[Time remaining: 5 minutes 31 seconds.] 

There’s an absolute principle I’ve learned working in this industry. 

Whether it’s through controversy or whatever, once people’s interest is piqued, they become engrossed, whether they like it or not. 

‘Famous hunters are gathering? So what?’

I glanced at the cluttered chat log again. 

Though there were no specific chats, I was 100% certain.

That there were hunters watching my broadcast silently.

Top-tier hunters whose names are well-known. 

Monsters with high reputations quietly hiding among the noisy viewers, behind the curtain of the chat window. 

They are watching quietly. 

The industry’s craziest newcomer who appeared like a comet. 

‘That’s great. That’s exactly what I wanted.’ 

I focused on the dungeon scene in front of me. 

There’s no time to worry about the spectators’ names anymore. 

Senior hunters? 

Regular viewers? 


It doesn’t matter. 

Whatever emotion they’re sitting in front of their monitors with. 

[Boss: ‘Queen Elizabeth’ appears!] 

[El Ayla activates the skill ‘Dance of Poison’!] 

From now on, this spider web will be my home ground.
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When Jeong Dojin adjusted the camera angle, the battle with the boss monster began.

“Kieeeeeee~!!” 

Queen Elizabeth was a monster as huge as a truck. 

A queen spider that had built a web high in the dungeon! 

-Cancel what I said about not feeling excited before. 

-There’s no turning back now, buddy.

-You still have a 3-year contract, you spider lesbian. 

Jeong Dojin observed the interior from various angles. 

‘A spider web, huh. And those things below… egg sacs.’ 

Egg sacs big enough for a person to fit in caught his eye. 

‘If I focus only on the boss, the small fry will respawn.’ 

His experience of observing top-tier guild battles over the years helped his judgment.

‘The opponent is a queen spider. It wouldn’t be surprising if dozens of baby spiders are born.’ 

The origin of the lady spiders must be those egg sacs. 

“Zombies! Destroy the baby spider egg sacs first!” 

First, he divided the team into the small fry team and the boss team. 

The zombies were left to handle the battle themselves. 

Breaking the stationary egg sacs should be simple enough. 

‘Even if the zombies mess up and the babies hatch, as long as El Aylatakes down the boss, I win!’ 

Thwack! 

El Ayla kicked off one of the zombies. 

Using the zombie as a stepping stone, she jumped high.

-Are we going for a duel! 

As previously declared, the boss battle was one-on-one. 

The zombies were merely insurance for fair play. 

It was when the main dealer challenged the duel. 

“Kieee!!” 

Queen Elizabeth, who had taken the high ground, swung her arm. 

Her blade-like foreleg cut the web she had tied. 

Slice! 

Crash! 

Rocks hanging from the ceiling came tumbling down. 

‘Is she trying to prevent us from breaking the egg sacs?’ 

Jeong Dojin switched control instantly. 

The zombies scattered to the sides to avoid the falling rocks.

-The zombies are dodging better than expected. 

-That’s because Yeto is controlling them.

-Not bad at all. 

Jeong Dojin used a ghost he had positioned below to assess the damage. 

‘Two of them got crushed? But they’re not dead. Proceed.’ 

He checked the zombie squad and confirmed there were no issues. 

Then he switched control back to El Ayla. 

He also reverted his viewpoint to the ghost he had positioned. 

Meanwhile, the broadcast angle was fixed appropriately so viewers could easily understand the situation.

-By the way, hasn’t the camera work been really smooth?

-Is he controlling the camera while managing the summons? If he can do that, he’s no amateur.

-But on the Hunter Association site, he’s listed as F-rank. 

As even general viewers started noticing the refined camera work distinct from that of an individual streamer. 

Thwack! 

El Ayla, having completed her jump, landed on the spider web. 

Queen Elizabeth also stopped dropping rocks.

Snap snap snap~! 

Instead, she greeted the challenger with threatening jaw snaps.

-She stopped dropping rocks when facing the dealer.

-What pattern is that? Dropping rocks?

-It’s Stone Shower. One times damage to ghost type.

-Yeto, if the mob is a rock/bug physical sweeper, you should have brought a steel physical wall. 

“Ugh, turn off your Pokémon.” 

Jeong Dojin brushed off both compliments and mockery. 

Analysing the enemy’s patterns was fundamental. 

Hunters typically challenged monsters after familiarizing themselves with their patterns.

‘The problem is that I have no idea about this one’s patterns!’ 

Jeong Dojin knew only two things. 

The boss monster had outstanding attack and defence. 

It was weak to magic and certain elemental attacks. 

No matter how much he researched, these were the only two pieces of information he found. 

Queen Elizabeth was a known monster, but this ‘Lady’s Mansion’ was an unpopular F-rank gate, making it hard to find strategies. 

‘As a boss monster, it must have a rich set of patterns.’ 

In the end, he had to endure with his body.

The fortunate part was that it wasn’t his own body he had to endure with! 

[Baekgui Dojang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[3 minutes remaining until the time limit.]

“Sure, I’ll finish it within 2 minutes.” 

Jeong Dojin, who once checked the temperature of the Han River, had no fear of time limits. 

Receiving his will, El Ayla launched herself.

“Kieeeee!” 

Swish! 

Queen Elizabeth’s counterattack flew at her. 

A powerful boss monster attack, acknowledged by all! 


And El Ayla was an assassin-type summon. 

If hit even once, she would be immediately unsummoned. 

But she dodged it easily.

-What, she didn’t even get grazed lol

-Isn’t the queen super slow? So sluggish because she’s fat?

-It’s not that the boss is slow, it’s that El is fast.

El Aila, with her black hair fluttering, toyed with the boss monster Queen Elizabeth, dodging her attacks with ease. 

Her speed was clearly faster than when she was dealing with the lady spiders!

[Skill ‘Dance of Dexterity’ is activated!] 

-This is good. I’m getting fired up. My heart is on fire!

Swish-swish! 

The scimitar slashed through Queen Elizabeth.

Taunting the enemy with ease! 

A smile bloomed on Jeong Dojin’s face.

‘When it said it raises dexterity, I wasn’t sure what it meant at first.’ 

Dance of Dexterity is a skill that enhances agility and dexterity. 

For El Ayla, it strengthens both swordsmanship and martial arts. 

Her swordsmanship and dance moves become sharper. 

Even stepping on spider threads was the same. 

-Why doesn’t El get stuck in the spider web? 

-I heard spider webs don’t have adhesive on the vertical threads. 

-That’s why spiders don’t get stuck in their own webs. 

-Even in the midst of chaotic battle, stepping only on the vertical threads with precision!

Something an ordinary assassin couldn’t do.

But El Ayla could. 

When using Dance of Dexterity, that is. 

-But, that info on Namu Wiki is fake? 

-What? The vertical thread thing is incorrect?

-Yeah, even the vertical threads stick if you step on them. Give me back my childhood, damn it. 

-Whatever, monsters and Earth creatures are different anyway.

-In a dungeon where rabbits eat lions, spider webs might just not have adhesive on the vertical threads, lol. 

Seeing the chat, Jeong Dojin broke out in a cold sweat. 

‘…What the, I thought the vertical threads wouldn’t stick?’ 

He was the one who instructed El Ayla to step only on the vertical threads. 

‘If she had stepped wrong, she’d have been completely trapped.’ 

Or maybe not? 

If I summon her again, there’s a cooldown, right. 

I almost got seriously screwed. 

Fortunately, the viewers, engrossed in El Ayla’s battle, didn’t notice his nervous sweat. 

So Jeong Dojin helped them get even more engrossed. 

[El Ayla activates the skill ‘Dance of Poison’!]

“Can you see this butterfly?” 

A skill that adds poison to the blade! 

A purple butterfly flew from the scimitar.

[Stella Channel donated 10,000 won.] 

[Ah, with this, it doesn’t matter if the damage is a bit lacking.] 

[Yeon Hee donated 10,000 won.] 

[I love poison. Poison is the best.] 

The professional hunters immediately recognized the skill’s true value. 

And soon, the viewers realized too. 

-Food poisoning ON. 

“Screeeech!” 

Sizzle! 

The boss monster, which could only be scratched, now staggered, poisoned. 

El Ayla attacked relentlessly. 

The staggering boss mob! 

I was deeply relieved by the expected outcome. 

The boss fight went as planned. 

“Didn’t I say? We can take it down in 2 minutes.” 

Of course, I didn’t show any sign of it when I said it. 

If people thought I miscalculated the kill time and panicked, I wouldn’t get a good night’s sleep tonight. 

Staying up all night is the enemy of good looks. 

[Stella Channel donated 10,000 won.] 

[Well, we didn’t know El Ayla’s poison would be this strong either.] 

-Yeah, true, lol. 

-The mobs all died in one hit, so we didn’t know~

-Is there another debuff specialist hunter besides Yeon Hee? 

-The Sub-leader of Cheonseong Guild, who doesn’t stream, is an assassin with a deadly poison build. 

The boss monster’s hide is impenetrable.

Magic works, but there’s no summoner who can use it. 

So what should be done? 

‘Attack with non-physical damage!’ 

That’s how the grand plan to poison the queen came about. 

It’s an obvious strategy, not even a novel idea.

Since you can’t keep swinging a blade that won’t pierce. 

However, some viewers had questions. 

-But does poison work on spiders? 

-Aren’t spiders venomous creatures themselves? 

Indeed, most spiders are closely associated with venom. 

So why is Queen Elizabeth vulnerable to poison? 

Knowledgeable viewers provided the answers.

-Big spider monsters actually don’t use venom much. 

-Yeah, they just rely on their size to overpower. 

-Entomologists joke about it. If spiders could exert their natural strength at 100%, they would easily be able to capture and devour carnivores like lions and tigers.

-Spider monsters made this joke a reality.

-Why even bother with poison if they’re not stupid? They can just eat them directly.

-Haha, who boils instant noodles in a pot?

-Fry them up and stir-fry with sauce, LOL.

Clearly, monsters and Earth’s creatures are different. 

However, spider monsters’ strength was extraordinarily strong compared to their size, much like real spiders. 

Even without poison, they could hunt prey solely with their innate strength. 

‘How could this dungeon ever be popular?’

The monsters were relatively strong spider-type creatures. 

Plus, there were no particularly profitable by-products. 

Spider shell armour? 

There’s no way there’s high demand for that. I don’t want to walk around wearing bug shells either, damn it. 

That was why this gate wasn’t popular. 

‘And, it’s also why Queen Elizabeth doesn’t use tricks like poison glands.’ 

The queen of this cave didn’t use poison. 

She could defeat invaders with her strength alone. 

But actually, smaller ones are more dangerous for hunters.

Because the whole raid can get wiped out silently by being poisoned. 

Meanwhile, opposing opinions appeared in the chat, and they were also true. 

-Even top-tier hunters in a fully-equipped raid team hesitated when facing spider monsters with deadly poison. 

-The fear of a small, hard-to-hit monster quickly dodging attacks and poisoning the tank! 

-You think having a healer means you won’t die if you’re poisoned? It’s still dangerous, isn’t it? 

To hunters, poisonous spider monsters were like landmines. 

It’s fine if you spot them, but if you miss them, it’s a disaster. 

In contrast, Queen Elizabeth was a tank.

Armor that deflects half-hearted attacks.

Firepower that bestows death upon those who oppose her! 

Unlike small venomous spiders, which could be defeated with luck, Queen Elizabeth didn’t give any chances to under-skilled hunters. 

To put it metaphorically, she was a warrior class equipped with both dealing and tanking abilities! 

As Hunter Baek-Gwi-Do-Jang said, in terms of sheer strength, Queen Elizabeth was stronger, tougher, and faster than promising candidates at the same level from top-tier guilds.

However. 

“Kiiieeee!!”

-Look at the damage piling up!

-The queen’s head is leaking!

-No way, LOL, didn’t they say this boss was tough? 

I’ll say this one more time because it’s critically important. 

A small, fast monster with poison. 

A formidable enemy feared even by raid-equipped hunters. 

They couldn’t be killed no matter how much dealers attacked, they poisoned tanks in heavy armour, and they brought the terror of death to hunters in the dungeon. 

For example. 

[Skill ‘Dance of Poison’ is now active!] 


Like a ghost dancer with a poison sword. 

An assassin does not discriminate who they kill. 

Even if they die and come back to life, their mission doesn’t change. 

Whether the target is human or spider, what’s the difference? 

Killing a king has always required just a pinch of deadly poison.
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Thwack 

thwack 

thwack 

thwack 

thwack!! 

Sizzle!! 

El Ayla dashed across the spider web, cutting Queen Elizabeth to pieces. 

The swung scimitar barely inflicted any damage. 

But the poison on that scimitar was different. 

‘As expected, it’s effective.’ 

The specter’s poison worked even on Queen Elizabeth.

The boss’s shell was melting visibly!

-The queen’s got a skin problem now!

-Haha, this is the real pest killer. 

The viewers’ excitement was transmitted through the chat. 

This thrill is why hunters can’t stop streaming.

Unfortunately, it seems one can’t live on just praise from live streaming.

-In the end, you’re just winning because of type advantages lol.

-Well, the streamer must have gone for it since they saw the opportunity.

-A real Pokémon master lol, leech summoner showing their true colours.

-Do you think he’s Ash? At least Ash goes to the field lol.

There were quite a few who kept nitpicking and making absurd complaints. 

Man, the people around here are really stingy with their goodwill. 

Maybe it’s because it’s a rural area, and everyone’s heart is a bit closed off. 

“Jeez, what’s the problem now? Where else can you find such a family-like workplace?”

–

This is kinda… more of a “hellish” family rather than a real one… 

“Tsk tsk. You don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

I wagged my finger at the camera. 

“You might not know this because you’re amateurs, but our channel’s motto is ‘Comfortable Gate Strategies from the Comfort of Your Home.’ Read the announcements, okay?”

-LOL, are you the one who’s comfortable?

-Is this… the true face of a black company…?

-Just like a trashy journalist dad.

-This trashy dad sends his family on business trips!

-Dad… when can I come home?

-Chirp chirp Dungeon study abroad (can’t return)

-Children are humans too, you know! 

“La la la, I can’t hear you. And by the way, none of my summons are human, okay? Our viewers must be blind as bats.”

-Seems like the dad isn’t human either

-A person with a zombie heart

-A villainous streamer fitting for a necromancer 

Alright, the mood has shifted. 

Responding to the chat was a good move. 

I’m glad there are many who appreciate my humour.

‘Yeah, I deserve this much praise to keep streaming.’

Service jobs are tough. 

Boohoo. 

Wiping away tears, I fell into shallow thoughts. 

‘Queen Elizabeth is sufficiently weakened. If I keep up this pace, I can definitely take her down….?’ 

From the moment the boss got poisoned, I saw the opportunity to kill. 

There shouldn’t be any problem taking her down within the remaining time. 

‘But・・・ ending it like this lacks impact, doesn’t it?’ 

I couldn’t help but grin. 

Hunters who specialize in status effect skills are rare.

There are only about 2-3 who stream as well. 

‘There are many reasons, but the fundamental one is that it’s boring.’ 

Status effect skills are less flashy compared to the swordplay and magic of other hunters. 

‘Strategies that rely solely on debuffs and running around are no fun.’ 

Such tactics make the one on the receiving end want to smash their chair, and even viewers would call it cheap.

If it’s like this in games, how much worse would it be in reality? 

‘So, what should I do?’ 

There’s no point in talking about it. 

The conclusion is already decided. 

‘It’s an important finale for the first broadcast, right? Let’s make it flashy.’ 

If a boss fight relying on status effects is plain. 

I just need to add impact with my own hands. 

“!?!?!?!!” 

It was at that moment. 

Queen Elizabeth’s back cracked and split open.

Oh crap, that scared me.

What? 

Is she entering phase 2?

-Looks like her shell just broke

-Well, after all that melting, it was bound to break. For invertebrates, the exoskeleton is like their bones. The term ‘exoskeleton’ literally means ‘external skeleton.’

“Kieeek!!” 

Queen Elizabeth screamed and rampaged. 

Even a boss monster couldn’t endure the pain of its bones breaking.

-Lol Queen is wrecking the house 

-Is she seriously only stepping on vertical lines even in this chaos? 


A rampaging Queen Elizabeth. 

The boss room’s spiderweb swayed along with her. 

I broadcasted that pandemonium as it was. 

Rumble! 

Crack, crash! 

The shaking boss room offered viewers a thrilling spectacle that made 90% of them momentarily lose their focus due to the visual impact. 

[Stella Channel has donated 10,000 won.] 

[Wait a minute. Her exoskeleton broke?] 

So, few viewers noticed my real intention. 

Did they catch on? 

If so, they will look forward to the conclusion. 

If not? 

Then they will be shocked by the finale I present.

‘Showmanship that heightens anticipation and delivers surprise.’ 

A strategy with both unpredictability and allure. 

That’s what people call an ‘entertaining’ broadcast.

“Kieeek!!!”

+2!! 

The layered venom of the scimitars. 

Queen Elizabeth’s back shell finally shattered. 

As shards of the back shell flew, in that fleeting moment.

EH! 

El Ayla, gripping the scimitar in reverse, leaped. 

The spotlight shone on today’s main star. 

The star of the stage was El Ayla. 

A ghost dancer with black hair and brown skin. 

But at the moment when El Ayla was rushing in to finish it, only a handful of viewers recognized the skill of the camera that was following her. 

Of course, Jeong Dojin didn’t care if the viewers didn’t recognize his skill at all.

… Even a layman would drop their jaw in awe at the overwhelming cinematography, as the dancer’s movements were beautiful. 

‘If the camera crew does their job well, no explanation is needed.’ 

Especially for live gate broadcasts. 

This is also Jeong Dojin’s creed. 

Butterflies and spiders danced behind the poisonous fog. 

The queen spider screamed in pain and rampaged. 

The beautiful butterfly danced and focused on the attack. 

A spectacle as if the food chain had been reversed!

Jeong Dojin captured the entire battle on camera. 

From the perfect best angle where the star shines.

Wow, I mean, wow… what’s with this camera work?

The cinematography of this place is insane. 

Viewers were left dazed, watching their respective screens. 

The aesthetics of video come from direction and editing.

But editing is impossible during a live broadcast. 

There are no directorial devices inside the gate.

Therefore, the direction of a live broadcast is determined by one thing only. 

The skill of the cameraman highlighting the star. 

Jeong Dojin’s viewers didn’t know this.

With his directorial skills alone, he made a living. 

“Let’s wrap this up.” 

El Ayla distanced herself from the boss monster.

Cameras positioned at various angles identified its weak points. 

A buffed dancer dashed like the wind. 

But at that moment, the perceptive ones noticed.

[Stella Channel has donated 10,000 won.] 

[This is reckless, host.] 

[Baek Gui Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Not enough damage.] 

Though it seemed weakened, it was still too early.

Queen Elizabeth had enough strength to counterattack.

[Baek Gui Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[Hey! Get out of there! You miscalculated your HP!] 

The opponent was a boss that could only be damaged by poison! 

Continuing like this risked a counterattack and defeat.

‘No? This is all according to plan.’ 

Jeong Dojin smiled slightly and prepared his final move.

Even an A-rank hunter wouldn’t know this. 

Few used ghost-type summons. 

Moreover, the voodoo Shaman was an epic class that had never appeared in society before. 

Whoosh! 

El Ayla did a somersault. 

Her beautiful body was enveloped in an eerie light.

[Time remaining: 27 seconds.] 

The necromancer’s ultimate move is corpse explosion.

Everyone’s slightly different, but usually, it was like that.

So what was the voodoo Shaman’s ultimate move?

Jeong Dojin revealed the answer to the world.

[Activating skill ‘Spectral Rush’!] 

With overwhelming camera direction and the vision to find openings. 

With the support of her master, the ghostly dancer soared. 

Stepping on white spider webs, using the elasticity of her flexible and sensuous body to go even higher. 

Thud! 

Her foot landed on the dungeon’s ceiling. 

A place where she could look down on the dungeon master. 

The sky of monsters isolated by the rock and gate walls.

Sharing the same vision, Jeong Dojin glared. 

El Ayla was also a ghost. 

Vision sharing was easy. 

‘Spectral Rush’s target is ghost-type summons.’ 

El Ayla was a specter, a higher species of ghost. 

The same species as the little ghost Ancestor Spirits. 

She was the perfect target for Spectral Rush. 

“Clear.” 

At the moment Jeong Dojin whispered, the scimitar flashed. 

El Ayla, who had kicked off the ceiling, plunged down at a right angle. 

Slash!! 

Queen Elizabeth’s melting back was vertically split by a guillotine-like blade. 

The power of Spectral Rush didn’t just pierce weaknesses. 

El Ayla ripped through flesh, sliding smoothly down to her soft belly. 

Swoosh!! 

El Ayla landed, getting hit by the poison waterfall.

Illuminated softly while being drenched in poison. 

That scene was captured in slow-motion camera.

Beautiful enough to leave the viewers speechless. 

So the sound of the main performer landing on the stage went unheard by anyone. 

Boom!!!! 

But the subsequent crash of the boss monster was enough to snap the viewers back to reality. 

[You have defeated ‘Queen Elizabeth’!] 

[Your level has increased!] 

[El Ayla’s level has increased!] 

[El Ayla has been unsummoned due to damage.] 

“A curtain must fall someday….” 

Leaving a dreamlike scene imprinted in the viewers’ eyes, El Ayla gave an elegant bow before being unsummoned. 

It was because she had lost all her HP from the skill’s recoil damage and the fall. 

With that, the leading actor completed her role and exited. 


So it was time for the theatre’s owner to appear. 

“Clear time 14 minutes 47 seconds. Mission accomplished.” 

Jeong Dojin looked at the camera playfully. 

“But why are there no donations? Did my broadcast get cut off?” 

As if such direction in his broadcast was nothing, cheerfully.
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After I directed as planned, the chat screen was filled with the latecomers’ amazement and congratulations.

“Congratulations on your imprisonment.”

[15-Minute Cut (Complete Squad Annihilation) Mutual Assured Destruction]

[Sniff, sniff… You don’t distinguish between friend and foe…] 

“Honestly, just congratulate me. Are you a fan or an enemy?” 

How come one in ten compliments are genuine? 

Are their hearts twisted like pretzels? 

[Should just take the compliments honestly, but you’re all twisted up.]

[When adults give you something, you just say thank you and take it.]

“I chose Japanese as my second language, so I can’t respond to nonsense. Let’s start farming first.”

[How do you farm while sitting in your room?] 

“If you don’t have teeth, you have to use your gums.” 

I shouted for the odd jobs crew at the top of my lungs.

“Zombies, gather up! If you’ve rested, it’s time to work!” 

[Is this a squad or a slave farm?]

[21st Century Labour Exploitation Plantation Live Broadcast] 

The zombies did not respond! 

Even if I shout in my own house, they won’t hear me anyway, sigh. 

“They must have all perished while catching the lady spiders. I didn’t notice because I was looking elsewhere while it was on auto.” 

[You wiped out the squad again.] 

[Something beyond a bad general.] 

[Please enlist in the North Korean army, sir.] 

I ignored the nonsense popping up in the chat like a seasoned market vendor. 

“It can’t be helped. Let’s check with the Ancestor Spirits.” 

[You finished it off nicely but really embarrassed yourself, lol.] 

[You should have ended the broadcast when you looked cool earlier.] 

[That was the perfect time to end the broadcast, seriously.]

“It was cool, right? Thanks for acknowledging it.” 

[Who misspoke?] 

[Now the resurrected brat is all cocky, so annoying.]

[Not you, they were praising Eyla.]

“I’m the owner of that El Ayla, you know?”

[That’s the most infuriating thing I’ve heard today.]

[Deceptive jerk… Please, just one stab with a bamboo spear…] 

Geez, these people’s hearts are so twisted. 

Tsk tsk. 

I examined the corpses with the ghosts. 

There were no drop items. 

“I expected no drop items.” 

It’s not like in games where you get equipment items from spiders. 

They’re not monsters that use weapons anyway. 

“There weren’t any drop items. Let’s dismantle and mine the magic stones.” 

[Too bad.]

[What’s there to regret? This guy’s a necromancer.] 

Right. 

As a necromancer, I couldn’t just leave the corpses behind.

“Anyway, I’ll try animating them as undead.” 

For a necromancer, corpses are drop items. 

It’s like a swordsman not picking up a dropped sword.

[Animating a boss monster as undead? Do you have the stats for that?] 

“I’ll try it, and if it doesn’t work, it doesn’t work.” 

Of course, monsters with a much higher level couldn’t be turned into undead. 

If that was possible, necromancers wouldn’t be such a weak class. 

Forcing them to become undead would make them that much weaker. 

[Do you have a freezer storage for the corpses, by any chance?] 

“I’m planning to buy one soon. I’ve just started as a hunter, so I’m broke. Please donate generously.” 

[Loan consultation: 010-4321-9876 88] 

[Cheap work, cheap work, cheap money~] 

[Deep-sea fishing boat, come immediately★] 

“Listen to these jerks talk.” 

My dear fans are bursting my veins with their earnestness.

But what’s this sudden talk about a freezer storage? 

[To take the boss monster to eat? Is he also a gourmet?]

“Interesting idea, but I don’t have such a strong culinary curiosity to make sherbet out of a spider leg as thick as a human waist.” 

[Spider leg sherbet, that’s gourmet.] 

Then why do you need a freezer storage? 

[Kiddo… corpses rot if left at room temperature…] 

“Not a kid, just forgot, haha.” 

[Damn, that’s the problem with this job.]

[The chronic limitation of a necromancer!]

[Monster corpses rot if left alone! Wow! How surprising!]

“Damn.” 

It’s a naturally expletive-inducing flaw. 

And that’s why I needed a freezer storage. 

“Necromancers struggle to maintain combat power without a large freezer to store their undead. We create and manage undead. Naturally, preserving corpses is essential. The more they rot or get damaged, the worse it gets. Their stats drop when resurrected as undead. Fortunately, they don’t rot while controlled as undead, but once the skill is deactivated, they revert to corpses. There’s also the storage space issue. You can’t keep such large bodies at home, can you? Not to mention, you can’t keep summoning them indefinitely.” 

If you have a conscience, don’t say things like keeping the skill activated. 

That’s like telling someone to maintain a squat position 24/7/365. 

Forget a week, I’d be dead in a day. 

[Why not preserve the corpses?]


[Idiot, to preserve them, you need to remove all the bones, organs, and muscles.] 

[Filling it with silicone and just wrapping the skin around, that’s not a boss monster, it’s a boss mannequin, lol.]

Preservation. 

I read the chat and smirked. 

Viewers say that, but it’s not entirely impossible. 

There are specialized jobs among awakened mages called preservation experts. 

These experts can preserve monsters as close to their original state as possible. 

“It’ll cost a fortune, though!” 

With enough money, anything is possible. 

The problem is I don’t have it. 

Even if preserved, the limitations are clear. 

[They say maintaining even 40% of the original stats is a miracle, right?]

[The only exception is ghost-type undead that don’t rot.]

[That’s why necromancers are trash-tier jobs.]

[To increase and maintain summoned creatures costs a fortune.]

[Even with all that money, they’re not that strong, lol.]

[Hard work, poor performance. Terrible cost-effectiveness.”]

[The mana-summoned undead are rare. Undead you can summon without a corpse.]

[He wasn’t talking about resurrected corpses but rather summoned undead through summoning skills.]

“In terms of convenience, it’s overwhelmingly better than regular undead.”

The only problem is that each one has something missing.

Summoned undead usually came in three types: rare, weak, or poor value for money.

“The undead I can summon are like that.”

El Ayla was, as anyone could see, a unique type.

A specter you couldn’t obtain even if you wanted to.

The little ghost is a weak type, and zombies, without their strength, are worthless, making them poor value for money.

So, summarizing the disadvantages of this profession:

Ways to increase the number of summons are limited.

You need a method and storage to preserve corpses.

It costs a ton of money but isn’t particularly powerful.

No wonder necromancer-type hunters are so rare, right?

It’s not for nothing that I call this a cameraman-only profession.

But despite that, the condition of the corpses is a bit laughable.

Insides blown out! Backs blown out!

[You should have considered corpse farming before capturing them.]

“It can’t be helped. If we drank kimchi soup first, a 15-minute clear would have been impossible.”

[Fact) No one told you to clear it in 15 minutes.]

“Wow, can’t argue against collective intelligence.”

[So that’s why you periodically refuse to communicate with us, showing symptoms of a tantrum.]

[Anyway, can you use that corpse even if you resurrect it?]

[If you’re going to send it to storage, you’ll need to call an association truck.]

“Indeed. All the money I earned today is going to fly away, damn it.”

Gate loot transport team.

The transport service team of the Hunter Association that moves monster by-products or magic stones to desired locations.

“The transport fee will be huge, damn it.”

Since I couldn’t let the revived Big-Queen Spider run on the highway to the storage, the loot obtained from this gate had to be moved by truck.

I couldn’t drive the truck to and from the gate every time.

A transport team to move the by-products was essential.

“Anyway, let’s test it first.”

Whistle! 

The ghosts surrounded Queen Elizabeth.

I activated the skill to undeadify the corpse.

“Undead Rise!”

Will the skill obtained in the old days work?

With half expectation and half worry, I waited for a moment.

“…Huh?”

Then, after a while, I was left dumbfounded.

For more than 30 seconds, I sat blankly in my chair.

[Used the room master’s skill?]

[Undeadification didn’t work, lol.]

[Failed to recover the principal, lol.]

[Rise! Yetto! Where did you go to suck honey?]

[Cut the honey-sucker!]

The viewers noticed the result and burst out laughing.

It was understandable. 

There was no change in the corpse at all.

If undeadification is successful, the result is visible.

Usually, the corpse rises and shows loyalty to its master.

…Damn it.

If I were an ordinary necromancer, that is.

[The Ancestor Spirit uses Intermediate Summon!]

While I was staring blankly, the little ghosts sat on Queen Elizabeth’s corpse.

-Pop!

Then, they pulled out something like a will-o’-the-wisp from the corpse.

A bluish soul held in their cute hands with tablecloths!

None other than the soul of Queen Elizabeth.

[You acquire a new summon according to your job skill.]

[Summon: Gigantic Queen Spider (Unique)]

Job: [Voodoo Shaman (Lv 6)]

■ Summon Skill:

[Summon: Gigantic Queen Spider]

◇ Summons the soul of a rampaging queen spider.

◇ Can use web-handling skills.

◇ Preserves 68% of the stats from life.

The increased level didn’t matter at all.

The result was much more shocking.

My job is a Voodoo Shaman.

An advanced job of a Necromancer obtained through the second awakening.

Maybe that’s why.

The effect of my undead creation skill had also evolved.

This wasn’t a job that turned corpses into undead.

…A skill that summons undead through their souls?

Undead that never rot, looking just like they did in life.

It was a moment when the common sense of the world collapsed again.

“Damn, unfortunately, I couldn’t undeadify the corpse. So, that’s it for today’s broadcast! See you next time! Goodbye!”

[UB (Unity Bye)]

[YB (Yetto Bye)]

[Contact us if you go to jail~]

[A man who can clear gates even in jail, lol.]

***

The new streamer hurriedly concluded the broadcast.

Shin Seungah saw him off, blinking her eyes.

Was he disappointed that the undeadification failed?

Despite the excellent directing, the ending was somewhat awkward.

“…Hehehehehe.”

The Guild Master’s laughter brought her back to her senses.

Shin Seungah, who was watching the broadcast, snapped out of her daze.

Jung Sowon, the Guild Master of the Natu Guild, was laughing, covering her pretty mouth.

This broadcast must have been very amusing to her.

Shin Seungah belatedly clicked her tongue.

“…There really are all kinds of crazy people. No wonder the name of an F-rank hunter is being mentioned among the guild members.”

Her tone was more of amazement than praise.

Necromancer Yeto.

Real name, Jeong Dojin. 

Hunter rank F.

He was an F-rank hunter who became an overnight sensation with just one video.

Jung Sowon giggled as she put down her smartphone.

“It’s the broadcast from yesterday. I just watched it now.”

“Huh? Really?”

“Yeah. I think I’ve watched it about four times.”

So, she didn’t just see it now?

Oh, does she mean she watched it four times here?

…Wait. 

Does that mean she spent an hour watching the video?

And not just anyone, but our Guild Master?!

Shin Seungah’s mouth fell open in a different kind of shock than before.

Jung Sowon had built an S-rank guild in her twenties.

And she had established the guild just a few years ago.

In just a few years, she had risen to the top of the Hunter world.

Every year, she updated her achievements, and famous foreign magazines even praised her, saying she seemed to live 200 hours a day.

Of course, time doesn’t favor just her.

It means Jung Sowon is a meticulous person.

‘But that kind of Guild Master spent an hour watching the video of a hunter who debuted just yesterday…!?

Would anyone believe me if I told them?

I don’t think I would have believed it if someone told me.’

‘Does that mean this Yeto hunter is really that much of a genius?’

In disbelief, her mouth gaped open and closed.

Her confusion subsided after she drank a few glasses of water.

“…Phew. I wondered how his name reached my ears on his first day of debut, but if it’s this much, I can understand.”

“Right? Right?”

Jung Sowon put down her phone, wriggling her hips.

“His stage name is Yeto? That’s funny.”

“His real name is Jeong Dojin.”

Shin Seungah handed over a file to the Guild Master.

It was information compiled by an ordinary office worker.

“He was a journalist? No wonder he has a knack for playing with people’s minds.”

Jung Sowon’s eyes sparkled as she looked at Jeong Dojin’s resume.

“Hmm. But I think the name Yeto is cooler.”

“Yes, yes~. Oh? By the way, he has the same last name as you.”

Jeong Dojin had the same surname as the Guild Master.

In response to this non-question, Jung Sowon waved her hand.

“So what. It doesn’t matter which Jeong he is.”

“Doesn’t it bother you? Have you lived in the US for so long that you don’t understand the Korean sentiment?”

“Yeah. I don’t even like kimchi. I’ll eat it if I have to.”

Jung Sowon continued to chuckle, covering her mouth with her hand.

“Anyway, it’s really funny. I haven’t laughed this much in a while.”

“What’s so funny about it? To me, he just looks like… someone recklessly trying to gain popularity.”

Seeing that Jung Sowon seemed to like this hunter, who she couldn’t tell was crazy or a lunatic, Shin Seungah chose her words carefully. 

She almost called him an attention seeker.

“No, he’s not reckless.”

Jung Sowon shook her head firmly.

“He challenged it after weighing the benefits and risks. You can’t call that reckless. Maybe daring.”

“Really? How do you know that, Guild Master?”

“I don’t have time to explain. I’m going to be busy. If I have about 30 minutes later, I’ll explain then.”

She has time to watch the Yeto broadcast for an hour but says she doesn’t have time now!

Shin Seungah closed her mouth, her face full of things left unsaid.

Riiiiing.

Jung Sowon started making a phone call and began to speak.

“You know, I always wanted to be born in an era of great upheaval.”

A somewhat random and out-of-context topic change.

But it was something that often happened between them.

“I read an article. They called you the Joan of Arc of Korea?”

“That’s an exaggeration by the journalist who interviewed me. I don’t want to be a hero. I just wanted to witness a moment of great upheaval.”

While the call was connecting, she twirled a cube.

“With the appearance of Yeto, the world has become a buzz. The mainstream journalists are already going crazy. They’re so carefree because it’s not their business.”

“Isn’t it a good thing? It’s the great upheaval you’ve been eagerly waiting for.”


“That’s right. Actually, I’m quite looking forward to it.”

The eccentric genius painted one side of the cube with the 2.8 million won lipstick that Shin Seungah had given her.

As if she were drawing the changes in the world on the cube.

“It seems I’ve already become a fan of this man.”

Jung Sowon shook the colour-changed cube and gave a mischievous smile, regardless of her subordinate’s astonishment.



 
  
    Chapter 13: I will be an Arsonist – 2


“What the hell is this lunatic doing?!”

Crash!

A loud noise echoed through a house in Seongbuk-dong.

Despite the infuriated politician kicking over a chair, his personal secretary calmly flipped through a file.

“Let me reiterate, the hunter known by the alias Yeto is registered with the association under his real name, Jeong Dojin.”

“Are you kidding me? Who doesn’t know that?! I’m asking how that rookie Yeto could have stirred up such a storm over the Gate Live Broadcast Ban Act! What kind of nonsense is that?”

The enraged politician was a strong advocate for the Gate Live Broadcast Ban Act. 

The secretary explained in response to his growling tone.

“It’s because Hunter Yeto’s broadcasts… or rather, his actions, have completely avoided the justification for the ban.”

“What could possibly be achieved with just justification? Or is this guy’s family some big-shot corporation?”

“No, his family is quite ordinary.”

The politician sat down and gulped down a drink.

“Then what on earth is the problem? Is he saying that just because people don’t enter, he can broadcast live? Hah, even I could give ten counterarguments to that nonsense right here.”

Hunters are the heroes of modern society. 

They protect citizens from monsters. 

But does anyone live-broadcast firefighters putting out fires? 

The fact that hunters are heroes has nothing to do with them making money through live-streaming their raids.

‘No matter how special the job of a hunter is.’

The politician thought as he took another drink. 

People love money, whether they have a lot or a little.

That’s a given. 

‘But no one likes those who are obsessed with money.’

Everyone likes money, but there should be a limit to everything. 

That’s why the public doesn’t oppose the ban. 

It’s not like it’s a false accusation or someone else’s problem. 

Many people might be disappointed they can’t watch live gate raids, but still.

“If gate raids are truly noble heroic acts, one shouldn’t be trying to sell them for money.”

Crunch!

The politician bit down on an ice cube and spoke softly.

“Exactly. I can say this in the Assembly: ‘We made these regulations for the safety of hunters, but now they’re spouting all sorts of nonsense because they’re obsessed with money!’”

“Nonsense, sir?”

“If this isn’t nonsense, what is? Isn’t the whole world buzzing about this issue?”

“Yes, exactly.”

Now they could finally get to the main point. 

The secretary nodded in relief.

“It’s certainly causing quite a stir. Globally.”

“…Globally?”

“Yes. Politicians around the world are currently debating over Hunter Yeto’s broadcasting method.”

The general outline was as the politician expected, but the scale of the incident was entirely different. 

The fire set by this extraordinary madman of a voodoo arsonist was not just a slight singe on the Korean hunter scene. 

At the same time, the issue was burning hot on the opposite side of the globe as well.

“The Gate Live Broadcast Ban Act is for the hunters!”

“Ha! How many people’s livelihoods depend on the live broadcasting market, and you keep spouting lies every time you open your mouth!”

“Please maintain some dignity as a public figure!”

“Goddamn fuck!”

“Damn it!”

In Korea, Japan, Germany, the UK, France, the US, politicians from various countries were arguing over the same issue.

“Congressman Steven! Exercise restraint! To jump on the bandwagon over the antics of one Asian hunter!”

“Restraint? Restraint? Are you joking right now?!”

The most intense debate took place in the United States.

The young governor shouted at the top of his lungs in the legislature.

“This hunter is simply fulfilling his duties and pursuing freedom! The duty and freedom of the hunter, that is!”

“Indeed! Representative Stevens is right! Care to counter that? What’s the problem with this Korean… Yeto? Hunter’s strategy?”

“What’s the problem, you ask? You’ve stated it well! The problem is it’s a sneaky way to bypass the prohibition law!”

“Nonsense! It’s an innovative method of gate raiding with no human casualties! This hunter’s strategy has nothing to do with the prohibition law!”

“Why wouldn’t it have anything to do with it?”

The Gate Live Broadcast Prohibition Act was an international law. 

Thus, debates about it were also international matters.

That’s why…

“I do not deny the prohibition law! However, to deny the ‘Summoned Beasts Guild’ proposed by the Hunter Yeto? Just go ahead and advertise that you’re getting bribed by regulation advocates!”

“Who, who are you accusing of taking bribes?”

“Your kind! People obsessed with money, desperate to profit off the Gate Live Broadcast Prohibition Act!”

Chaos. 

A complete mess. 

Pandemonium. 

No matter how it was expressed, it meant the same thing.

The governor’s efforts to stir the pot were exploding like a bomb, burning across the world.

“…Is it really that bad?”

The congressman, chewing on ice at home, was left agape.

“No, why? Why go that far?!”

The congressman snatched the newspaper from his secretary’s hands.

“Couldn’t they just dismiss it by arguing as I suggested? Saying it’s preposterous for those crazy about money to insist on broadcasting to the end?”

“Sir.”

The secretary’s throat was dry. 

He also wished to quench his thirst with the liquor the congressman had opened, but he had to refrain during work hours.

“If that rationale is used, it would lead to a conclusion to ban even recorded broadcasts by hunters.”

“Then what’s the problem with that…!”

The congressman suddenly fell silent, realizing the core of the issue.

“If recorded broadcasts are banned, the Hunter Association could genuinely collapse?”


“…That’s correct. To put it bluntly, it’s like promising not to kick someone in the groin but then doing it and rendering them impotent as soon as they show a weakness.”

The essence of the Gate Live Broadcast Prohibition Act was to ban ‘live broadcasts.’ 

However, it did not extend to banning ‘recorded broadcasts.’ 

The law was the last line of defence for hunters. 

Even prohibitionists compromised at this point. 

Both sides had too much to lose by fighting to the death.

But now, suddenly they were breaking the promise?

“If we argue, as you suggested, that ‘broadcasting gate raids itself is wrong,’ the association and hunters worldwide would lose their business foundation.”

It’s dangerous, so live broadcasts during raids are banned.

Recorded broadcasts? 

They are also inhumane, so they are banned too. 

No editing, no live broadcasts, no broadcasts at all. 

Just shut down the gate raid broadcasting business. 

What about the money invested in broadcasting? 

Who knows.

The congressman’s argument would ultimately lead to that conclusion. 

How would they feel hearing such a notice out of nowhere? 

The secretary, who had a vivid imagination, briefly envisioned it. 

Like being forced into circumcision against one’s will, only to find oneself at a sex change centre after getting out of the car. 

‘If it wasn’t the parents who took them there, they might just run over the person who brought them.’

“…Can’t we just put out the immediate fire and reach a compromise?”

“Compromise? Hunters would feel like they let down their guard, only to be sucker-punched. Can we expect negotiations to go well after that?”

The secretary looked stern, as the suggestion was nonsensical. 

A half-castrated person due to the opponent’s foul play, accepting an excuse like, ‘I was just helping you with a mosquito on your testicle!’—that’s not sportsmanship; that’s being a sucker. 

And hunters were not suckers.

“Uh…”

The congressman pondered over his glass of liquor for a good ten minutes, weighing the situation. 

Then he rolled his eyes.

“Ahem… this… yes. This shouldn’t be a violation of my promises with my friends.”

“What?”

“The friends who maintain a relationship with me, they asked me only for the prohibition law. They never requested me to restrain the hunters who circumvent it.”

“Not, all.”

The secretary cut off his words, and the senator averted his gaze.

“They should know! They must understand that preventing even recorded broadcasts is impossible!”

“Yes.”

“Originally, I don’t think those friends have any intention of making enemies with the hunters, do they? If I overdo it and end up increasing the number of enemies for my friends, wouldn’t that be a tragedy?”

“Yes.”

“And besides! Since the situation has changed, we need to reassess the calculation, right?”

“Yes.”

“… Ahem. Do you have anything to say to me?”

“No, nothing. I’ll handle it that way.”

“Hmm. I guess I should be careful with my words in the National Assembly.”

The senator’s conclusion was ‘to leave it be.’

And, the thoughts of other politicians who supported the prohibition law were almost identical to the senator’s.

“To amend the prohibition law and make enemies with hunters worldwide? That’s crazy talk! I won’t do it. No, I can’t do it!”

“Accepting a little under-the-table money could end my political career!”

“Anyway, the gate live broadcast business is shrinking. Other business markets will expand accordingly. This should be enough.”

The ever-revolving thousand forms of life.


In the parliament and cabinet, where numerous conspiracies swirl, the old politicians thought:

“Damn, I don’t want to work.”

“I don’t want to suffer in my old age. Let’s just settle this here.”

They had much to lose and even more to gain.

Rather than burning themselves by handling a hot potato, they were lazy enough to dust off their seats and leave.



 
  
    Chapter 14: I will be an Arsonist – 3


In this strange and chaotic world, it wasn’t just politicians who were troubled.

“Sigh… Master, are we just going to let this slide?”

In New York, USA, inside a guild master’s office, an A-rank hunter named Kane clicked his tongue while watching the news on TV. 

The screen displayed a man—Yeto, from his hunter license photo.

“This Yeto guy is just using the association and other hunters as a shield to line his own pockets. Isn’t he a sly and despicable guy?”

“Hmm… And so?”

“And so? Doesn’t this make you angry, Master?”

As Kane glared, his superior, who had been typing on a laptop, half-opened his eyes. 

Then he sighed deeply.

“Ah… Kane, my friend, how can you have such a narrow view?”

“What?”

“Your smartphone.”

The man reached into Kane’s front pocket, pulling out the phone Kane had stored there.

“Is this a Galaxy? A Samsung phone, right?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Why do you use this brand when there are others?”

“Uh… because it suits my taste, I guess?”

“Taste, huh? Good answer.”

Shaking Kane’s smartphone, the man continued.

“So, was Samsung the first to make smartphones?”

“…No. That would be Apple.”

As far as Kane knew, the brand that popularized touchscreen phones wasn’t Samsung but another company. 

The man nodded.

“When a pioneer stands out far ahead, what do the companies that are a step behind do?”

“…They do whatever they can to catch up.”

Seeing Kane catch on to his point, the man handed the smartphone back to him.

“America’s strength lies in its capital, freedom, and pioneering spirit.”

The man, clicking his tongue, approached the window.

“Prohibition is a bad law. It stifles the cutting edge of civil culture and oppresses people’s freedom. It should naturally be abolished, but standing against the tide of the times is always arduous.”

“…I’d like to hear your wise opinion, Master.”

“If we can create loopholes in the prohibition, what’s the harm in playing the role of a tank?”

He pinched the air as if grabbing the passersby outside the window.

“If other hunters can do it, so can we. Imitation is possible. There are infinite ways. Humans are always full of potential.”

“Imitation, you say?”

“Let’s think the opposite way. Rather than seeing Yeto as a shameless person using us as a shield, we can see him as a ‘pioneer’ sacrificing himself to open up a new market for us…”

In other words, he showed Kane a Samsung phone identical to his own.

“Kane, who are we?”

“We are the hunters of Summoners Valley.”

Summoners Valley—a guild comprised solely of summoner-type hunters. 

It had held the top A-rank position in the US guild rankings for ten years. 

If a new era of live broadcasting raids cantered around summoned creatures opened up due to Yeto’s dedication, it would be something Summoners Valley would applaud.

It would be an exceedingly grateful development.

‘Now is the time to support Yeto. We can’t dampen his efforts.’

Guild Master Abel turned his eyes back to his laptop. 

There were several replies to his emails. 

They were from lawmakers with whom they had close relationships.

[Abel, the public opinion on regulating summoned creatures has been overturned. As someone who puts national interests above all else, I am also delighted. After all, I share the same views as you. Your dear friend, Congressman Steven.]

“Hmph.”

Abel cynically smiled as he read his friend’s reply.

“Wait for the right time, Kane. If you can’t see far, just dig in and take root. I know you can do that.”

“Yes, Master!”

Thus, the world’s changes accelerated even more. 

As the world rapidly changed with the tide of the times, people pondered their next steps.

Which decision would be most beneficial? 

Whom should one support to avoid future trouble and loss? 

However, even among those people, there was a commonality. 

“There is no need to regulate summoning guilds as illegal.”

“Who cares? Let them do whatever they want.” 

“Can you usher in a new era, Yeto?” 

Though their reasons varied, they all decided not to stop Jeong Dojin’s live broadcast. 

This was the common ground among the intellectuals regarding the prohibition law. 

Such a trend wasn’t by chance. 

Considering the global situation, it was a predictable outcome. 

But the ones leading this trend were humans. 

Diverse and unpredictable people, as the saying goes. 

In Korea, there’s a proverb: “You can know ten fathoms of water but not one fathom of a person’s mind.” 

Few things are as futile as predicting the future. 

There’s a story about physicist Newton, who failed at investing in stocks and lamented that while he could calculate the movement of heavenly bodies, he couldn’t calculate the madness of humans. 

However, a certain Voodoo Shaman thought differently.

“Newton, you’re wrong.” 

Stock trading isn’t about predicting people’s psychology.

Trying to understand the twisted minds of the greedy leads to being caught in a bear market. 

“Stocks? It’s not about people’s psychology; it’s about watching the flow of money.” 

Unlike the mind, money is visible, isn’t it? 

Hungry carnivores chasing their prey. 

Investors trying to make sound decisions in pursuit of profit. 

There’s no easier opponent to predict than them.

Therefore, those who can read the flow of money can roughly predict the actions of those chasing money.

“Yeah~ Feeling good~.” 


This is free product placement. 

Marketing people should take note.

Jeong Dojin laughed as he poured soju into a wine glass at home. 

The news, which delivered the world’s breaking news, was the best appetizer for the voodoo Shman. 

***

At the same time Jeong Dojin was laughing. 

“Hmm.” 

Abel, thinking while looking out the window, suddenly spoke. 

“That Yeto fellow, he’s Korean, right?” 

“Yes, Master.” 

“He must like spicy food. Send some Carolina peppers in my name. Also, some summoner gear items that our trainees use.” 

“…What?” 

When Kane was taken aback, Abel blinked. 

“No high-quality gear. Yeto is still just F-rank; it’s too soon to give him a big push.” 

“Oh, no. I mean, peppers?” 

“Yes? That’s right. They’re a specialty of my hometown.”

Abel nodded confidently, looking puzzled as to what the problem was. 

“Send the best ones. He’ll surely like them.” 

“…Sure. I’ll give the order immediately.” 

Not all Koreans like spicy food. 

‘More importantly, aren’t Carolina peppers known to be the hottest in the world?’ 

Is there anyone who actually likes such things? 

Even an A-rank hunter would probably cry out after one bite. 

‘Hmm… it’s not my place to interfere.’ 

Feeling sorry for the young man he had disapproved of earlier, Kane arranged the shipment to Korea. 

At least, he decided to send just one box.

“If you send it like a mountain, he will think we are picking a fight.” 

***

Tap-tap-tap, tap-tap. 

While Kane was doing that, Abel was typing on a laptop.

The conversation partner was a contact from a famous media outlet. 

[Sorry to interrupt in the middle of our conversation.] 

[So, what’s her situation now?] 

[She’s on a flight back to Korea.] 

[Despite being told it was your invitation, she declined.]

[Does that mean she has no more business in America?]

[There’s no reason a business person would abandon this vast market.] 

[It seems she has more urgent matters in Korea.] 

[Anyway, it’s surprising that she would ignore us.] 

[Do you want to issue a condemning statement?] 

[No need for that. She deserves the right.] 

[After all, she’s a summoner above me.] 

Acknowledging the facts is essential. 

Without it, one can never grow. 

Abel rubbed his chin and clicked his tongue. 

“…With her returning after Yeto incident, there will be a series of major events in Korea soon.” 

“Master?” 

“No, it’s nothing. Let’s get back to work.” 

“Yes, sir!” 

Thus, the guild leader and deputy guild leader of Summoner’s Valley got to work that day. 

***

A private jet was flying over the U.S. 

“Yeto… No, are you with Jung Dojin’s filming team?” 

A private jet flying directly from LA to Korea. 

The blonde beauty sitting in the first-class seat half-opened her eyes. 

[Miss, what would you like to do?]

[The guild leader is engrossed in response planning.]

[Thank you for the report.] 

[I will inform my father myself.] 

Tap-tap-tap 

Her fingers gracefully danced on the keyboard.

[Investigate Yeto’s personal information further.] 

[As much as possible, without crossing the line criminally] 

[Yes, I’ll start immediately.] 

[After that, can I go see Yeto?] 

[No. Avoid unnecessary contact if possible.] 

Her eyes were cold as she responded to her subordinate’s message. 

It was a look that didn’t match her warm blonde hair.

People say the sun’s light benevolently shines on the whole world. 

Its warmth is a grace that nurtures life. 

On the other hand, the moonlight does not embrace people. 

Because people do not wander around deep in the night.

However, despite that, the moon watches over people.

Rising stars and newly emerged stars. 

Until the day they come under its rule. 

That’s why the word “Ilryun” (which means the bright moon) was used. 


A bright moon surrounded by countless stars. 

This is the origin of the S-Class Guild in Korea, Ilryun. 

The woman displayed a picture of Jung Dojin on her laptop screen. 

[Let’s meet. I’ll go myself.] 

Her golden hair, more radiant than the sun, shimmered proudly.



 
  
    Chapter 15: I will be an Arsonist – 4


Two days after the successful first broadcast.

I was in the bedroom of my house, deep in serious thought.

“Phew.”

I sat at the table in my bedroom, massaging my temples.

Around me, boxes were piled up like mountains.

‘I’ve chosen the concept for the next broadcast, but…’

It’s really frustrating.

I sighed as I looked at the new gate entrance ticket I had bought.

Of course, the international market trends were almost as expected. 

The possibility of my summoned squad being banned was low.

Therefore, my concerns were about something else.

‘Now that the ban is off my mind, I need to quickly accumulate videos since I’ve gained some recognition.’

After the first broadcast, my stage name made international news.

[BBS Special Broadcast! Who is the Hunter Yeto?]

[A thorough analysis of Hunter Jeong Dojin the Necromancer’s video!]

[Boosh Boom! The K-Hunter admired by America and envied by Japan?!]

Those terrible yellow journalists. 

How could they broadcast my personal information without even asking for permission?

Of course, this kind of cheap journalism wasn’t all bad.

Prospective viewers took an interest and searched for the broadcast, and the first broadcast linked to Unity had already surpassed 2 million views.

‘Seriously, 2 million? Is that even possible?’

In just a few days since the broadcast started, 2 million views.

Subscribers surpassed 100,000 and continued to rise.

This, despite having only one broadcast uploaded. 

If this were a webtoon, it would get criticized for poor pacing.

‘But this is reality.’

As the person involved, I remained calm and unsurprised.

Think about the number of big names I’m associated with.

The pie for gate strategy broadcasts is huge, so this level of growth is actually slow.

In fact, it’s almost unfair.

I’ve sparked such a flame worldwide, and yet only 2 million views and 100,000 subscribers?

Even though it’s the early stage of the broadcast, shouldn’t it be at least 100 times more?

Shaking, shaking, shaking!!

Sorry, I lied a bit. I’m actually very nervous. 

My hands are trembling so much that I can’t even drink coffee.

Honestly, it would be strange to stay calm in this situation!

It reminds me of when a bomb passed over my head.

“100,000 people, 100,000 people.”

This number would be considered a large army in “Romance of the Three Kingdoms.”

Imagine if I joined forces with Liu Bei with this 100,000-strong subscriber army. 

I’d be summoned to bed like Zhuge Liang to form an alliance.

On second thought, that’s a bit gross. 

I’d better go to Wei.

Anyway, even though I started with determination, I’m in this state.

Unity must be quite surprised as well.

‘I was even prepared for a lawsuit.’

I thought they’d at least contact me before suing.

And they did.

But the content of the email was the exact opposite of what I expected.

[Mr. Yeto. You can continue to broadcast live.]

[But please post the broadcast schedule.]

[I’ve included the contact email of the person in charge at the end of the email.]

[If you need help, please contact us. Thank you.]

Amidst the flood of emails from around the world, I barely found this message from Unity.

‘Look at the tone. It even feels friendly.’

How can an arsonist hold a party at someone else’s house and receive such a response?

Maybe Mr. Kim has converted to Buddhism in the few years we haven’t seen each other? 

He might be on the verge of transcending worldly desires and ascending to a higher realm.

Of course, there must be another reason from a common-sense perspective.

‘There must have been instructions from higher up.’

You ask who could be higher up than the CEO?

It’s a publicly traded company, so of course, there is.

There’s the boss.

‘Perhaps A-rank or higher hunter guilds have taken a neutral stance.’

Some might even be openly supporting me. 

If I succeed, it makes things easier for the hunter community.

In comparison, I’m like a dealer who draws aggro well.

But wait, a dealer drawing aggro? 

That’s trashy.

‘Still, thank you, thank you so much…!’

It was a great help to me.

I’m moved to tears by the grace of the A-rank guilds.

Of course, I was confident I could win even if sued.

The flow of the ban law was also favorable to me.

‘But if I had to hire a lawyer or get dragged to court, I’d be too busy to have time for broadcasting for at least a month.’

In that case, I wouldn’t have time to broadcast.

Unity’s permission was truly a helpful assist.

‘I was originally going to wait a few days until the ban law passed, but since I got permission, there’s no need for that.’

Permission was granted, and I had broadcast material.


I posted the broadcast notice as requested in the email.

I could start broadcasting right away.

However, this was also the reason for my concern.

‘I wanted it, but the attention is too intense.’

My email inbox is on the verge of bursting.

Even if I keep my phone charged, it drains instantly!

Thanks to this, it’s hard to check other matters.

‘So I need to broadcast sooner, immediately.’

It’s a chaotic mess, but I’ve decided to step on the accelerator instead of the brake.

It’s not about the income. 

It’s a more fundamental issue.

‘I need to retain the people who come to the channel after hearing my name in the news.’

The hunter streaming world was a prime example of the Red Queen effect.

If you take a day off, you lose 10% of your future viewers.

Two days in a row? 30%.

Even veteran hunters experience this, so what about me?

There hasn’t been a single broadcast or upload for days.

‘At this rate, I won’t be able to keep the people who came to see me.’

Click.

I opened the only video on my channel.

In just a few days, the video had gathered a ton of comments.

Not only in Korean, but also in many foreign languages.

‘Damn, the first broadcast set the expectations too high.’

That was the part that troubled me.

‘Viewers are probably expecting something as unique as the first broadcast.’

100,000 subscribers.

Over 2 million NewTube users.

They are all expecting the next broadcast to be just as flashy and unique!

‘I can’t just hastily upload any mediocre broadcast.

Doing that would lose their expectations.

How can I not be troubled by this?

‘Haa… This is really bad. What should I do?’

I put my hand on my forehead and leaned back.

“How can I avoid being called a freeloading streamer?”

Honestly, I wasn’t confident.

I wasn’t sure I could stay composed during the broadcast.

“Sob, it’s so easy that it’s troubling.”

I desperately held back laughter and sighed once.

I might look crazy, but I was serious.

‘Why, you ask? Because I have a trump card.’

A surefire guarantee of success.

A lottery ticket that wins 100% if scratched.

Job:

[Voodoo Shamn(Lv 6)]

■ Summon Skill:

[Summon: Gigant Queen Spider]

A boss-level undead, the Gigantic Queen Spider.

It was my most cherished trump card No.1.

‘An undead that can be summoned from a distance without a corpse.’

And it’s a large boss monster with a significant visual impact!

Just summoning it on the broadcast would get an explosive reaction.

It would be so easy that people would call it freeloading.

‘Damn. It’s troublesome if people misunderstand summoners as freeloading.’

I trembled with overwhelming happiness like a wild squirrel that had been gifted a basket full of acorns.

Moreover, my source of anxiety didn’t end there.

Jump!

I stood up and looked around at the parcel boxes.

These boxes were all gifts sent to me.

Items from guilds and hunters who supported me!

“Let’s see the sender names. All familiar names.”

They were all from well-known guilds.

Wow, not even during holidays did I receive this many gifts.

And I had just started broadcasting a few days ago.

So, there must be many more parcels still in transit.

In other words, more gifts would be pouring in.

‘Haha, it’s like they’re forcing me to freeload and get criticized.’

With such luxurious conditions, failing would be impossible!

Given the circumstances, how could anyone expect me to act like I’m struggling to clear difficult gates? 

Even an Oscar-winning actor would struggle with this.

‘Screw it, whatever. Let’s start by opening the gifts.’

I chuckled and pulled a box towards me.

The first one I opened was a gift from a famous guild.

‘A gift from Summoner’s Valley, I can’t resist this.’

Receiving a gift from the top A-rank guild in America?

It seemed I really had become famous. 

I’m deeply moved. [TL Note: He is screwed??]

I skimmed through the letter and quickly realized it was just pleasantries, so I turned my attention to the package.

“Three boxes, huh?” 

Was this all sent by the Summoners Guild? 

I was in awe of the grandeur of the Celestial country. 

Let’s start with the smallest one. 

“Sigh, I’m too afraid to use a box cutter in case it gets scratched.” 

I mumbled to myself, trying to hide my excitement. 

But as soon as I checked the contents, I had to swallow my words. 

Scratches? 

My worries were pointless. 

The package contained items that a box cutter couldn’t even scratch. 

“This is a Summoners Valley suit set, isn’t it?” 

I was speechless as I took out the gift. 

Of course, I had every reason to be. 

People can’t talk when they’re grinning from ear to ear.

Equipment: 

■ [Valley’s Suit (Rare)] 

Effect: 

Defence +120. 

MP +10%. 

Summoning skill cooldown -20%. 

■ Equipment: [Valley’s Staff (Rare)] 

Effect: Attack +17. 

Magic attack +150. 

Enhances the attack power of summoned creatures. 

“Wow, two options on each item? This is insane.” 

The options attached to equipment varied depending on their rarity. 

Usually, you’d be grateful if a rare item had even one option. 

But these items had two each, and they were all excellent options. 

“How did they manage to attach such perfect options for a summoner?” 

Summoners Valley is a guild specializing in summoners. 

Its guild master, Abel, is also famous for his unique skills in image-making for his guild. 

“Everyone dressed in sharp suits and overwhelming the gate with an army of summoned creatures.” 

The combination of military grandeur and suits. 

It’s an irresistible combination for any man. 

The gift I received was the uniform of such a guild. 

Even though it didn’t have the guild mark, of course. 

“A suit set for a 5th-rank summoner, huh.” 

Rank. 

It referred to the position within Summoners Valley. 

The higher the rank, the higher the position. 

The guild master’s direct team is the 1st rank. 

The first team, made up of B-rank hunters, is the 2nd rank.

The 5th rank consists of new recruits. 

“Even though they’re new recruits, they shouldn’t be underestimated.” 

An A-rank guild’s new recruit is far from an ordinary hunter. 

They are those chosen by the heavens among summoners.

Their grade might be D, but their innate talent is different.

To the extent that they’d willingly give such rare items. 

And I was treated the same as them. 

“I heard this suit alone costs over 5 million won.” 

Just the material cost was that much. 

5 million won. 

Even if I spent all the money I earned from running two gates, it wouldn’t be enough. 

This is really the epitome of the rich getting richer and the poor getting poorer. 

Marx, you were right. 

“The most amazing thing is the option on the wand.”

Magic attack option. 

It’s additional damage that only applies when using magic.

It’s a common option seen on magic wands. 

“No matter how good a wand is, without this, it’s just a stick.” 

It’s an essential option. 

But having +150 is rare. 

Even the defence on this suit is 120. 

150 and 120. 

Even a kindergartner can tell which is higher. 

“Simply put, with this alone, any magic will penetrate the suit and deal damage, right?” 

Even a magic spell with a damage of 1 would become 151.

For items at this level, it’s an enormous increase. 

An option worth more than the material cost. 

“The problem is, I have a limited range of skills.” 

I only have two magic skills. Corpse Explosion and Wraith Rush. 

Damn, it’s embarrassing. 

I’m a hunter with only two attack skills? 

Even a complimentary dumpling service at a Chinese restaurant would be more generous. 

“But coincidentally, I was planning to use those two skills in my next broadcast.” 

The timing is perfect. It’s the best. 

“And there’s still one more box left!” 

Excited, I eagerly opened the remaining box. 

Or I tried to. 

…Wait a minute. 

Is there a need to open it now? 

I paused! 

I stopped opening the box and re-read the letter. 

“It says they sent things I’d like.” 

If this is considered a small gift, then I must have never given a proper gift in my life. 

“But this box is the biggest of the three, isn’t it?” 

The suit and wand were small, so the boxes were small too.

“They wouldn’t have done something crazy like enclosing a monster corpse, so this must be equipment too.” 

No matter how much of a necromancer-voodoo shaman I am, would an A-rank guild really be a group of madmen who’d ship a corpse by plane? 

Logically, that would get caught at customs. 

I knocked on the box to test it. 

Knock knock 

It’s light. 

The sound is small compared to its volume. 

“Got it. It’s accessory equipment.” 

I quickly realized. 

It’s light because it’s jewellery. 

And the large volume is due to the cushioning material inside. 

“It must be. It must be fragile jewellery.”

Rustle. 

I gently unwrapped it, and as expected. 

“Hehe.” 

The bubble wrap inside made me excited. 

As expected, a large guild is different. 

“This will be more fun if I save it.” 

The suit and wand are enough for the next video. 

For now, I’ll shoot the next broadcast first, and later open this box while planning the next video. 

That would be much more fun! 

“The best thing is to save the most delicious part for last.” 

I organized the box and put it in my room. 

Of course, I lightly tried on the suit as well. 


“Even though I didn’t measure, it fits perfectly.” 

Looking at myself in the full-length mirror, I pulled the collar. 

“Shall I turn the world upside down one more time?” 

The next broadcast is tomorrow evening. 

Look forward to the grand appearance of the super typhoon, Yeto.



 
  
    Chapter 16: Absolute Defence Line – 1


All members of the Hunter Association are awakened beings. 

Kim Kyungtaek, a transporter of monster by-products, was one of them.

‘Of course, he’s an unlicensed, ordinary awakened being.’

Glancing.

Kim Kyungtaek glanced at the car’s navigation system. 

Not all awakened beings become hunters. 

Some lack talent or find it unsuitable. 

However, it was difficult for awakened beings to do ordinary work. 

It wasn’t a matter of discrimination. 

It just naturally happened that way. 

Some couldn’t study because they were learning to control their strength from a young age. 

Some were athletes who awakened unwillingly. 

Some aimed for social ascension but were frustrated by the harsh reality. 

These negative and unavoidable situations were often the cause.

The association gave them a chance to adapt to society, preventing them from straying after their awakening. 

Of course, they thoroughly screened applicants before hiring, but it was a fact that there were members like him.

“This senior was also one of those cases, Kyungtaek.”

“If you mention that two more times, it’ll be the tenth time.”

Kim Kyungtaek spoke as he turned the steering wheel.

“Let’s think positively. There are many people in the association who live with a positive mindset.”

“What are you saying? Are you aiming for a promotion here?”

“Deputy Manager, could you stop using dialect? I don’t understand it.”

Kim Kyungtaek grumbled as he stopped the trailer. 

The deputy manager, who was about to say something, stuck his head out the window.

“Huh? Why are we stopping already?”

“This is the destination. Let’s unload the goods quickly.”

“You brat, are you the only one unloading? I have to work too.”

As they opened the trailer, they loosened their shoulders together. 

Kim Kyungtaek, a member of the Hunter Association’s by-product transportation team. 

He joined the association with a joyful heart. 

There were many people like Kim Kyungtaek in the association. 

They wanted to use their awakened talents safely, aimed for promotion within the association, or wanted to see famous hunters up close.

There were those with such ambitions and delusions.

In this world, there were people like the deputy manager and people like Kim Kyungtaek.

“I’m not interested in promotion. The transporter salary is pretty decent. Plus, there’s the chance to meet famous hunters up close.”

“Haha! As long as you’re happy, that’s all that matters!”

The deputy manager stretched his broad shoulders.

“Ugh, it’s tight…! But Kyungtaek, is this really the place?”

He checked the destination on his device, worried that the junior might have made a mistake.

“What kind of person orders monster corpses to be delivered in front of a gate?”

Delivering monster by-products to the gate front? 

The deputy manager had never encountered such a request before.

Kim Kyungtaek looked around.

“Yes, I’m sure. The client is probably a necromancer.”

“Oh~ A necromancer? Someone you know?”

“…Deputy Manager, don’t you know what this monster corpse is?”

“Of course I do, kiddo. It’s the Queen Elizabeth, a boss monster.”

“And you don’t know who’s coming?”

“Of course not.”

It was a typical response from someone who never watched the news.

Kim Kyungtaek chuckled briefly, then noticed something curious.

Whoosh~!

A phone came flying through the sky.

“Wha, wha?! Kyungtaek, what the hell is that?!”

“I think it’s our client’s phone.”

“The client?! …Oh, the necromancer, right? So, they’re a ghost?”

“Yes.”

Kim Kyungtaek wiped the sweat from his palms.

“They’re probably the most famous necromancer in Korea right now.”

The deputy manager blinked, while Kim Kyungtaek’s eyes shone. 

The skit, unseen by anyone, ended there.

[A spirit of the ancestor is using intercession summon!]

An invisible little ghost to them summoned a familiar at its master’s command.

[Summoned the dancing specter El Ayla.]

A beautiful dancer gently descended before them. 

Her black hair was as dark as night, even in broad daylight.

Ring-ring-ring!

As the transporters were left speechless by the dazzling beauty’s appearance, the phone handed over by El Ayla rang. 

She answered the call and put it on speaker.

“Ah, ah~. Hello? Can you hear me, transporters?”

“Yes, yes! We can hear you!”

“Yes, thank you for your hard work transporting the corpse. If you could load it onto the cart, I’ll take care of the rest.”

“Yes! We’re looking forward to the broadcast!”

The man on the other end laughed briefly.

“So you’re a fan of mine. I’ll see you on the broadcast then. Oh, and I’ve already made the payment.”

“Yes! Oh, by the way…”

Kim Kyungtaek glanced at his stunned senior and took out his phone.

“Could we take a picture with El?”

“Huh? Haha. You want a ghost photo? Sure.”


“Thank you so much!”

Hooray! 

A ticket to an upvote-worthy post!

Kim Kyungtaek excitedly took several verification photos to post in the community, and when El Ayla made a V sign with her fingers as instructed by her master, he was overjoyed.

“Then, take care.”

“Yes! Good luck with the broadcast, necromancer!”

With that, Kim Kyungtaek watched as the necromancer’s familiar prepared for the raid… or rather, as the familiar prepared in his place since the necromancer himself was at home.

Seeing behind the scenes that other association members wouldn’t have the chance to see—wasn’t that one of the perks of being a transporter?

But still, why were zombies carrying the corpse?

He tilted his head.

Why would he bother making the zombies carry it?

It would be much easier to have them move directly.

‘Has he not been able to turn Queen Elizabeth into an undead yet?’

Then why bother bringing the corpse into the gate?

Kim Kyungtaek, who felt curious, simply accepted it without much thought. 

He didn’t know much, but he thought. 

‘Does it really matter?’ 

He had posts to upload to the community and broadcasts to watch in the evening. 

There was no downside to having more enjoyment after work.

Successful hunters who streamed had many fans, incomparable to most idols. 

And now, in the modern society of the 21st century, fans familiar with the internet gathered on sites to interact with like-minded people.

However, that day, the atmosphere was different somehow.

[Title: Breaking News) ‘That guy’ is live streaming again today.]

Content: (Picture of a waiting room for a gate strategy live stream)

[Finally, this damn guy is back!]

[LOL, this is hilarious. I finished my chicken because of him.]

It was a rather abrupt and hard-to-understand post. 

Communities often revolved around their own circuits and topics, making it difficult to grasp the context without knowing the background. 

However, even considering that, this post felt out of the blue. 

The topic was posted for the first time by the author, yet the explanation was overly brief. 

It was simply a short post; it was not that the explanation was lacking.

[Is ‘that guy’ streaming?] 

[Why does he only stream once a week? That’s annoying.] 

[This jerk should stream often in the beginning.]

Everyone seemed to understand the content. 

The reason why the short post was enough was thanks to the attached image.

[Spectacular fire show, stay tuned!] 

[◇Channel name: Yetto]

The streamer Yeto, or Hunter Jung Dojin, was live streaming. 

On December 29, at 8:20 PM.

***

“All set and ready.”

Having finished setting up and resting, I sat in the chair. 

I prepared everything inside the gate, recovered the mana used during the setup, and even brushed my teeth after lunch.

“Ugh! Phew…”

I stretched one last time and started the broadcast. 

With a clear sound, the waiting room status was lifted. 

I greeted the viewers cheerfully.

“Hello, everyone. It’s Yeto. I’m glad to see you again.”

[Yehah (Yetto, the abbreviation of Yetto, is a play on words like ‘Hey, Yetto, you jerk!’) ]

[Why are you streaming just now?] 

[Shouldn’t newbies stream at least every five days?]

[Yeto, please prioritize the joy of the viewers over your health.]

[Be nice and stream twice a day every day.]

Maybe because I had set up the announcement and opened the waiting room, viewers quickly gathered and filled the chat. 

There were even many foreign languages, which was an honour. 

Sorry for not responding; I can only read English.

“Anyway, it’s good. The number of viewers is growing fast.”

After checking the sub-monitor, I opened my mouth.

“I’ve only met you all about twice, but you talk like old friends. Someone might think I’ve been a streamer for about ten years.”

[You know it’s kinda gross to use words like ‘old friends’ and ‘coarse’ in the same sentence, right?] 

“Ah, my bad. I’ll make it up with a great stream.”

[Yeah, work hard.]

[Stream ten times a week as compensation!]

After apologizing with a respectful gesture considering cultural relativity, I switched the screen visible to the viewers.

“As you all know, maybe because I’m quite an international beauty, I often end up in the news. Actually, I was thinking of uploading a daily vlog today instead.”

Unlike the previous gate, the setting felt more artificial! 

The interior was a simple, long hallway.

“As a hunter, I can’t just coast by from the start. I will put off living off my looks for a bit and—”

“I am grateful for your support.”

[Seeing him talk so smoothly, it was clear that this was the guy I saw a few days ago.]

[Even if he can’t steal the hearts of women, he’s a master at setting the stage.]

[So, where’s this gate? If he keeps talking nonsense, I’ll mute him and just watch the video.]

[But a Q&A is okay. I have tons of questions.]

Our viewers seemed quite excited. 

I waited for them to calm down, making some small talk in the meantime.

“Starting with a bang isn’t good for immersion.”

Why do variety shows include small talk segments? 

Even in movie theatres, they show ads before the main feature, right?

“We need to give viewers time to calm down.”

“But I can’t just seriously talk about how I’ve been doing lately.”

It’s obvious that explaining unasked things would be boring.

Revealing my personal details or skills would be crazy.

Small talk is great for that. It gives them time to cool off without being boring. 

You can blabber without crossing the line and avoid getting into trouble.

[Show us El-chan! Show us El-chan! Show us El-chan! Show us El-chan! Show us El-chan! Show us El-chan! Show us El-chan! Show us El-chan!]

[Gosh! If you’re a dancer, dance! Why are you pretending to be a warrior holding a weapon!]

Of course, there are always those who can’t calm down.

I don’t mind; it only raises anticipation.

“Good. No need to waste time with trivial chatter.”

I nodded. 

I planned to keep it short and sweet today.

“Let’s get to the main topic. Today’s stream theme is a solo raid of an E-rank gate.”

The screen shifted, showing the hallway.

There were about three notable things in this gate.

An interior destroyed as if invaded.

Bats hanging from the long hallway ceiling.

And lastly…

Traps?

A long hallway filled with traps, traps, traps!

It was a dungeon that seemed determined not to allow any intruders.

“This dungeon’s structure is simple.”

I raised my index finger. 

Explaining the gate was essential.

“Advance through the traps, defeat the crazy skeleton boss at the end of the hallway, and wait for the gate to close. That’s all.”

[Wait for the gate to close?]

[Yes, this place doesn’t close automatically even after defeating the boss.]

[As long as you clear the monsters inside, there won’t be a dungeon break even if the gate collapses.]

Additional explanations were also posted in the chat.

Is it because the viewers’ passion for learning was ignited by the kind lecture?

Someone among the viewers asked in the chat.

[What? This gate looks so easy.]

[Did the streamer get lazy and come to take it easy?]

[So, what’s the name of this gate? Let me look up the clear records.]

The viewers asked questions as if the gate seemed easy.

I couldn’t help but chuckle, but I understood how they felt.

A trap known to exist on a one-way path without any forks.

Given the width, there must be few monsters.

And even if the monsters were strong, it’s just an E-rank gate, right?

“The gate’s rank is equivalent to the strength of the monsters.”

The rank is assigned based on the mana measured from the monsters.

An E-rank gate with C-rank or B-rank trash mobs?

Such a shocking situation can’t happen.

“If even the trash mobs are strong, the gate’s rank naturally goes up accordingly.”

That’s because the mana measured by the gauge increases.

Ah, of course, it’s normal for a boss mob to be a rather powerful entity, like Queen Elizabeth.

While the rank is displayed as E, the actual difficulty can be C.

There were hardly any “rank scam” gates.

That’s why this gate was notorious.

Because saying “hardly” means it does exist.

[The name of the gate? It’s Absolute Defence Line.]

[Haha, a big deal for an E-rank. Let’s look it up.]

[…?]

[???]

[Why are you guys freaking out? Let us know too!]

The viewers who were chuckling soon started posting question marks.

It seemed like they had looked up the name of the gate.

[Are you out of your mind?]

[Damn; I was zoned out since seeing the inside structure of the gate.]

[Haha, you’re just here to check it out, right? You’re leaving, right? Haha.]

And those who realized what the gate was after seeing the inside, finally snapped out of their confusion and shock and started screaming.

“No? I’m here to see it through to the end today.”

[Oh, please! Have some manners!]

[Ahhh! Please, let’s change jobs! If you stay under this crazy maniac, you’ll die!]

In the midst of that chaotic scene, someone asked.

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.]

[Is it true…?]

[Yeto, is the name of the gate Absolute Defence Line?]

“Yes, that’s right.”

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.]

[The clear rate is 5%…?]

“To be precise, it’s 4.8%.”

Even the non-experts seemed to grasp the situation.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“There have only been two successful raids in the past half-century by a properly leveled team.”

Let’s do a quick review.

“The gate’s rank is measured by the mana detected outside the gate.”

So the fewer monsters there are, the lower the rank.

Even for an E-rank gate, there can be one very strong boss monster instead of 10 E-rank monsters.

In other words, there’s a big blind spot in this gauge.

“Even if there are threats other than monsters in the dungeon, the gauge can’t detect that danger.”

It’s hard to detect non-mana threats!

Traps in the dungeon are a prime example.

That’s why scouting became mandatory for undetected dungeons after the discovery of the Absolute Defense Line.

After this gate was discovered, scouting became mandatory for all uncharted dungeons.

Do you get what this means?

[Aralia donated 10,000 won.”]

[Even an S-rank guild failed to clear this.]

[What? For real?]

[Aralia donated 10,000 won.]

[At that time, they were still an E-rank guild, but the guild master and vice guild master both fainted and ran away.”]

Indeed.

There have been 42 official attempts.

But only two of them were successful.

The success rate is 4.8%.

Nowadays, the Hunter Association almost exclusively manages it.

In other words, it’s the most avoided gate by all hunters.

A historian studying the history of the Great Cataclysm said:

“It was humanity’s fortune that this place was discovered early.”

24 types of traps that can end even a C-rank hunter.

Monsters that specifically target hunters caught in traps.

And at the end of navigating through the traps, awaits a skeleton mage who skillfully uses the traps encountered.

This place is a notorious legend where even future S-rank guilds had to drink the cup of failure in the early days of the Great Cataclysm.

The world’s worst E-rank gate, the “Absolute Defence Line.”

“Haha. Maybe because I only visit such niche places, I always end up giving such gate explanations.”

[Why do you keep explaining so long? You want a short lifespan?]

[Why does this broadcast always go to such hellish places?]

[He schedules things like crap because he’s not the one fighting.]

The viewers, complaining that it wasn’t the issue, were reacting just as I wanted.

I chuckled awkwardly, as if feeling shy.

“Alright. Since the explanation was long, let’s keep the main event short.”

I shrugged my shoulders and adjusted my suit jacket.

Then, I raised my index finger to the camera.

To imply they shouldn’t raise their voices.

“Let’s finish today’s broadcast in about 30 minutes.”

[What?]

Work-life balance is all about working hours.

The shorter the commuting and working hours, the better.

‘Goodbye to the days of working overtime every other day as a cameraman.’

Since I work from home, no more commuting hell.

Now, if I could only reduce actual working hours, it would be perfect.

“Let’s clear the gate with just one summon, and wrap it up by 9 o’clock.”


I smiled handsomely, filled with happiness.

“I haven’t had dinner yet.”

Working 0.5 hours a week and still getting paid as a YouTuber.

Ah, isn’t this just the best? 

This is labour reform.



 
  
    Chapter 17: Absolute Defence Line – 2


There are two main ways to attract people’s interest.

First, do something that others avoid or can’t do. 

Second, talk about something obvious as if it’s a new fact.

This is a useful tip applicable to marketing, content creation, and other fields.

“Well-known creators are already aware of this.”

However, knowledge and practice are fundamentally different.

The first method is sure but difficult to execute. 

The second is simple but can make you seem like a fraud.

It’s either highly challenging or somewhat dishonest.

Objectively, the former is a more ideal choice because the aftermath of success is much less severe.

So, is the most ideal principle to “do something that others avoid or can’t do”?

No, that’s not the case.

“In content promotion, you can just use both methods.”

Minister Hwang Hee once said, “Both are right.”

If both techniques have their pros and cons, why not use them both?

Could this be how Napoleon felt when he balanced an egg on its end?

To think I might possess wisdom comparable to Napoleon! 

I might end up being a historical figure of the 21st century.

How amazing would it be if my name was in biographies in school libraries?

It would surely instil a sense of sound ethics in our nation’s future leaders. 

Hmm.

By the way, the nonsense I just spouted is a prime example of the second principle at 120%.

It’s like saying if you can’t decide between jjajangmyeon or jjamppong, just order jjamjjamyeon.

But people don’t scrutinize such things.

Who would think so hard while watching an internet broadcast?

When people watch TV shows, they don’t deeply consider the truth or validity of the content.

“Movies and TV shows have a flow.”

You can understand the content without putting in much effort.

There’s no need to strain your brain.

“That’s why housewives are swayed by health shows suggesting putting certain ingredients in miso soup.”

Honestly, even I watch YouTube without thinking too much. 

How much more so for ordinary consumers and viewers?

“This method is the best for drawing interest and attention.”

However, only to the extent that you can handle it. 

If you can’t follow through, you’ll be in big trouble.

So, that was probably the reason.

[Dayeon Bultan has donated 1,000 won.]

[Are you going to clear the Absolute Defense Line in 30 minutes?]

[Maliana has donated 1,000 won.]

[This is a place where the Hunter Association entrusts A-grade guilds with closure requests. Can you take responsibility for your statement?]

It was because of the declaration to clear the Absolute Defense Line within 30 minutes that viewers were shocked and started questioning.

[Yeto, even though you’re crazy for attention, isn’t this a bit much?]

[How did you come up with something even crazier than the first broadcast?]

[I heard the news on Twitter. They say there’s a crazy F-rank trying to clear a gate that even an S-rank guild failed at. Is it true?]

[Of course not. An S-rank guild can’t fail at clearing an E-rank gate.]

[What? They said an S-rank guild couldn’t clear it?]

[Stop talking nonsense. Does that even make sense?]

As the number of newcomers increased, similar questions flooded in.

I shrugged my shoulders, trying to correct the misunderstanding in advance.

“Of course, it makes sense. When they challenged it, they were also E-rank.”

[Oh, was it something like that?]

[Phew, I thought it was something serious lol. It’s nothing special, then lol.]

[How is it nothing special, you crazy person? How can a gate that even an S-rank couldn’t clear back in the day be nothing special?]

[They weren’t S-rank at the time, you idiot.]

[No, you dimwit; it means even with the S-rank stats, you’d still be rolling around struggling here.]

[Ah.]

[Hahaha, it’s like saying we could take on a boxer who beat a high school Mike Tyson~]

[Exactly lol. Even if John von Neumann couldn’t solve a problem at 20,  I would totally solve it at 46 as a tutor lol.]

The viewers chatted among themselves, meaning they weren’t focusing on the broadcast.

“They might calm down in a few hours, but not yet.”

Even though I provided additional explanation, the shock hadn’t worn off. 

It wasn’t a bad reaction from my perspective; it meant my goal was shocking.

The only way to resolve that shock was to watch my broadcast!

So, what I had to do was obvious.

“Turn those ‘crazy’ comments into admiration.”

It’s troublesome if they say ‘crazy’ with contempt.

The outcome of a broadcast with only provocation is a straight path to ruin.

So, the goal was to make them clap and say, “Isn’t that really crazy?”

And fortunately,

I had the ability to achieve that goal.

[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Today’s trusted crazy movement.]

At that moment, a familiar nickname appeared in the donation window.

It wasn’t just familiar; with the Hunter premium decorations from Unity, it was impossible to miss.

What perfect timing for a change in atmosphere.

I quickly took the bait.

“Oh! Baek Gwi DO Jang, you’ve come again! Thank you.”

But I didn’t think, “Why is this guy speaking informally again?”

No, I’m not pretending; I genuinely didn’t think that.


Even without considering rank, he’s a respectable opponent.

Hunters are a profession respected by the public.

“If you disregard a senior in the industry, you’re 100% doomed.”

Moreover, as a broadcaster, image is crucial.

He’s a senior with a massive number of subscribers and average views.

He’s also a well-connected insider, so there’s no harm in becoming friends.

“It’s nice to see you again. Unfortunately, those who were with you before don’t seem to be here.”

[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[They’re either busy, or it’s the guild’s policy.]

“And you, Baek Gwi DO Jang?”

[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[I’m a freelancer, so I don’t have to worry about anyone.]

[So, are you not worried about us, Baek Gwi DO Jang?]

[☆ Congratulations on breaking the 100-day streaming hiatus ☆]

[Turn on the stream, turn on the stream, turn on the stream, turn on the stream…]

The chat began to go wild in a different way.

I chuckled, watching the uncontrollable crazy folks.

A streamer with no connection butting into another’s stream.

It’s one of the things broadcasters hate the most.

“If you think about it from the other person’s perspective, it’s understandable.”

The chat becomes uncontrollable.

A streamer with a strong presence steals the fans.

It twists the flow of the prepared broadcast.

“Even now, the chat is full of people who came for Baek Gwi DO Jang, not interested in me, isn’t it?”

It’s like having two captains on one ship.

The flow of the broadcast gets interrupted, and the fans of the intruding streamer only talk to them, causing chaos in the chat, which isn’t a good thing.

“But, Hunter streamers are an exception.”

Hunter streamers welcome the intrusion of other broadcasters.

It’s a job where connections are more important than anything.

If you avoid the involvement of other streamers, you can’t go long.

Usually, you can’t solo-clear a gate.

And most importantly,

“Biiiiiiiiiip!!”

If a broadcaster is distracted by a few chats, they’re not qualified to survive as a shark in this crazy red ocean.

[It’s a blood bat!]

[Stop looking for Baek Gwi! The battle has started!]

[A blood bat? Isn’t that a monster that attacks and absorbs health?]

[What a meticulously horrible gate setup.]

Bats clung to the ceiling of the corridor, squeaking.

They were F-rank monsters that attacked to regain health.

“Look at those things squeaking. They should stop chatting and come at us.”

[A hunter who can communicate with rats.]

[A druid who levelled up their animal communication perk.]

[Do you happen to have a lightning-shaped scar on your face?]

“I’m not a druid; I’m a Necromancer. And that’s the point you should focus on today.”

I sent a zombie from outside the rear camera angle.

“Behold, my summon and today’s trap disarmer! Zombie B! Applause!”

[A trap disarmer? Isn’t it an assassin?]

[Wasn’t the zombie summoned by Yeto a tank?]

The role of disarming traps in dungeons usually falls to assassins.

Since there is no thief class, assassins with agility and excellent senses often take on the role of trap disarmer with some skills.

Of course, it’s a rare sight.

“Just avoid gates with traps.”

Disarming traps on a broadcast? 

It’s bound to be boring.

It’s not profitable, and the difficulty is high, so no one goes.

[If it’s boring, call us when you’ve cleared all the traps.]

[He said he’d clear it in 30 minutes, so there must be something.]

[But it looks just like the zombie I saw before?]

What do you mean, just like? 

I frowned.

“It looks the same? Yes, you guessed it right.”

[But why do you look so serious?]

[Yeto, it seems your mouth has declared independence from your brain.]

“Well, that’s good. I can make it talk to fill the audio while I clear the gate.”

[The gate is being cleared by Ayla and the zombies.]

[If Yeto’s main body doesn’t speak and the gate is cleared by the summons, then Yeto’s existence is meaningless.]

[It was meaningless from the beginning.]

[What a firm opinion. The appraisal ability is at an expert level.]

I quickly felt at ease with the same kind of chat as before.

It felt like meeting old high school friends.

It seemed like even I would swear. You bastards.

“Didn’t I tell you I’d clear it with just one? You’ll see how that’s possible with your own eyes from now on.”

[What’s with the confidence?]

“Did that line sound cool? Admit it?”

[If you succeed, I’ll acknowledge it lol.]

[A Necromancer disarming traps remotely???]

Could my confidence have been conveyed through the screen?

The viewers focused on the screen, hearts pounding.

Thud, thud…

The zombie approached the trap cautiously.

“It’s the first trap, so let’s disarm it in 20 seconds.”

Even the blood bats hanging from the ceiling bent their bodies, waiting for the prey caught in the trap to die.

And just as the zombie’s decayed hand touched the trap, a loud crash followed.

The zombie was instantly caught in the trap and utterly destroyed.

“Ugh.”

The zombie’s head fell backward, leaving a final groan.

Iron spikes protruded from the ceiling and both walls!

The zombie was impaled by this cold, murderous trap.

[Sir, he’s dead.]

“I know.”

I nodded solemnly.

“Too bad.”

[Lol, I knew it.]

[Died as soon as he stepped on it, lol.]

[Too bad, indeed, lol.]

This wasn’t staged. 

It was really unexpected.

Honestly, I thought we could disarm at least one trap!

“Damn, this isn’t how it was supposed to go. I was planning to disarm the first one for real. Guess there’s a reason experts get called in.”

[But you’re a hunter, not a gate expert, lol.]

[An amateur broadcast watched by tens of thousands.]

[See, you’re not even listening to what I’m saying.]

[You need to learn that communication isn’t a one-way street.]

[Grandpa, you need to start listening to your viewers~]

This is so embarrassing, damn it.

“Beep!”

As I protested, blood bats flocked to the zombie caught in the trap.

“That startled me. The ultrasonic noise is so annoying.”

[If you weren’t soloing, other hunters would have beaten you up by now for trolling.]

That’s why I go solo, you jerks. 

I clicked my tongue.

[Those bastards are feasting nicely.]

[Well-aged meat, yum.]

[But what are you going to do now, streamer?]

[You said you’d disarm it in 20 seconds? 10 seconds left.]

[9… 8… 7…]

The viewers were getting ready to tease me.

I leisurely crossed my legs.

“Disarming traps one by one is third-rate.”

As I said that, I grabbed a wand from under the computer table, out of sight of the viewers.

[You have equipped ‘Valley’s Staff.’]

A wand with +150 magic attack power.

Time for some epic fireworks.

“This is how humanity removes obstacles.”

I snapped my fingers dramatically.

“Corpse Explosion.”

[Skill ‘Corpse Explosion’ activated!]

“Beep?”

The clearly dead zombie twitched at my command.

The blood bats paused, wondering what was happening.

Their fatal mistake was due to their low intelligence.

They should have fled instead of pausing.

Boom!!!

A short and loud explosion!

The hallway shook as the zombie’s last moments were transformed into a dazzling display.

[?????]

[????????????????]

After a moment, the stunned viewers could see the traps and monsters shattered by the Corpse Explosion.

I waited for the smoke to clear.

Then I struck a pose like a magician.

“Tada.”

[Tada, you crazy jerk, lol.]

[OMG, lol.]

[Zombie dynamite, lol.]

[FBI-style obstacle removal, lol.]

Hmm, good reactions.

As expected, classics deserve applause.

‘What other music can break down barriers like an explosion?’

I sat back in my chair with an arrogant posture.

Racism? 

Cultural differences?

You can solve those with a bomb.

Not solved yet?

Must not have used enough gunpowder.

Even cannibals who eat people like steak tartare can understand after you toss a few grenades. 

Damn it.

“Absolute Defence Line Gate. Let’s blow everything up, including the traps.”

[Necromancer, you’re a bomb maniac.]


[The will of fire continues…!]

[Alfred Nobel, can you hear this? It’s a requiem for you.]

[Alfred Nobel weeping in heaven.]

A slightly late Christmas party on December 29th.

Everyone’s smiles couldn’t be warmer.



 
  
    Chapter 18: Absolute Defence Line – 3


As everyone knows, I’m a very cool-headed person. 

It means I don’t gamble when there’s no chance of winning.

[Stock: Hunter Association Co., Ltd.]

[Profit rate: -64.10%]

Association stocks… retirement funds… Charlotte… Ugh, my head hurts.

Anyway, I’m someone who avoids reckless gambling. 

So if I’m taking on a gamble, it means I have a 140% chance of winning!

“Of course, I bet on this gate too.”

The main theme of today’s broadcast was a firework show dismantling traps with zombie bombs!

“Have you guys ever played shooting games when you were kids?”

As I prepared the next zombie, I filled the audio. 

“As in most games, when you face an ‘Oh, come on!’ moment, it’s better to just use a bomb and save your coins. It would be a waste if you died without using your bombs, right?”

[Haha, you gotta use a bomb on an annoying pattern.]

[Refill 10 zombie bombs with one skill? This game is awesome, haha.]

[A severe game addict confusing reality with games.]

The Green Mothers’ Association is blooming with laughter at the thought of regulating games under the pretext of public safety.

[But didn’t you say you’d only use one zombie? Haha.]

Ah, that? 

Of course, that was a lie.

“Common sense says you can’t clear this gate with just one zombie.”

Like I said earlier, saying obvious things as if they’re new facts is easy for drawing attention but also makes you a scammer.

Of course, I have an excuse to avoid being called a liar. 

I averted my eyes from the camera.

“I said I’d lead with one, not that I’d only use one.”

[I knew this guy had no shame, but his language skills are abysmal.]

[No brains or physical skills either.]

[Look at him changing his words because he’s scared, even though he said he’d go solo.]

[You’re the epitome of a Necromancer.]

[A real tough guy.]

“Tough guy? That’s a bit too insulting.”

I have no interest in sweaty ideologies like machismo.

Still, I don’t want to be called a tough guy or something similar.

I put on the toughest expression my delicate face could manage.

“A tough guy knows only one number.”

This guy probably doesn’t even know what one means.

[If you don’t know, you should know nothing at all. Why only know one thing? Haha.]

“I have to count my woman.”

[Super tough guy.]

[I believe it. You are indeed a tough guy.]

Proof complete. 

Do you feel the intelligence gap?

As I laughed and checked the time, I said.

“Anyway, it took 20 seconds. With 23 traps left, I can roughly allocate 30 seconds per trap.”

[23 zombies sentenced to death.]

[At least 23 zombies, more could die…]

[What kind of crazy country executes with bombs?]

“It’s not an execution, it’s a funeral.”

[Explosion cremation funeral.]

[From cremation to scattering ashes, all in one go.]

[This is straight out of cyberpunk. Is the end of the world already here?]

[Please let me die before this becomes a cultural norm.]

“It’s fine. It’s a local rule exclusive to our company.”

[Right, this guy might even blew up Ayla.]

[Was Ayla a target for corpse explosions too?]

[Didn’t he catch Queen Elizabeth with another skill?]

[What skill?]

[I dunno.]

Ah, damn. 

The flow isn’t good.

To become a hidden genius, now’s the time to keep quiet!

I quickly diverted the viewers’ attention.

“Corpse explosion.”

Nothing grabs attention like the sound of an explosion.

Boom!! 

The zombie that charged at the trap exploded. 

Trap fragments scattered like cherry blossoms.

[Oh damn, that scared me!]

[Give a warning before you set off an explosion, you arsonist!]

“I already warned you about 23 more explosions.”

I smiled brightly, but inside I was burning up.

“The corpse of a Blood Bat leaves no trace.”

Oh no, my precious loot. 

It’s all destroyed again.

Today, I’d barely avoid a loss with magic stones.

But some things are inevitable.

It’s natural to spend money in the early stages of a business.

“At least I have the chance to take on a challenge.”

Most necromancers wouldn’t even dare to do this.

Because they feel sorry for their summons? 


No way.

It seems you still don’t understand the harshness of reality.

If the gate was truly a dangerous disaster, our kind wouldn’t hesitate to use real people as bait

“But I’m the only one who can actually do it.”

It’s not because of ethics or sympathy.

It’s due to a more fundamental flaw.

“The stronger the summon, the longer the cooldown.”

Summoning creatures with cooldowns of several hours meant they couldn’t be called back easily once used in a broadcast. 

To break through the traps of this absolute defence line, they had to use these valuable summons as bait. 

Weak summons wouldn’t be enough to destroy the traps.

“It’d be like losing a queen just to capture a pawn in chess.”

I guarantee that by the time the traps were half-cleared, the necromancer would have lost all their summons. 

Without their summons, a summoner becomes useless—a burden that can’t contribute to the battle. 

It’s only natural. 

What else could a summoner do if all their summons were exhausted by the traps? 

They’d end up eating popcorn during a boss fight. 

In that case, it would be better to assign a party member to handle the traps.

“And so, the method of using summons to disarm traps was abandoned.”

However, there was a similar desperate measure. 

“The only exception is the Necromancer’s corpse explosion.” 

The method I was currently using was exactly that. 

The corpse bomb technique using undead! 

Just like clearing a path by blasting through a mountain, this technique involved detonating all the traps in the gate. 

“With this, even a mere zombie could clear the traps.” 

The corpse explosion had enough power to break the traps since it was a self-destructive attack, making it highly potent. 

This method also freed me from the cooldown problem.

“My zombies only have a cooldown of a mere five minutes.” 

With ten summoned at a time, the cooldown was just five minutes.

“That’s about 30 seconds per refill.” 

The method was to send weak undead ahead, triggering the traps, and then having them self-destruct without worrying about the cooldown.

Boom!!! 

Bang—!!!

The traps were helplessly swept away by the explosions of the zombies.

Some traps held up against the explosions as we progressed. 

But what did that matter?

Bang—!!!!

If one corpse explosion didn’t do it, we’d use a second. 

If that didn’t work? 

Then one more time.

Boom—!!!

Even the blood bats, trying to regain their senses and flee, couldn’t withstand the relentless explosions.

“How was that? It’s easy, isn’t it? Feel free to imitate.”

I laughed cheerfully amidst the exploding zombies.

“If you have as many spare bombs as I do, that is.”

[A corpse isn’t a bomb, you madman.]

[Yeto, do you think a funeral home is an ammunition depot???] 

[Do you remember the drawbacks of a Necromancer? Most undead are created by reanimating corpses. In other words, to use corpse explosion, you first needed a corpse, a very expensive monster byproduct.] 

[It’s not even feasible. Do you think money grows on trees?] 

Decent monster corpses were as expensive as premium beef. 

And using such expensive corpses as disposable bombs? 

That’s an unprecedented waste of money. 

Even if corpses were plentiful enough to rot, no one would want to use them this way.

[It would be a sight to behold, burning money like that.] 

How many millions would it cost to clear one gate? 

It might actually be cheaper to use real bombs, if only hunters had a way to get their hands on explosives. 

And using real explosives on a broadcast? 

What, hinting at a desire to surrender? 

In the end, the corpse explosion strategy was nothing but armchair theory—armchair theory, another term for an act beyond common sense. 

In other words, madness.

“It’s my signature move.”

To those watching this broadcast, abandon common sense. 

I spread my arms and shouted. 

“Art is an explosion!”

Boom! (The sound of the boss monster’s heart sinking)

Boom—!!

The endlessly replenishing zombie bombs detonated all the traps.

Buildings collapsed, and decorations shattered and flew away. 

The science of explosions is the epitome of human wisdom. 

What dungeon could stand in the way of bombs that could penetrate mountains?

“This firework show embodies the pioneering spirit of humanity.”

And thus, the boss room revealed itself. 

“Arrived like a dog. Can you see it, everyone?”

What the hell? 

A pile of rocks?

There seems to be a correction needed. 

The zombies had demolished everything, leaving the entrance out of sight.

“Damn it! You damned zombies! Couldn’t you have exploded a bit more cleanly?!”

[Proof that Yeto has no tender feelings.]

These zombies truly are exceptional in their own way.

[Natural-born zombies naturally occurring.]

Is this… a hero protecting humanity from monsters? 

I ignored the foolish comments and wiped the sweat from my brow.

The sweat of hard work felt satisfying. About two drops.

“Whew. At least there were no casualties, thankfully.”

Second day without incidents.

[Sorry, barely made it….]

The absolute defense line. 

The most dreadful E-rank gate dungeon. 

Minor mob line, cleared. 

All traps destroyed. 

Just before entering the boss room.

All of this happened within 15 minutes of the broadcast’s start.

Rumble—.

I had the zombies clear away the debris blocking the door. 

Normally, the locked door would’ve been blasted open. 

It’s all thanks to the power of bombs, everyone.

[Let’s go to the boss fight~.]

[Are we taking a short break?]

“No, I’ll just drink a potion and head straight in.”

If mid-roll ads were possible, I’d take a break. 

But there aren’t any, so what’s the point of resting? 

I’m still a nobody, so the only ads on my stream are the ones Unity randomly places. 

There’s no reason to extend the work time for something that doesn’t even pay. 

Passion pay? 

That’s a wage negotiation method our summons would probably love.

[Yeah, what have you done to deserve a break? lol]

“Well. You might not know, but handling bombs takes a lot of mental effort.”

[What’s tiring about detonating them remotely?]

“Have you ever used mana? Have you ever detonated an undead?”

No backseat gaming from F-rank and below. If you haven’t done it, don’t talk.

A magical word that blocks 99% of humanity.

[Haha, using awakening powers to counter.]

[We wouldn’t know, privileged guy.]

“Hey, you know nothing. If I had a manager for this broadcast, I’d have banned you from chatting for 30 minutes.”

[Phew. Lucky it’s a small-time operation without a manager.]

[Phew. Glad I swore before he got a manager.]

Technically, Unity does have a manager, but I really should have a dedicated one. 

Anyway, it’s almost time for the boss fight. 

Time to break out the saved-up potion.

“Thank you, sponsors.”

Creak! 

I opened the potion that restored mana. 

“The bottle looks fancy, maybe because it’s an expensive potion.” 

I examined the bottle while sipping the contents. 

The quality was good, but it was considered a low-grade potion. 

Still, as a potion, it was more expensive than most wines. 

If I had to buy it myself, I’d probably jump out of my skin from the unfairness.

“This broadcasting job is nice because there’s no overtime, but the problem is it doesn’t make money.”

Why does my bank account get emptier the more I work? 

Even I, a capitalist ghost, am forced to become an honest hero. 

Do you really have to work overtime to make money? 

It was an era where labour rights were non-existent.

[Yeto, how does mana potion taste?]

“If you go to a herbal medicine shop and ask for the most bitter tonic, you’ll get a similar experience.”

[Nothing that’s good for you tastes good.]

[Afternoon tea time while on duty.]

“Everyone, please refrain from nonsense. Is drinking this like afternoon tea time for middle-aged reservists with ginseng after a meal?”

[If you take a break with your foreman after some hard labour, it’s afternoon tea time.]

[A medieval noble building a structure, lol.]

[We are more like dwarves than nobles.]

[K-dwarf, why do walls collapse after a few nails, spilling construction waste?]

[That’s a mimic lol.]

Is this really the kind of chat a hunter should be reading while tackling a gate?

“What a ridiculous tea time, seriously.”

I downed the potion and quickly rinsed my mouth with plum tea. 

Plum tea is my second favourite drink. 

I always stock up at home and drink it like water. 


My first favourite? 

Obviously soju. 

What else would you ask?

Having finished freshening up, I stretched my wrists.

“Recovery complete. Entering the boss room now.”



 
  
    Chapter 19: Absolute Defence Line – 4


[Already going into the boss battle?]

[Is the break time already over?]

Since our goal was a 30-minute run, my break was short. 

Even the viewers barely had time to rest.

[No way, I was going to the bathroom!]

[Just take your phone with you.]

[Ayla needs to be watched on a monitor in full HD!]

[True that.]

[Isn’t the dad reporter just thinking only he need rest?]

[The company’s welfare system is a mess.]

[Well, at least funerals are free.]

What a mess. 

These uncontrollable mad waves.

We should shut down the local broadcast before the boss battle.

“Call the Dancing Specter El Ayla.”

[Ancestor’s spirit uses an intermediary summoning!]

[Summoned the Dancing Specter El Ayla.]

“If my lord calls, I will gladly answer.”

El Ayla appeared, her clothes fluttering like a dance. 

The chat went quiet with the appearance of the main dealer.

[Ayla has arrived!]

[Finally!]

[Ayla’s husband donated 10,000 won.]

[Aylaluvu donated 5,000 won.]

[Pleasebunnygirl donated 1,000 won.]

[Baek Gwi DO Jang donated 10,000 won.]

[Baek Gwi DO Jang, what are you doing here?]

[He spent the whole stream sending in a thousand won, but as soon as Ayla appeared, he gave ten thousand won. Lol.]

Anyway, it got quiet. 

The chat was full of “Ayla” but at least it shut down the nonsense.

Isn’t this a win-win situation?

Ayla is going to be the star of the show again, as only one monster will be sent ahead.

[Archive… ready… to record…]

Crash!

As if responding to the fans’ expectations, El Ayla boldly pushed open the destroyed door.

The boss room of the Absolute Defense Line was rather shabby. 

It was spacious, but it looked like it had been hit by an earthquake, with debris everywhere.

There were worthless items like broken chandeliers and ceramics scattered around, and there was a small door attached to the opposite wall.

Clatter, clatter.

The only thing moving was a single white skeletal skeleton!

The skeleton wasn’t even wearing rags and didn’t have any weapons.

Although I was seeing it for the first time, it looked incredibly weak.

Or rather, since I was viewing it through the little ghosts, I wasn’t really seeing it in person.

[Is that the boss? It looks like a mere minion.]

[Is the boss easy because the traps were hard?]

“That can’t be. The minion fights were easy, weren’t they?”

I answered while positioning El Ayla at the front. 

I had to stay alert because I never knew when an attack pattern would come.

[Were they easy?]

[Yeah, we blew them up without asking questions. Lol.]

“Yes. As I easily took them down, the Blood Bats are F-class. Those alone couldn’t release enough mana for the Absolute Defence Line to be classified as an E-class gate.”

The Absolute Defence Line is a gate that cheats with its rating.

‘It’s an E-class dungeon that E-class hunters can’t clear.’

But that’s only because of the numerous traps. 

There’s no mana in the traps here.

‘The minion lineup here is relatively weak, too.’

The Blood Bats didn’t fall in groups of three or four with one corpse explosion.

They were annoying because they flew around and regenerated.

Their stats were similar to the lady spiders we faced earlier.

“If it was just Blood Bats inside, the gate’s danger level would have been considered F-class. Traps don’t affect the difficulty rating.”

[If we included the traps in the difficulty, it should be at least D-class, possibly even C-class.]

[Then why is it rated E-class?]

“It’s easy if you calculate it mathematically.”

Clatter!

The shabby skeleton raised its head. 

Its empty eye sockets pointed towards El Ayla.

“There’s a monster inside the dungeon that alone holds as much mana as an E-class gate.”

I deliberately made a tense expression, encouraging the viewers to focus on the screen.

The shabby skeleton creaked as it moved.

That skeleton was the boss monster of this place.

[Boss: ‘The Insane Skeleton Defender’ has appeared!]

“…I-Intruder!”

A sinister flame flickered in the skeleton’s eye sockets.

A bone-chilling voice echoed from within.

“Get out of this place!”

The skeleton wizard growled and shouted!

Ominous mana gathered in its hands.

[Baek Gwi DO Jang donated 1,000 won.]

[The opening pattern is coming!]


[Aralia donated 1,000 won.]

[It’s a curse. Prepare for tanking with zombies.]

The opening pattern of the wandering insane skeleton was a curse attack!

‘If hit, it was a curse of sleep that would knock you out for a whole day.’

Compared to other curses, its lethality was low.

However, it was difficult to resist or cure.

Even when the current S-class guild was still E-class, they lost a key dealer to that curse.

‘They didn’t die, but their pace was ruined.’

It was the decisive reason the S-class guild failed their attack.

‘The countermeasure is to attack during magic casting.’

I heard you had to reduce its HP by about 20%.

Of course, the insane skeleton was a mage-type monster. 

Dealing consistent damage was relatively easy.

“It’s a problem because we can’t get past the traps to hit the boss.”

There are a few ways to deal with it.

But they’re all boring and not fun.

“Most importantly, I won’t be able to finish it in 30 minutes like that.”

My eyes gleamed slyly.

It was time to bring out my hidden trump card.

“The time has finally come for the main star of the day to step in. Support team! Item setup!”

“Ugh…”

“Argh…!”

Crash!

The zombies pushed the cart they were dragging forward.

Until this moment, the cart hadn’t been visible on camera.

Inside was the corpse of a giant spider.

The body of Queen Elizabeth, brought all the way here!

[Queen Elizabeth?]

[Right, I almost forgot! You’ve turned it into an undead already!]

[That’s why there was a break after the first broadcast!]

The viewers were split in two upon seeing the cart appear.

One side was surprised by the unexpected appearance.

[I was wondering why it didn’t show up, lol]

[Aralia donated 10,000 won.]

[Didn’t you say you’d clear it with just one earlier? Is this a player substitution?]

The other side was nonchalantly convinced.

Of course, you’d have expected at least this much.

But you might not know something.

‘In this line of work, before casting the fishing lure, we sprinkle bait on the water to attract the fish first.’

Focusing only on twists and turns is third-rate.

First-rate ones openly scatter bait.

‘Predictable developments raise anticipation.’

In other words, it was about leading viewers to have fun even with just the bait provided.

That way, fans’ interest wouldn’t wane.

‘But… the catharsis when their prediction is right drastically lowers their ability to anticipate the real twist coming later.’

People tend to stop thinking once they’ve got the correct answer.

They fall into self-satisfaction and get caught up in the setter’s guidance.

This was a common trick even in written exams.

So, first-rate ones throw out the obvious bait in advance.

To induce complacency before the effective twist.

To throw the real twist to the relaxed fans.

A double bait. 

A trap exploiting fans’ analytical skills.

A trite variation of a cliché.

That was the way of a top-tier director.

‘Queen Elizabeth’s appearance was a predictable development.’

It meant it was a twist that could be anticipated with a little thought.

‘Well then, let’s see if they predicted this as well.’

Rumble…

I placed the cart in front of El Ayla.

“Let’s show our new special move.”

El Ayla took a club out of the cart.

Like a batter raising a baseball bat.

[?] 

[What’s this?] 

[A club?]

[Isn’t Queen Elizabeth supposed to fight?]

The viewers were full of question marks and hooks.

But I wasn’t kind enough to give them time to think.

‘If the boss is casting a skill, doesn’t that mean we can also take the time to prepare an attack?’

Now was the perfect time to hit a grand slam.

So there was no time to waste on TMI.

“Batter number four, to your position!”

[El Ayla activates the skill ‘Dance of Artistry’!]

“Nice. It’s heating up. My heart is heating up!”

A buff enhancing martial arts surrounded El Ayla.

This guy leveled up by taking down Queen Elizabeth.

Even his strength, boosted by the buff, had increased.

Enough to smash and blow away Queen Elizabeth.

“Hit it with all your might!”

Crack-!!!

El Ayla swung the cart with full force.

A home run shot with a clear sound!

The cart on wheels raced like a truck from another world.

“You cannot pass through this!”

The crazy skeleton chanting a spell stomped the ground.

Traps set in the boss room sprang out.

Crash!

The cart stopped before reaching the skeleton.

The corpse of the queen spider was also impaled like a taxidermy.

Just like the zombies we’d seen ad nauseam today.

[Oh shit, does this bastard think he’s the host?]

[Hey, stop!! Stop it, you crazy bastard!!]

“Everyone, shut up! Bombs are meant to be detonated!”

Eyes front.

Pull the safety pin… throw it!

“Explosion!”

Boom-!!!!!

A massive explosion, enough to put a bazooka to shame, erupted right next to the boss monster.

The flames engulfed nearly everything in the room.

The boss casting a powerful curse spell.

The dense traps protecting the boss.

The monster transport cart I bought for 250,000 won.

Even the body of Queen Elizabeth, transported by the carriers.

Everything was engulfed in purple flames and explosions, burning with a heavy charred smell that seemed to emanate beyond the screen.

[Even a dragon would die from this, lol]

[A skeleton at least won’t have a speck of dust left, even if not a dragon]

[When you give up on profitability from drop items and channel revenue… that’s when ‘The Great Mad Bomber’ is complete.]

[Looks like this bastard’s getting addicted]

It was no wonder the viewers were flabbergasted.

After blowing up Queen Elizabeth’s corpse, the only things maintaining their original form in the room were the flames and El Ayla.

[Baek Gwi DO Jang donated 1,000 won.]

[Sh*t, I screamed right now… ]

Even a current hunter expressed astonishment!

[What a spectacle]

[Wow, so the missiles North Korea keeps firing are actually dangerously lethal]

[My grandpa barged into my room asking if the Reds invaded]

[Actually burning money to clear the gate, lol]

Meanwhile, some viewers sighed.

Of course. 

The boss monster’s remains are valuable.

[It’s rare enough to find a necromancer-type hunter, and what kind of hunter blows up a boss monster’s body of that size?]

It’s a technique you might think of but never execute.

But I do it.

Why? 

Because that’s the concept of my broadcast.

I’m not truly crazy.

So, rationally, I’d already predicted what would happen ‘next.’

“I am speaking to you, public shareholders!! Give me your power!!”

At the moment the flaming skeleton burst out of the flames, the chat window overflowed like a waterfall.


[Aaaah! The boss isn’t dead!!]

[Debuff incoming, sh*t!!]

[‘Insane Skeleton Defender’ uses a skill!]

Crash!

A bolt of cursed lightning struck El Ayla.



 
  
    Chapter 20: Absolute Defence Line – 5


Boom!

A cursed lightning bolt struck down on El Ayla.

[Your summoned creature has been hit with ‘Curse of Weakness.’] 

[El Ayla’s agility has greatly decreased!]

El Ayla couldn’t dodge in time and was hit directly. 

The curse descended as swiftly as lightning.

[Wow, that’s crazy, how do you even dodge that?]

[You don’t dodge it. It’s an unavoidable move.]

It’s the ‘Curse of Weakness’ pattern from ‘Insane Skeleton Defender’!

It’s the curse spell that marks the start of the second phase of the boss fight. 

An unblockable pattern that can’t even be avoided.

‘It targets the character with the highest stats in the raid.’

The cursed target suffers a massive drop in one of their stats.

Even if they’re at the same level, the decrease is about 50%!

If their level is lower, the drop can be even more significant.

‘Their stat… has dropped by about 70%.’

Even though El Ayla levelled up, she’s still only level 3. 

Her level was too low to resist the curse’s lightning.

[Yeto, which stat did El drop?]

[Agility. It seems to have decreased by around 70%.]

[GG]

[It’s over.]

The viewers quickly grasped the situation.

The state of the game was clear even to laymen.

[If agility dropped, how are you going to dodge spells now?]

[You can’t dodge. The raid’s done for.]

[I heard even some S-grade guilds failed because they lost a DPS to the opening pattern and had their tank’s defence plummet from the lightning pattern.]

[Considering the raid’s safety margin, the right move is to admit failure and retreat once someone gets hit.]

The proper strategy for this boss fight was either to kill it before getting hit or replace the DPS after getting hit.

[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Too bad. You blew up Queen Elizabeth’s corpse just to avoid the second phase.]

At that moment, Hunter Baek Gwi DO Jang’s donation came in.

I wiped my mouth and shook my head.

“I couldn’t have sold it anyway; it was too poisoned.


[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[You’re right about that. You can’t even bury a monster’s corpse anywhere, and disposal costs are pretty high.]

Queen Elizabeth’s corpse was in such a state that even thinking about selling it was laughable. 

The only thing it would cost was disposal fees.

‘That’s why I blew it up. No regrets.’

Honestly, if it was all money, I wouldn’t have blown it up.

The biggest downside of corpse explosion is the enormous cost.

‘At least we won’t be losing money on a useless burden.’

Cold storage rental fees, incineration costs, and other miscellaneous expenses.

A bottomless pit of money for something useless. 

That queen spider’s corpse was just a useless burden.

That’s why I deliberately brought it here to blow it up. 

I reused it as a bomb, so it’s not a waste.

The only reason I did that was that the corpse was a burden.

This time, there’s no such burden. 

I’m definitely selling it. 

I’m broke because my stock investments went bust. 

Damn.

‘Please, let me make some money after this strategy.’

It’s just bones, but it’s good material for weapons.

Selling it would bring in a decent sum.

Already messed up, why am I even getting hopeful?

If you thought that, surprise!

You were actually fooled.

‘The boss’s HP is about halfway down. It’s all according to plan.’

I haven’t given up on conquering the gate yet.

Everything so far has been within my control.

But.

[El’s summon cooldown is long; this one’s a failure.]

[Still, good job, Yeto.]

“Huh?”

What the heck?

There are more people comforting me than I expected?

[Don’t be too discouraged. Even A-grade guilds fail quite often.]

[It wasn’t as good as your first stream, but it was still pretty fun.]

The viewers’ warm words of encouragement seeped into my conscience. 

Not a typo. 

I meant conscience, not heart.

It feels like my ragged conscience has been soaked in bleach.

Ugh… my conscience hurts.

“Uh, why are you all being so nice all of a sudden?”

[Even when we’re nice to you, you react like this, huh?]

[It’s just unpleasant to compliment you on anything.]

[Don’t worry, man! You’re still a piece of crap!]

[Don’t be discouraged! You’re a piece of crap who hasn’t failed!]


The viewers switch gears now that I seem okay!

Yeah, that’s my people. 

Nice to see you, you jerks.

As I chuckled.

[That F-grade nobody got cocky and messed up.]

Maybe they weren’t happy with the warm atmosphere in the chat. 

The swearing comments started trickling in.

‘Right. This is the proper reaction.’

Don’t go getting all warm and comforting.

It makes my conscience feel guilty.

[As expected of Yeto, who opened a new era ^^ Cool attitude even after screwing up the strategy ^^]

[If you’re not going to take responsibility for the strategy, don’t do it. Do you think gate strategies are a joke?]

The quality of these strategy broadcasts has really gone downhill. 

[Even people with no ability are trying to stream just for money, tch.]

But there are so many more comments than I expected. 

It’s almost too much to filter through them all, you bastards.

“Yes. That’s right, everyone. I am an idiot.”

But I humbly accepted their criticism.

There’s no other streamer who communicates as much as I do, guys.

[??? Why are you suddenly acting like that?]

[I knew it, but admitting it makes it awkward.]

[It’s not awkward; it’s just laying bare the truth.]

[F-grade level is what it is. What more do you expect?]

[Now that you’ve admitted it, just shut up and leave, you idiot.]

Hunter gate strategy broadcasts are usually free of this kind of thing.

Even though they’ve become more corrupt over time, hunters are still people who protect others from the gates.

So, viewers with common sense usually know where to draw the line.

It’s rare for people to insult the dedication of heroes.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t think we can clear this as it is. The main dealer’s stats have dropped due to a debuff, and that damn skeleton boss has a ridiculously high HP.”

[Why’s your tongue suddenly so long? Hahaha.]

[Scared? Scared? Feeling down right after messing up? You look just like when you get scolded by your mom, huh? Haha.]

[Who are these guys rushing in and cursing?]

[Where did these guys get their orders from? Why are they acting up?]

[Orders, my ass. Hahaha. Is that all that’s in their heads? Ah, with an empty head, it’s no wonder they can’t even find a guild and just watch a stream of a low-rank hunter?]

[The viewers of a stream hosted by an idiot are also idiots.]

[The people watching this kind of stream are on a low level. Hahaha.]

Of course, there are some who cross the line, like insulting firefighters who’ve lost their lives.

But that’s something you can’t avoid.

There are always people like that everywhere.

It’s not something that can be solved by normal people getting angry.

Aren’t people who make excessive comments socially criticized anyway?

Considering that, the gate-clearing streams broadcast by hunters are practically pristine in terms of chat quality and consideration compared to regular streamers.

I didn’t have any sponsors or guilds that would worry about lawsuits.

Being at the start of my streaming career, I attracted all sorts of human trash.

It looked like a game stream, so the bar for criticism was low.

Naturally, it was easy for malicious people to gather.

“So, let’s switch out a player for a moment.”

Therefore, I deliberately led the flow this way.

To lure out the leeches who had gathered in my house.

Being a streamer has always been like that.

Even if a bunch of damn pests swarm and suck your blood, you have to endure it.

You can’t burn down your house just because of a few bugs.

Being sick and tired is better than losing your job.

‘But, what if you had nothing to lose even if you set the place on fire?’

What if you hadn’t even laid the foundation for the building yet?

What if you could attempt arson without losing anything?

‘Wouldn’t it be okay to roast those damn pests into a nice, crispy dish?’

I thought of that idea and decided to put it into action.

“El Ayla, unsummon.”

Camera angle, best.

Boss position, perfect.

Stage setting complete.

Now, let’s have a demonstration by an experienced instructor.

Our aspiring tabloid journalists, watch closely.

‘If you want to sway the masses, you must first grab their attention.’

True manipulation isn’t possible with just a few nasty comments.

Writing is inferior to pictures, and pictures are inferior to videos.

‘First tip to attract people’s attention: do something others can’t.’

You all know, right? 

Spiders are beneficial insects that eat pests.

I awakened the queen who slept in the grave of souls.

“Summon Gigantic Queen Spider.”

[The Ancestor Spirits used Intermediate summoning!]

Kwooooooo!!

In the place where El Ayla left, mana swirled around.
“Screeeeeeeeech!!!!”

In the boss’s collapsed room, the queen spider descended.

[You have summoned the Giantic Queen Spider.]

Thud!

Its eight legs stomped the ground like a tank.

With the same arrogant tyrant’s appearance as in life.

Threatening jaws. 

Four pairs of glistening eyes.

An overwhelming presence that captured all the viewers’ attention.

But today, she is not my enemy.

She is the queen who will devour the rampaging pests and the main star of today’s broadcast.

“Let’s review the content of the last lesson.”

I whispered in a low voice.

“As we know, the highlight of a boss fight is a one-on-one duel.”

A boss monster versus another boss monster.

Not bad. 

This could become a regular feature.

“I’ve cleared out the annoying traps with explosions and dispelled the debuff patterns, so…”

I slowly counted on my fingers and then smiled at the camera.

“…Shall we start the boss fight now?”

The broadcast microphone captured my sleek voice.


With the pests in the chat box exterminated, that calm declaration must have resonated clearly with the viewers.

And as if to support me, a short donation popped up in the frozen chat.

[You have received a donation of 99,999 won from Baek Gwi DO Jang.]

[Daaaaamn!! I believed in you!!]

It was the gunshot announcing the start of the boss showdown.



 
  
    Chapter 21: The Spider and Malicious Comments Depend on How You Write Them (1)


People are always interested in the every move of celebrities.

However, celebrities are also human.

They can’t always share positive news every day.

Moreover, not all fans behave kindly.

There are even some who only take an interest when a celebrity causes controversy or fails.

It doesn’t matter if they had no prior interest in the person; the rise and fall of a celebrity always draws public attention.

This includes people with malicious intent.

[Title: Live Broadcast – Boring Show]

[Content: (Screenshot of the broadcast screen)]

[Look at this idiot’s blank face, LOL]

[He was acting up, saying he’d break through the absolute defence line on his own, but messed up as soon as he entered the boss fight, LOL]

Yeto, who became a hot topic by setting himself on fire, showed signs of failure, and those who disapproved of this disrespectful streamer quickly spread the word of Yeto’s blunder, encouraging public mockery.

[Pretending to be cool with nothing to show for it, LOL]

[It was so cringey watching that loser stream when others were banned, serves them right, LOL]

[If he gets banned from streaming, he’ll starve since he’s just a dayfly in the entertainment industry, LOL]

Their malicious criticisms seemed effective.

For those who roam like hyenas looking for something to mock, Yeto’s failure was a tasty morsel.

“Now, shall we start the boss battle?”

Until it was revealed that the seemingly failed scene was part of Yeto’s act.

The moment the Gigantic Queen Spider descended into the boss room, hunter communities across the country exploded.

[Idiots, LOL, they thought it was a failure, LOL]

[Did you all take screenshots and spread them thinking Yeto admitted failure? What a disgrace, LOL]

[Is that really the issue right now??? How did he summon the boss monster when the brought corpse had already exploded?!]

A twist that the entire flow of the boss battle was planned.

The undead being summoned despite the corpse disappearing.

A one-on-one duel that faced failure and mockery head-on.

A rare battle between boss monsters in the country.

All these elements combined caused a massive surge in traffic in communities related to hunters and broadcasts.

[Popular post: Screw the real-time ban law live broadcast.gif]

[Popular post: I can’t believe he cleared it this way. Our guild wasted hundreds of dollars on the Absolute Defence line and ran away.]

[Popular post: As an A-rank guild filming crew leader, just from Yeto’s filming skills, he definitely seems to come from our industry.]

Numerous popular posts sprouting chaotically.

But there was one commonality among them.

Yeto’s name appeared in all the posts.

That was the only common thread among the countless posts.

[Popular post: I’m so jealous of Yeto I could die.]

[Content: (Proof shot of a B-grade hunter license next to a soju glass)]

[Yeto is an asshole.]

[He gives hope to necromancers in this era of live broadcast bans, only to mock us, implying we’re not in the same league.]

[Pretending to fail, acting like an ordinary person.]

[Pretending to be like a common man you’d find around us.]

[Going for a drink at a shabby bar on college street, complaining about how life sucks, only to later have his father’s secretary come pick him up, saying we shouldn’t call a designated driver.]

[And when I’m flustered looking at the subway timetable and decline, he’d regretfully say goodbye and leave in a Ferrari heading toward Daechi-dong.]

[Today too, I reek of rotting corpses.]

[Emitting a stench like unfermented dregs.]

[And I don’t even have the will to fix myself.]

[Because I know no matter how much I age, I’ll never become a Romanée-Conti.]

[So, I just tremble every day in a corpse warehouse, fiddling with monster corpses that have lost their limbs again, and then go to sleep.]

[And, what?]

(Screenshot of El Ayla dancing and smiling)

(Screenshot of El Ayla tilting her head)

[Is this an undead?]

[Even though I became a B-grade hunter, she is prettier than the fancy-faced hunters I never even got to talk to. But, you’re telling me that she will come running just by calling her name by Yeto?]

[Isn’t “undead” supposed to refer to those who look worse and worse, like moldy cheese buns, every time they’re resurrected?]

[How can the world be so unfair?]

[How can someone end up feeling this miserable?]

[Yeto is a bastard.]

[A truly vile, scumbag bastard.]

[And I, who reek of the smell of corpses, am nothing but a monster butcher who can’t even compare to that bastard.]

<Recommended: 395. Disliked: 11>

The touching writing of a necromancer soaked in tears resonated deeply across all communities! 

Within just a few minutes of being uploaded, this nonfiction piece, which received 300 recommendations, moved many netizens to tears.

◇ Comments:

[Majestic Writing: Don’t drop tear gas while I’m eating…]

[We urgently need a Pulitzer Prize for Novels.]

[If you’re B-grade, aren’t you rich too? What a hypocrite.]

[Come on;; How could a necromancer be rich?]

[Rich (90% of assets are corpses and cold storage rental fees).]

[Netizens have no understanding of people’s feelings.]

[The writing is damn good, but honestly, I find Yeto’s stream just entertaining since I’m not a necromancer.]

[LMAO.]

[At least give some sympathy.]

[Who told the monster undertaker to become a hunter, LOL.]

[Don’t raise your voices too much. It’s just a concept.]

[Moldy cheese bun guy…]

[Corpse porter guy…]

[Is the friend with the Ferrari in the septic tank an essay?]

[Where do you live, you bastard?]

[Your cold storage.]


[LOL.]

[So, what are the people who cursed Yeto at the beginning doing now?]

[What do you think they’re doing? Deleting their posts and running away, LOL.]

[Oh crap, I wondered why I hadn’t seen them around, LOL.]

As the situation unfolded, the community users who had ridiculed Yeto quickly disappeared.

As a result, the public’s mockery naturally turned toward the trolls who made baseless accusations.

[Title: Trolls Deleting Posts and Running Away, How Pathetic, LOL]

Content: 

[These losers got all excited and posted crap, thinking they had a reason to bash Yeto, but nope, they were just talking nonsense.] 

[They thought they had ruined him, but they were just jumping around like idiots.] 

[The first thing they did was delete their posts and change their usernames in the community they lived in.]

[Should we even allow such idiotic losers to have voting rights in modern society, LOL?]

◇ Comments:

[It was an opportunity to leave the internet and go out into society, but they just dug deeper into the internet world… sob sob.”]

[Your mom.]

[As expected of a low-IQ loser who licks hunters’ boots.]

[Two idiots getting excited in the comments… Even the two dislikes on the popular post… Real-name voting, here it is.]

[You wrote it after logging out with a dynamic IP, but your identity is as pure and transparent as your mom’s promiscuous past.]

[Title: XX University Student…! ‘Licking Hunters Makes You a Low-IQ Idiot’, Sharp Criticism…!]

Content: 

(Captured post of a user venting their frustrations)

[The pride of XX University with a GPA of 2.1, YennyBagi!]

[Boldly active in the nasty fandom of Yeonhee, while saying that licking hunters makes you a low-IQ idiot!]

[Even though he wrecked his grades and got kicked out by his mom, he still posts about 50 trash posts every day…!]

[He proved his theory that licking hunters makes you a low-IQ idiot with his own GPA and life…!]

[Oh… Just…!]

[Amazing!! YennyBagi!!”]

◇ Comments:

[Oh, licking hunters makes you a low-IQ idiot? Am I an idiot then?]

[We live in the age of idiots. Public TV is broadcasting the raid strategies live to make the public idiots!]

[Is that why TV is called the idiot box?]

[What is this hypnosis app or idiot-making beam?]

[Phew, I should stop watching strategy broadcasts. I spent 3,000 on Freakene, and it’s all because of the brainwashing waves from the Blue House.]

[Hey, his head is getting stitched up! Hurry, smash it!]

[Server owner, I’ll give you some Huata-style physical therapy and go~
Hurry and spend jewels~ If you’re not here, our game will be ruined~]

[Isn’t there only one XX University student with a GPA of 2.1? Can’t we dig up his info, LOL?]

[He probably has no friends, so who knows his GPA?]

[That’s a blind spot.]

[No need to expose him. The Yeonhee Guild has already filed a lawsuit.]

[A star of XX University falls like this.]
(emoji of a spark)

[With 10 million subscribers, even if only 0.2% of her fans are extreme, they could fill the Gocheok Sky Dome as stalker fans.]

[A woman like a little princess of the Magic Sect.]

[More like a Southern Barbarian Princess of the New Foreign Martial Arts than the Magic Sect.]

[Global fame and still growing after hitting 10 million subscribers…
Despite only having eating shows as content… That’s why she’s cuter… Cute but dangerous viewer participation content.]

[Damn it, won’t you get rid of this, you jerk? Do you want to die??]

[Viewer participation content (participate and die).]

Once Yeto had been established as a phenomenon, the ridicule vanished.

On the other hand, the target of mockery had become the trolls.

Of course, the public did not have any real grudge against Yeto.

The only time lies and deception can beat the truth is when the transmission of the truth is weaker than the propaganda.

The trolls lost to Yeto in presentation.

As long as Yeto’s stream broadcasts the facts, there were no fools to believe such obvious lies.

Moreover, none of the trolls realized the truth that “Yeto used them as a means of promotion.”

“When you find a spider terrifyingly large, just look at my face to calm down.”

[Wow! Compared to the host’s face, the queen spider starts to look cute!”]

[My arachnophobia has been cured after staring at Yeto’s face for three minutes.]


[What an effective prescription. The immediate effect is impressive.]

[This channel prescribes well.]

“Anyway.”

Whether they mocked or supported Jeong Dojin, aka Yeto, the viewers of the stream hadn’t yet realized:

The ability to captivate an audience and the broad perspective
that these were Jeong Dojin’s greatest strengths.
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Jeong Dojin, a genius stock investor, cameraman, and a hunter who would define an era, said,

“The charm of direction comes from the unexpected.”

After summoning the queen spider, I glared.

I was in an unprecedented state of focus.

How could I not be?

“Damn. Even if you have a winning lottery ticket, if you can’t scratch it, it’s worthless!”

What’s the point of all the directing effort?

If you can’t defeat the boss monster, it means nothing.

The stage was set. 

All that was left was to win. 

That’s why I was in this state of focus.

“I must win.”

It couldn’t just be an ordinary victory.

It had to be spectacular and devastating.

A unique battle that commoners couldn’t even approach.

I had to show an impact that would captivate everyone.

“Kieeeeek!!”

And so, the queen spider charged at the insane skeleton.

Given such a grand and noble entrance, I couldn’t resort to cheap tactics.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[13 minutes remaining.]

The donation message indicated the time left until the end.

13 minutes? 

More than enough time.

A seasoned kitchen lady at Kimbap Heaven would have time to serve a bowl of tteokbokki and a roll of kimbap and still change the TV channel.

Compared to the workload of those curly-haired chefs, how easy do I have it?

“You can die fighting! Just go for it!”

Collateral damage to the team? 

Who cares, haha.

If he die, I can just summon again.

[The world’s most carefree rear commander.]

[What kind of commander sends their queen into a trap for their own field of expertise?]

The slanders of bad guys are just background noise.

Swoosh! The queen spider spun a web.

[The Gigantic Queen Spider uses the skill ‘Nest Building’!]

Nest Building was a versatile skill.

It had many uses besides just making webs.

“Kieee!”

The queen spider swiftly moved her eight legs.

The shattered traps were rebuilt into a web.

Swish!

In the blink of an eye, the insane skeleton was entangled in the web.

“Kraaaaargh!!”

The debris became weights, hindering the enemy’s movements. 

The traps guarding the boss turned into shackles.

[The queen’s wrapping skills are impressive.]

[Excuse me, can we get this wrapped to go?]

[It seems so.]

The insane skeleton was a mage-type monster.

A typical rear-line with stats heavily invested in mana and intelligence.

“You don’t have the strength to break the web.”

The insane skeleton guarding the absolute defence line.

Queen Elizabeth of the Lady’s Mansion.

They were both professionals in dominating the stage.

However, with the main weapon lost in the hands of the director,
most of the insane skeleton’s power was sealed.

“I’ve tied your arms. Even your powerful curses are useless if they can’t hit the target.”

With traps and magic sealed, all that was left was a physical fight.

“Kieeeee!!”

Thus, it became Queen Elizabeth’s solo performance.

Ugh!

Queen Elizabeth charged at the insane skeleton like a spider pouncing on its prey.

Her thick jaws shattered the skeleton’s bones.

Bone fragments flew as the skeleton’s health rapidly decreased.

“You dirty invader!”

At that moment, flames burst from the skeleton’s eye sockets.

It didn’t matter that its arms were bound and it couldn’t aim its magic.

Having been bitten on the jaw, every direction was part of the invader’s body.

Seemingly having made up its mind, the boss monster unleashed curses in all directions.

Curses spewed forth, darkening the boss room.

Bone fragments flew, and curses enveloped the queen spider.

Curses poured chaotically from the boss’s jaw.

A desperate struggle with both bosses giving their all! 

A scene you could never see in a regular raid livestream!

Viewers cheered and pounded their keyboards.

[Wow, who’s gonna go down first? This is thrilling, lol.]

[Holy shit, this is a real livestream, lol.]

[This tension of not knowing if they’ll win or lose.. I’ve missed it, lol.]

In pre-recorded broadcasts, the team never fails.

You can’t record a failure when stocks are at stake.


But a live broadcast is different.

No, my live broadcast is different.

“Arghhh!! Damn it!! I take back what I said!! Queen, please don’t die!!”

Why? 

Because even I, the director, felt like I might die from the suspense!

[Breaking news) The world’s worst commander, praying meta ON].

“Prayer meta or whatever, just please!! You can’t die!! I’m out of MP!!”
It’s over! I miscalculated my MP!

I used dozens of corpse explosions with dozens of zombies, summoned the Gigantic Queen Spider on top of El Ayla.

Expecting to have any MP left after that would be shameless.

Potion? 

It’s a good thing I drank one, or I’d be dead, damn it!

“To be honest, it’s surprising my MP isn’t drained, but the Queen Spider’s damage is bigger than expected!”

I still had enough mana to maintain Queen Elizabeth’s summon.

But if she got unsummoned now, it was the end.

There wasn’t enough MP left to summon another creature!

“Hey, guys! The queen is worth her size! She’s eating up a ton of mana! Damn it, what do we do?!”

[It’s so funny when people suddenly switch to informal speech when they’re scared, haha.]

[Ah~♡ A third-rate hunter who can’t even calculate MP~♡] 

“Kyaaa!! Local broadcasters, be quiet!!” 

<Notice: The streamer has disabled chat.> 

[Baek Gwi DO Jang donated 1,000 won.] 

[This crazy guy, hahaha, he turned off the chat, hahaha] 

[Bul Ghost donated 2,000 won.] 

[He asked a question and then immediately controlled it when we answered.] 

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[I think this is a scheme to induce donations.] 

“Do I really look like I’m acting?!” 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang donated 1,000 won.] 

[Yes. No.] 

Even if I wanted to calculate MP precisely, what can I do if my ability is lacking? 

The loyal subjects who dared to advise me should do a five-minute silent meditation. 

I only started working as a hunter in the last broadcast, I’m a fresh newbie. 

Any genre that doesn’t cherish its newbies deserves to fail! 

Grrrr, crack, crack~!! 

“Krrraaaah!!” 

Should I call it a relief or say it went as expected? 

The curse of the Insane Skeleton Defender almost failed. 

It wasn’t that it didn’t hit Queen Elizabeth. 

It just had a minimal effect despite hitting. 

[Aralia donated 10,000 won.] 

[Is it because the boss is undead? The curse is holding up.] 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang donated 1,000 won.] 

[Was the original stat kept over half?] 

The curse of the Insane Skeleton Defender is powerful. 

But if the level is high, the debuff can be endured. 

That’s why I chose this guy for the main role this time. 

I used El Ayla to remove the debuff. 

‘Queen Elizabeth is not a named summon.’ 

The queen spider is different from El Ayla. 

Like zombies, their stats are fixed. 

No matter how much they fight, they won’t grow beyond this. 

‘That means their level is the same as the original!’ 

The original of the Giantic Queen Spider, Queen Elizabeth. 

She would have been high level, fitting a boss mob. 

So she could resist the curse. 

Thanks to her high level during her lifetime, fitting for a boss monster!

“Give me power!!” 

But the enemy didn’t just stand there. 

Flare! 

The flames attached to its body swelled with magic. 

The spider web binding the crazy skeleton melted away. 

“Krrraaaah!!” 

The freed hand bone aimed at the queen spider. 

Boom!! 

There was a shock wave with the trap and bone powder. 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang donated 1,000 won.] 

[It’s a knockback pattern!] 

A skill loved by mage classes for creating distance! 

An invisible force pushed back the queen spider. 

But to me… no. 

To our raid team, it was already visible.

A dozen or so little ghosts surrounding the boss room. 

They found the boss mob’s weakness. 

‘Aim for the spine!’ 

The center of the body, cracked by accumulated damage! 

Instinctively, I manipulated the queen spider’s skill. 

“Keyaaah!!” 

[Gigantic Queen Spider used the skill ‘Nest Building’!] 

The thread it spat out stuck to the remains of the trap. 

Utilizing all eight legs, it spun 360 degrees. 

The remains, led by the thread, spun halfway. 

Bzzzz!! 

Bang!! 

A pillar with centrifugal force smashed into the boss. 

The spine shattered, and the Insane Skeleton Defender’s body flew.

Whoosh! 

Faster than the skeletal body hitting the ground, the queen spider lunged at the boss and bit its bones. 

It was the perfect climax. 

I smiled broadly and made a chopping motion at my neck. 

“Clear.” 

Crack crack crack!!! 

The Ginatic Queen Spider, biting the skeleton’s torso, ground it into the wall of the room. 

“… ” 

The Insane Skeleton Defender’s skull rolled across the floor. 

It was detached due to the friction and weight. 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang donated 1,000 won.]

[Oh… that must hurt.] 

Viewers probably agreed with Baek Gwi Do Jang’s comment. 

That was the end of the fight. 

[The Insane Defender Skeleton has been defeated!] 

[Level up!] 

[El Ayla has levelled up!] 

“…!!” 

I jumped up and gave a standing ovation. 

It was the perfect ending for a tyrant. 

‘And I levelled up three times at once!’ 

It was thanks to breaking through a gate of a higher rank than mine.

Excited, I gestured at the camera. 

“Did you see that, everyone? Wasn’t it a good fight? Wasn’t it moving? I understand if you want to throw money at me. For the next 10 minutes, I’ll accept any compliments.” 

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[You turned off the chat.”] 

“Really? Then you can speak through donations!” 

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[Come fight me, you jerk.] 

[Sirensiren donated 1,000 won.] 

[Unlock the chat or you’ll regret it.] 

[Bul Ghost donated 1,000 won.] 

[Shouldn’t we have time to savour the moment? As soon as it ended, the guy who did the least on the screen starts spouting nonsense, lol.]

As I was celebrating alone, I clicked my tongue in regret. 

Why is the reaction like this? 

If my face filled the screen, they should be overwhelmed by my handsomeness and create a statue like Michelangelo’s as a tribute.

“Sigh. Everyone’s so jaded with their hard lives, always full of complaints. Yes, yes, I’ll be the adult and endure it.” 

[Baek Gwi Do Jang donated 1,000 won.] 

[Please, let me just jab your philtrum once.] 

No way! 

If you hit, even an ogre would explode! 

I got busy like a rabbit sensing a threat to its life. 

And that was my biggest mistake of the day. 

“I don’t want a philtrum punch. Let’s just check the loot and end the stream quickly. “

Not because Baek Gwi Do Jang threatened me and I’m scared… huh?

Sparkle. 

Something sparkled in the pile of skeletons. 

The boss drop in the Absolute Defence Line usually maxes out at 2-3 items. 

Mostly, they’re parts of the wandering Insane Skeleton. 

‘But if it’s sparkling, it can’t be just bones.’ 

I had a little ghost pick up the drop item. 

What it brought out was a rusty piece of metal. 

‘…A key?’ 

The shape of that metal piece looked like a key to me. 

Swoosh-. 

Before I knew it, I was looking at the door in the boss room. 

The door behind the skeleton, which I thought was just a backdrop.

That door stood there arrogantly and firmly. 


As if waiting for the key of the soul to open it. 

Like looking at the key guarded by a dead wizard. 

And so, I realized. 

‘This is… an item that leads to a chained gate!’ 

This hellish gate has a ‘next map’ that no one has reached before.
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The first time for anything makes you hesitate and feel nervous. 

Starting school, taking the college entrance exam, joining the military.

The first day at a new job after a job interview. 

Then there are things like dating, marriage, and childbirth. 

There are countless first experiences that can make people freeze up.

Even on an individual level, these first experiences can have that effect.

But what if it’s the first experience in a field, or even in the entire history of humanity? 

What if an unprecedented event comes at you in an unpredictable way?

Of course, you’d be shocked and frozen in place. 

Anyone would.

“What do I do with this?”

So, I too forgot my professional composure and froze. 

I’ve already experienced being promoted to a voodoo Shaman or watching my retirement funds and future prospects plummet along with the Hunter Association’s stock value. 

I’m somewhat used to unprecedented, astonishing experiences. 

After all, humans are adaptable creatures.

“The set chat restriction time has passed.”

“…Gasp!”

I was thinking that, but it seems I was mistaken. 

Before I realized it, I had zoned out and forgotten to keep up my commentary until the message popped up. 

Damn, what a scare.

But isn’t this understandable? 

Asking me to stay calm in this situation is too much. 

The boss at the Absolute Defence line, the Insane Akeleton Defender. 

A monster that only drops bones, which are just crafting materials. 

Who would have thought this penniless skeleton would drop something unheard of?

“What do I do with this? Do I hide it or not?”

I fell into a dilemma I never wanted. 

But whether it was fortunate or unfortunate, my worry was short-lived.

[LOL, chat is back LOL.]

[Did anything drop?]

[There was something shiny, but the host snatched it away.]

[Yeto, if you mess around and get caught, you’ll lose your hand.]

Even in the unlocked chat, there were viewers who had quickly noticed the drop item.

Damn it. 

Do I have to face this head-on?

I hesitated, but honestly, it was too late to hide it. 

So, I picked up the drop item while pretending not to notice.

“Hmm, it looks like… a decoration or something?”

[Decoration? Why is it flying on its own?]

[It’s probably the ghost cameramen moving it around.]

[Oh right, it’s the ghosts. Forgot because I couldn’t see them, LOL.]

I held the item the little ghost was carrying up to the camera. 

It was a sinister-looking piece of rusty iron.

[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Yeto! Stop stalling and open it up already!]

Then, a donation message popped up on the screen. 

It was a frantic chat from the Hunter Baek Gwi DO Jang.

“Baek Gwi DO Jang, what are you telling me to open?”

[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[A key dropped in the room with the door boss!]

[Baekguidojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Then what do you think that key is for?!]

Wow, as expected of a senior. 

Look at the way he sets the mood like a professional.

“Right, since it’s already out, I might as well go all in.”

It would have been a mistake to try to hide this kind of juicy tidbit. I could use it to build anticipation for the next broadcast.

As Baek Gwi DO Jang and I both realized, this drop item was none other than a key.

■ Item: [Key to the Imprisonment Tower (Unclassified Rank)]
■ Effect: Can open the door leading to the ‘Imprisonment Tower.’

The description was so simple it was almost hard to understand!

But one thing was clear: if I opened this door, a new gate would appear.

‘The Imprisonment Tower must be a chained gate.’

A new type of gate that no one had ever heard of before. 

It was certain to draw unprecedented attention if revealed. 

It seemed the viewers had the same thought.

[Could this be a chained gate?]

[Wow, free content dropping from the sky.]

[What the heck is a chained gate? Explain it in layman’s terms.]

[A chained gate is when another gate appears inside an existing gate.]

Chained gates. 

They refer to gates that are found within other gates.

[In game terms, it’s like the next map.]

Most chained gates share the same background. 

There’s usually some connection between the mobs that appear as well.

How do I know this? 

Don’t underestimate science. 

You can figure that much out just by analysing the soil. 

Or sometimes, you can blatantly find similar parts.

[Or, as they say, they’re from the same world line.]

However, the notoriety of these chained gates lies elsewhere.


[Oh? Then do you get better rewards for clearing the gate?]

[Yeah, you can often get weapons or other good drops.]

[But the difficulty also skyrockets.]

[Difficulty level is rising? This is the absolute defence line, isn’t it?]

[Then, is it harder than the worst E-rank gate?]

Higher rewards.

And even higher difficulty.

That’s what made the infamous chain gates so notorious.

While I was worried inside, I pretended to be clueless and tilted my head innocently.

“A key to the chain gate? This thing?”

[Baek Gwi Do Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Stop stalling and hurry up!! I feel like I’m going to lose my mind, lose my mind, lose my mind, lose my mind OH!!]

What’s with this person, scary. 

Are they doing it on purpose?

Somehow, it feels like they’re really curious and having a meltdown.

‘No way, they must be just trying to help lift the mood.’

The senior’s guidance and grace were truly like the sky.

Thank you, senior…!

“Understood. Let’s give it a shot.”

[If you pose and it doesn’t open, we’ll enshrine you lol]

[Being enshrined for a long time is a blessing to humanity.]

How can nonsense flow so smoothly?

[Maybe he’s serious;;]

[You mean it’s not an act for the broadcast? That’s creepy.]

[Is this a horror movie broadcast?]

Whoosh! 

The little ghosts carried the key.

If I had any mana left, I would’ve summoned zombies.

[But has that door never been opened before?]

[Right? If it was me, I would’ve broken it open.]

[No. An A-rank hunter from Germany hit it for an hour with full buffs and it didn’t break.]

[What the hell, is that possible? Isn’t this an E-rank gate?]

[Why not? It’s probably just a door in appearance, and the map ends here.]

[It’s natural for the wall at the end of the map not to break.]

The traps and walls in the dungeon are a type of structure.

But the dead-end at the edge of the dungeon is a twisted space inside the gate.

It’s an extraordinary event that jumps boundaries.

‘There’s no way that could be possible.’

If it was, there would be no need to conquer the gate.

Just smash the gate from outside.

‘There are only two ways to eliminate a gate.’

Enter the gate and destroy the dungeon core, or wait for it to disappear on its own through time over.

‘The core is either a boss monster or a specific item.’

In the previous gate, the Lady’s Mansion, the boss was the core.

So when I defeated the boss mob, it disappeared right away.

‘Time over means the gate disappears after a certain period.’

At this time, you must not leave any monsters in the dungeon.

If the gate collapses, the monsters will escape the dungeon.

Monsters gaining freedom by escaping the gate!

That means a dungeon break.

‘A door no one has ever opened. That’s why it would be more exciting.’

I couldn’t even imagine what could be inside.

‘Hehe. God blesses me. Free bait is falling from the sky!’

First, Queen Elizabeth. 

Next, the chain gate.

There was never a dry day for content on my channel. 

Is this the great flood of the Old Testament or something?

Click!

The pleasant sound of a lock opening!


It opened!’

My expression became bright beyond description.

The little ghosts struggled to open the door.

“…Huh?”

But the moment I confirmed the scene inside the door, my smile instantly disappeared.

Screeeech… 

Thud!

I made the ghosts close the door back up.

Then, coughing awkwardly, I spoke to the camera.

“…Ahem. Well, it did open. So, should I show you what’s inside?”

[Of course, isn’t that obvious?]

[Yes, stick to your promise!]

What do you mean stick to your promise? 

I’m Jeong.

Still, it was the answer I wanted. 

Thank you very much.

I said sadly, putting on a sorrowful expression.

“Keep my promise? Isn’t it a prejudice to think that just because I made a promise, I have to keep it?”

[This guy’s lost it again]

I said I’d promise, but I never said I’d keep it~~

[I became a fan of El Ayla, but I never said I wouldn’t become an anti-fan of Jeong]

“Yes, yes, I understand. As much as it saddens me, it’s true that I must keep my promises to you all.”

They’re so gullible. Such innocent people.

I wiped the sad expression off my face and smiled brightly.

“Do you remember I said I’d end the broadcast at 9?”

[?]

“What time is it now?”

[8:59:52 PM]

Too bad. 

Time over. 

I exclaimed cheerfully.

“Aww, that’s really unfortunate!! But I have to keep my promise! Please look forward to the next broadcast for the chain gate strategy! See you again, my dear viewers!”

Click!!

I quickly signed off the broadcast after throwing out everything I wanted to say.

I knew it wasn’t a good ending, but there was no other choice.

“…Phew.”

I hesitated and then looked back inside the door.

“Wow, damn.”

A rough curse slipped out of my mouth.

The structure of the gate ‘Imprisonment Tower’ was that terrifying.

“Beeeep~!!”

A tower soaring high like the 63 Building, with no windows or entrance.

Giant vampire bats the size of lions flying around the tower.

‘No entrance means no stairs to go up, right?’


I may look like this, but I used to be part of an S-rank guild’s filming crew.

I’ve cleared quite a few gates by hitching rides.

So I could instinctively sense the concept of this gate.

‘Climb the wall? Up a 100-meter-high tower with blood bats flying all over?’


Break through the mobs and fight the boss mob.

There’s no foothold on the tower, so how do I climb up?

That’s for you to figure out.

“……Aaaaargh!! How are we supposed to clear this!!”

My scream echoed loudly in my living room.
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“Arrrgh!! Why did he end the stream there?!”

9:00 PM sharp.

A pastoral house in the Korean countryside.

Hunter Baek Gwi Do Jang, who had been watching Yeto’s stream, pulled his hair in frustration.

“Logically, he should have gone right in! He only streamed for barely 30 minutes!”

Making us wait for days, only to stream for 30 minutes? 

How does that even make sense?

Of course, that wasn’t a cold assessment from the perspective of a hunter.

“I’m dying to know what’s inside!”

It was the sentiment of a mere viewer, not a hunter!

The frustration of not being able to watch more!

Baek Gwi Do Jang’s antics stemmed from that anger.

At the same time, it was also clear evidence.

“Damn it. When’s the next stream? Is there no announcement?”

Even Baek Gwi Do Jang, a seasoned hunter and streamer, was drawn in by the allure of Yeto’s stream.

“…Phew. There’s nothing. Well, it’s not like it’s been long since the stream ended.”

Thump!

Baek Gwi Do Jang threw himself into his chair, shaking his legs—a habit he had when deep in thought.

“He  broke the Absolute Defense Line well, even though he is still F-rank.”

Baek Gwi Do Jang turned on the association’s website to check the records of the Absolute Defence Line.

‘Ordinary hunters don’t buy that gate.’

Not because it’s scary or dangerous.

‘It’s not profitable.’

Gate raids are a business, after all.

If there’s an absolute need to break the Absolute Defence Line, there are plenty of ways.

‘If you pour money like water, even an E-rank raid can break it.’

You could use potions liberally, just like Yeto did. 

You could have ten mages casting spells in turns. 

You could even bulldoze through traps with thirty summoners.

But why go to such lengths?

‘There’s no reason to.’

The reason hunters fail to break the Absolute Defence Line?

It’s because hunters are people and businessmen.

An attempt where a loss is 100% guaranteed.

It was a difficulty level that hunters naturally avoided.

‘You could maybe fight tooth and nail without spending money, but that’s unrealistic. People would die.’

This is not the early days of the Great Cataclysm.

No one stops a gate at the cost of their life anymore.

The state must also make every effort to prevent such things from happening.

If casualties occur while closing a gate, it means the societal system is lacking.

‘Resolving a disaster by sacrificing human lives and wrapping that sacrifice in heroism—what nonsense is that?’

Outdated heroism. 

There’s a limit to anachronism.

In a healthy society, that shouldn’t be the case.

‘Hunters are people too. Nobody wants to die.’

So, if things get dangerous during a raid, they retreat. 

If someone seems likely to get hurt, they wisely give up.

The stance of not retreating even when it’s time to do so.

That era, where such a stance was called courage, is long gone.

‘Even if you act like a hero, you’ll only end up like the Charlotte Guild.’

A business with no return on investment is avoided.

No matter how dangerous or difficult an E-rank gate is, that’s all there is to it.

Dangerous, difficult, and not cost-effective.

No one likes things that aren’t cost-effective.

Especially when there’s a risk to life, who would?

“…But Yeto is different.”

Baek Gwi Do Jang half-closed his eyes like a batter gauging the pitcher’s ball.

‘Yeto’s raid is unique in every way.’

Clearing the Absolute Defence Line in 30 minutes.

Could even an S-rank guild achieve such a feat?

If it’s a raid with A-rank hunters, it might be possible.

But then, it wouldn’t be a meaningful assumption.

Calculating how long it would take until the end and saying, “We’ll just drop a nuke!” isn’t the same thing.

‘No way. Even an S-rank guild can’t do it like Yeto.’

Having finished his calculations, Baek Gwi Do Jang shook his head.

‘Even if they gather all the promising members of a guild, they can’t clear it as quickly as Yeto.’

Those who are promised to become A-rank someday.

Even they wouldn’t be able to do it like Yeto.

‘Maybe if we gather around ten C-rank summoners.’

It might be possible if there are many raid members. 

If you attack in a group, you can clear it quickly.

‘But the broadcast would undoubtedly be boring.’

It’s just a challenge where it would be impressive even if you fought with your feet. 

The viewers wouldn’t find it interesting.

Moreover, didn’t Yeto clear it alone?

‘Yeto’s broadcast isn’t a business; it’s a challenge.’

At least in the eyes of the viewers.

A fierce yet thrilling fight.

A precious victory won after a nerve-wracking battle!


That’s the kind of broadcast viewers crave.

‘If the raid is too strong for the difficulty, there’s no point in clearing it.’

Isn’t it a psycho reaction to applaud a person who brought a gun to a local kendo tournament?

In that sense, Yeto was unique.

‘They can recklessly challenge as much as they want.’

An E-rank gate that takes others 3 to 4 hours?

He finish it in 30 minutes. 

What does it matter if a few raid members die?

He trigger traps because it’s annoying, including the mobs.

A tank to draw aggro? 

A bomb is the tank, after all.

Even the raid members’ injuries and close calls are used as content.

Running and running, at the world’s fastest speed.

It’s not a ‘shooting’ that carefully considers the win rate.

Even if it’s an unbelievable ‘challenge,’ he just go for it.

In Yeto’s broadcast, even the main dealers worth tens of millions of gold throw themselves into the line of fire without reservation!

“When I think about it again, it’s amazing.”

Baek Gwi Do Jang chuckled as he rewatched the broadcast.

Safety margin for the raid members?

The safety margin for summons is much larger than for people.

Retreat if they’re going to get hurt?

Nonsense. 

They fight to the last one.

Yeto’s raid was different from everyone else in every aspect.

A dream team composed of national representatives who play every day as if it’s their retirement match!

Even in ordinary sports, this would be fun.

‘It’s no longer about the chain gate. Yeto himself is already a hunter worthy of being remembered in history.’

It’s not an exaggeration. 

It was an objective evaluation.

Yeto rewrote the history of gate raiding.

Of course, there will be hunters who feel unfair.

They’ll argue that if they had summons like Yeto, they could do the same.

They’d say they also take care because they value their lives, not because they don’t know how.

‘They could do it too? Ha! That’s nonsense.’

As long as the broadcast is fun, viewers don’t care.

Everything else is just a topic for discussion afterward.

This method has performance relative to investment and whatnot.

They could do it if they wanted, but it’s dangerous, so whatever.

It’s all just excuses.

‘They can’t actually show it on a broadcast, can they?’

Then what’s the difference between that and not being able to do it?

There are many hunters more impressive than Yeto.

Even Baek Gwi Do Jang himself is included.

However, there isn’t a hunter who can do it like Yeto.

There’s no one like that anywhere in the world.

“What’s truly amazing is that Yeto himself knows this well.”

He knew his strengths well and even utilized them.

‘The last two broadcasts were that gala.’

The crazy things that others only discuss at a desk become real broadcast content in his hands.

Of course, Yeto’s broadcast was meticulously calculated.

It’s not pure madness without hesitation, as it appears.

But who cares? 

If it’s fun, that’s all that matters.

And if he don’t rely on luck, it means he can continue to maintain this potential in the future!

“A genius… no, a monster.”

Baek Gwi DO Jang couldn’t help but shake his head in amazement.

Yeto was no longer a new streamer. 

He had become a monstrous figure capable of shaking the world.

With this firm belief, a resolution quickly followed.

“I should invest before he soars completely.”

It’s best to invest early in stocks that are about to rise.

You can’t just play around at the knee and buy at the shoulder.

“Yeto will undoubtedly breeze through the next broadcast, won’t he?”

Having made up his mind, Baek Gwi DO Jan opened his smartphone’s stock account.

Then he remembered.

“Ah.”

He had lost all his extra money rolling coins.

“Dammit… stupid Ethereum.”

Sighing, Baek Gwi DO Jan grabbed his head.

“Nothing to do about it. I have to work, damn it.”

Spilled water can’t be gathered, an arrow released can’t be pulled back.

Lost money is lost money. 

It was time to return to reality.

***

“…Shit! I’m screwed!”

No matter what, it seemed bad.

That was the conclusion I reached after much deliberation.

“This gate, I might not be able to clear it no matter what.”

The day after the second broadcast.

I was groaning, having left the gate unattended.

“The difficulty is no joke. There’s no way.”

Leaving the bait out like that and then giving up would be the end.

So, I stayed up all night pondering the solution.

But even after thinking all night, I couldn’t find a satisfactory answer.

First, the method that came to mind.

Climbing the wall with the Gigantic Queen Spider.

“No, I’d be drained of blood by vampire bats in three minutes.”

After another hour of thinking, the second method.

Herd the zombies and explode them with corpse explosions.

“Dismissed. The distance is too far, and I don’t have enough mana.”

Lastly, the third method that came to mind earlier.

Collapse the tower entirely with a corpse explosion.

“It seemed the most feasible, but… damn.”

I connected my vision with the little ghosts.

I could see the zombies I sent attaching themselves to the tower and heroically sacrificing themselves.

Boom!!

The zombies blew up as they dashed into the tower!

But, disappointingly, the tower remained intact.

“What is it made of? It’s absurdly sturdy.”

Not a single scratch, not even a dent.

How can it not get damaged? 

Is it made of vibranium?

If that tower had been in Joseon, it would have withstood the Japanese invasion. 

I feel like Tanaka-san, a 35-year-old farmer, gripping a bamboo spear and charging at the castle walls.

“Ah, whatever. I don’t know.”

Let’s take a break for a moment.

I dismissed the summoning and turned on the internet.

What was I planning to do? 

Of course, search my name.

[Hot Topic: I’m the delivery person who sent a bomb to Yeto. Ask me anything.]

[Content: (Messenger screenshot)]

[I was the delivery person who brought the Queen Elizabeth corpse that Yeto exploded on today’s live broadcast.]

[I swear, neither I nor my supervisor knew it was a bomb.] 

[Mr. President, we didn’t intentionally violate national security laws, please believe us, sob sob.]

[My supervisor was also furious while watching the broadcast, saying why the hell are you watching this crazy guy’s show…]

[They were worried about getting disciplined.] 

[Convincing them it would be okay was a real struggle.]

[Then after Elizabeth showed up and Queen Elizabeth appeared, they suddenly stopped texting…]

[When I asked if they were okay… that was the last I saw of my supervisor, who was a regular person…]

[In an instant, they were hooked and dragged to Yeto’s channel… they even made a donation account, left with just a final scream… I still can’t forget it…]

[Don’t watch Yeto’s broadcasts, guys.]

[Since then, every broadcast, 10,000 won disappears from my account.]

(Picture of a man with a blurred face and El Ayla)

(Picture of El Ayla making a V sign with both hands)

[Of course, I took a photo with El too.]

[A selfie with the top cool beauty in the area? Haha, no way I could resist.]

[I have more photos than the ones I posted, but I’m keeping those for personal collection since they might get taken down.]

[If you awaken, get a job as an association delivery person.]

[Now, I’m off to play Overwatch. Bye bye~]

<Recommended: 23. Downvoted: 819.>

◇Comments:

[Noted down for being a jerk]

[Call the mods to ban this bastard]

[Why only you get to take a picture with El? Why only you? Why only you? Why only you?]

[Wow, the hunter is really pretty. Which group?]

[It’s Yeto’s summoned creature]

[(This isn’t reality, right? Emoji)]

[(This is the feeling of despair, Emoji)]

[Why is the background daylight but posted at night? Fake.] 

[Author: Dude, if a delivery person spoils the broadcast, they get fired immediately… Of course, I posted it after the broadcast ended…]

[Please admit it’s fake and that you photoshop your face next to El.] 

[I want to awaken too. If I become El’s exclusive delivery person, can I get hired too? I don’t care if I work 24-hour shifts.]

[Author: (Actress walking backward in shock)]

[Title: Let’s hold an El fan signing event]

[Title: El’s vlog channel opening soon???]

[Title: When’s “that guy’s” next broadcast???]

[Title: Yeto, it’s time to retire and give the second Yeto spot to El]

“Oh, it’s that fan delivery person we met that time.”

He took a picture with El Ayla and posted it right away.

I lightly ignored other trivial posts.

“If I catch another big monster, we might meet again.”

I kept browsing the community and found a few more posts that caught my attention.

[Title: But why did the key drop?]

[Content:] 

[(Screenshot of the key on Yeto’s channel broadcast)]

[Isn’t this the key that opens the Absolute Defence Line chain gate?]

[Didn’t it not appear when other guilds cleared this?]

[Why did it only drop when Yeto defeated it?]

◇Comments:

[There must be a reason the key dropped.]

[What’s the reason?]

[Sometimes items drop conditionally when clearing gates in specific ways.]

[Oh? Then why did it drop this time?]

[Friend, how would I know, damn ^^]

[If Yeto had cleared it properly, we could’ve guessed the reason for the drop]

[It took 20 minutes to clear, no people went in, cleared alone, all traps were memes, boss burped, killed boss by farting, class is necromancer, etc.]

[Choose the correct answer (3 points)]

[The scoring is too tight. This year’s exam is tough?]

[This is a completely mind-bending, incomprehensible Korean language problem that even the creator can’t solve]

[If you have to do all that to get the key, then not getting it seems like the proper strategy ^^]

The key to the Imprisonment Tower was also being talked about a lot.

It wasn’t a particularly surprising topic.

Conditional drop items are that rare.

‘One way or another, it’s all about me.’

I grinned. 

What a passionate response!

They all clearly love me!

[Popular Post: Let’s explore Yeto’s severe narcissism Feat. Psychology Graduate Student]

[Anyway, who is this Yeto guy, and why is he getting so much hate?]

[Why does he live like this?] 

[I hope the Yeoheung Yese family association doesn’t send an assassin.

Phew, good thing I’m from the Jeong family.

‘Receiving praise from fans puts my mind at ease.’

After cooling my head, I attended to one of my tasks.

The stock app was open on my smartphone.

[Stock: Korea Hunter Association Inc.]

[Profit rate: 60.84%]

Can you see it? 

This amazing and miraculous rebound?

Everyone! 

My profit rate went up by 4%!

“Ah, I’m screwed.”

I muttered despairingly.

But there was a difference from yesterday.

My face looked slightly relaxed as I cursed, and the news was coming from the TV.

[The controversial live broadcast ban law passed!]


The gate live broadcast ban law had finally come into effect, pushing numerous hunters to the guillotine.

[Law prohibiting live broadcasts, finally established as an international treaty!] 

[Method of using summoned creatures to clear the gate! Ruled constitutional!]

Because from now on, it was my era.

But my concern was still about how to clear the Imprisonment Tower.



 
  
    Chapter 25: Scout – 1


The day the Live Gate Ban Act was cemented into international law.

A black limousine was cruising slowly down Camden Street in the UK.

“When you get old, you should just die. Staying alive, you get to see all sorts of unpleasant things.”

An old man with a head full of white hair scratched his head with a fountain pen.

Sitting in the back seat of the limousine, his shoulders were remarkably broad, making it easy to imagine how he looked in his youth.

The blonde female driver sighed.

“Don’t say that. I don’t want to be unemployed.”

“Oh dear, I didn’t think about that.”

The old man chuckled and tapped the tablet with the back of his hand.

“Be thankful to Hunter Yeto. If not for him, I’d probably be in the hospital by now from anger.”

“It would be easier to protect you if you stayed in one place, whether it’s a hospital or anywhere else… But what do you mean by thankful?”

The female bodyguard glanced at the old man through the rearview mirror, feeling a sense of unease from his words.

“Are you saying Yeto predicted this would happen?”

The old man shook his head.

“I don’t believe in people’s predictions. How can a person know the future, not being God?”

“It’s annoying. Especially in times like these.”

“Indeed. I feel a bit uneasy saying it, but…”

The president of the British Hunter Association grinned.

“I really like young people with spirit, especially brave hunters who face crises head-on.”

“Like the Charlotte Guild?”

“…Are you trying to get fired?”

“More people should want to stab or shoot you, sir. Usually, people being protected stay home in times like these, not giving their bodyguards a hard time.”

“Damn. Quite the mouth you have.”

The light turned red.

As Rosaria stopped the limousine, she said. 

“I heard there’s been contact from the Natu Guild.”

“They made an offer. Still as fierce as a lioness. I just replied that I’d agree to the terms.”

Recalling the conversation she had overheard while guarding him, she asked.

“Are you okay with that? It will be an investment from your personal assets.”

The modest president let out a groan, then sighed and nodded.

“What can I do? It’s time to put some effort into financial management.”

“…Should I chip in a bit too?”

“I’ll take the sentiment. Investing is not something to do lightly, especially when someone is trying to sweet-talk you.”

Of course, it wasn’t the place for the president, who had been sweet-talked by a Korean lioness, to say that.

But what choice did he have?

Without such investments, there seemed to be no hope of reviving the crumbling British Hunter Association.

“Let’s hope you’re a good investment, Hunter Yeto.”

The British president sighed with a mix of hope and resignation, like any ordinary investor at the stock market.

***

Natu Guild, 16th floor. Guild Master’s Office.

“Hehe, an excellent choice, Mr. President.”

Jung Sowon smiled broadly after finishing the call.

Shin Seungah, who was pretending to help with work but actually slacking off in the Guild Master’s office, tilted her head.

“Who were you talking to that made you so happy?”

“The president of the British Hunter Association. He’s investing in us.”

“Huh? Investing? From the British Association?”

Shin Seungha’s face brightened.

She was also a member of the Natu Guild.

“So, how much are they investing?”

“They’re providing equipment. The Mando of the Sand Dunes, and a robe.”

“…The Mando of the Sand Dunes?”

Her bright expression twisted with disgust.

“That’s E-rank equipment! Are they kidding? Who are they giving that to?!”

“Huh? Yeto’s summons.”

“…Who? Yeto?”

Shin Seungha’s face, initially filled with indignation at the idea of being offered E-rank equipment, twisted in confusion.

Jung Sowon didn’t seem too concerned.

“Summons can wear equipment too. If you give it to them when unsummoning, they can bring it back when summoned.”

“That’s not the issue… Wait, equipment for summons? Wouldn’t it be better if other party members wore it?”

“Named summons are different. Like El Ayla? As that summon fights, it levels up, becoming no different from an ordinary hunter. It could even be stronger.”

“Oh, that’s true… But still! Why is the British president giving equipment to hunter Yeto?!”

Shin Seungha almost accepted the reasoning but then burst out.

Jung Sowon replied to her outburst.

“I coaxed him into investing, saying I’d act as an intermediary. We might also consider regularly sponsoring Yeto.”

“…Sponsoring, with someone else’s money?!”

Someone else’s money, and that of a high-ranking foreign association president. 

The absurd news left Shin Seungha feeling disoriented.

“Why not use your own money? You have plenty!”

“Don’t you remember? I said I’d never do stocks again.”

She remembered. 

She had said that. 

Definitely said that.

But who would have thought the busy excuse she had was to make such a proposal?

Too drained to argue, she slumped onto the sofa.

“So, you’re extorting the British president to sponsor a streamer you like?”

“It’s not extortion; it’s a temporary loan.”

Her boss was a scoundrel.

A total scoundrel.

-Clack clack.


Jung Sowon typed on the keyboard.

“Why are you so surprised? After all, that person is a former A-rank hunter. It’s not like they can’t afford to invest.”

“Sure, they can.”

“Exactly. It’s not like I asked them to provide all the billions worth of equipment they used during their active days.”

Jung Sowon’s eyes moved up the monitor.

“You get surprised over the smallest things. Each of your pieces of equipment is worth a few buildings.”

“I don’t want to hear that from someone who walks around with a local government’s 10-year budget on their body.”

“It’s reasonable. Safety is the most valuable thing you can buy with money.”

As absurd as it sounded, it was also true.

For hunters, equipment was their greatest asset.

Just as landlords buy land and businesspeople invest in companies, hunters often converted more than half of their assets into equipment.

‘Hunting monsters is a hunter’s way of making money.’

It’s similar to investing in a business.

Shin Seungha also invests significantly in her equipment.

Losing it all would be a bigger financial blow than a cosmetics company’s stock halving.

A top-tier hunter essentially walks around with the value of a company.

In a world where boats owned by hundreds of wealthy people cost billions, do you think the twenty-something association presidents around the world would cry over a few million?

-Clack clack. The sound of Jung Sowon typing.

Shin Seungha awkwardly rubbed her cheeks with her palms.

“I did hear rumors about the French association president losing ten billion won in one night in Las Vegas…”

“It’s a rumor. It was actually twenty billion.”

“Wow, impressive. Spending twenty billion on a hobby.”

But it must have been an amount they could comfortably handle.

Both the British and French association presidents were retired A-rank hunters. 

They’d have no trouble with money if they lived normally.

Shin Seungha tried to roughly estimate their assets.

It wasn’t difficult since she was also an A-rank.

‘Top hunters’ financial management is akin to oil barons.’

Their basic capital isn’t oil. 

Their capital comes from monster magic stones.

Magic stones are resources that can be converted into 100% cash.

They are used as an alternative energy source.

In modern society, magic stones are like gold.

Some magic stones are even more valuable than gold of the same weight.

Especially, magic stones from S-rank boss monsters are nearly as valuable as nuclear power plants.

And such items end up in the hands of individuals.

No low-class nouveau riche can compare.

‘Dropt items exist, but they’re less viable as capital due to low demand.’

Monster drop items are only used for hunters’ equipment.

The people willing to spend money on them are limited.

If you want to make a lot of money, it’s better to target the general population of 8 billion.

‘That’s why they all do broadcasting or business.’

First, they raise their profile through broadcasting.

Then they establish their own businesses.

They use the money from their business to buy more equipment items.

They then become stronger and acquire more capital (magic stones).

It’s the standard financial strategy for top hunters.

Ordinary hunters’ lives aren’t much different from those of workers or office employees, but that’s something common in any industry for working people.

“If it’s really bothersome, find a sponsor.”

It wasn’t a bad idea to have a sponsor if managing a business felt cumbersome. 

After all, trying to run a business alone often leads to failure.

Having a lot of money doesn’t guarantee business success. 

Even second and third-generation chaebols often fail when starting businesses.

“…I think I understand what the Guild Master is thinking now.”

Thanks to careful consideration, Shin Seungha had grasped Jeong Sowon’s goal.

“You want to be the sponsor of Yeto, right?”

“It would probably be rejected even if we offered. It’s too early for that.”

“Well, there are many people expecting Yeto to succeed. Other guilds must have sponsored equipment too.”

“Yeah? Then what should we do? Shouldn’t we at least provide B-grade equipment to avoid being overshadowed?”

“Are you crazy? Even if we give him equipment that’s above his level, Yeto won’t use it. It’s obvious that viewers would accuse him of winning because of the gear.”

Jeong Sowon spoke while looking at the laptop monitor.

“What’s hard is always the first time something becomes popular. We just need to support him enough to avoid stagnation.”

“So, to ensure Yeto’s growth doesn’t stall?”

“Right. The British Association Chairman would want to restore the reputation of Charlotte Guild through Yeto, so we have to keep supplying him with various things.”

“He got caught, huh?”

“Yes, he did.”

Of course, if Yeto continues to succeed, things will be different. 

Instead of being taken advantage of, we could become the founding contributors who bought low and sold high.

Jeong Sowon didn’t bother to explain that far.

“Phew…”

Meanwhile, Shin Seungha, who had been tense, felt relieved.

She knew, but it reaffirmed that Jeong Sowon was indeed Jeong Sowon.

“Oh? But then, can’t the Chairman sponsor directly?”

Why go through our guild to sponsor him?

There’s no way they’d charge a commission, but thanks to the Chairman, the Natu Guild could win Yeto’s favor.

But wouldn’t the British Chairman lose out on benefits?

Shin Seungha found that point difficult to understand.

Jeong Sowon blinked slowly as she looked at her subordinate.

“Why? Because it would be too conspicuous.”

“Too conspicuous?”

“Investing heavily in a rising figure who’s currently a hot topic.”

“That’s true.”

“There will be articles, and soon everyone will know. If Yeto fails during all this, what do you think will happen to the British Chairman’s reputation?”

“…Ah.”

-Thud!

As Shin Seungha slapped her forehead, Jeong Sowon continued explaining.

“If the Chairman fails repeatedly in investments, his reputation will become irrecoverable. He’ll be labelled incompetent, and he’ll lose his title and public support forever.”

“So he’s investing through us?”

“Yes.”

If he sponsored openly, there would definitely be articles about it.

How embarrassing would it be if every time I bought stocks, reporters said, ‘Shin Seungha bought this many shares of Samson Electronics at this price!’

The thought of the world knowing about my stock transactions is horrifying.

For Shin Seungha, it’s just embarrassment, but it’s worse for the Chairman.

Another failure in investment, following the Charlotte Guild.

His already tarnished reputation would sink even further.

A small investment would suddenly become his final bet, risking his honor and future!

‘No way he can sponsor Yeto like that.’

It’s not that he doesn’t want to; he simply can’t.

Imagine the absurdity if someone came and took all your money just because you lost in a game at the local stationery store.

On the other hand, if he discreetly sponsors through the Natu Guild?

There’s no risk of his reputation being damaged.

Even if it fails, the only loss would be the investment.

If it succeeds, he can later say, “Actually, the support you received was from me,” and build a relationship.

“That sounds like a very wise investment.”

Shin Seungha bit her lip.

She spoke as if it were someone else’s matter, but wasn’t it Jeong Sowon who guided the Chairman to act this way?

‘Oh my goodness.’

Realizing this, Shin Seungha slapped her forehead.

‘She must have anticipated this far just from watching Yeto’s first broadcast?’

When you think, analyze, and hear the explanations, you can understand.

Even Shin Seungha understood when it was explained to her.

But to predict all of this right after seeing the broadcast and choose the most advantageous position?

Shin Seungha shook her head with a pale expression.

It was a mixture of respect and fear.

‘As expected, our Guild Master is extraordinary. Sometimes I want to look inside her head.’

Lost for words, Shin Seungha looked at Jeong Sowon and then became slightly flustered.

…Click, click.

…Click, click, click!

Because the revered Guild Master was frantically typing on the keyboard, glaring at the screen.

Come to think of it, he had been doing that all along.

The sound of the keyboard had been constant since she finished the call with the British Chairman.

“…Um, Guild Master? What are you so diligently clicking on?”

“Refreshing.”

Jeong Sowon replied, eyes glued to the laptop.

“Yeto’s broadcast announcement is supposed to be posted today, but there’s still no news.”

“…I see.”

It’s only 9 AM right now.

“I’m not sure why he is late. Yeto should know this is an important time…”

“Maybe he’s meeting a girl?”

-Whoosh!

Jeong Sowon raised her head.

Wow, a person can ask questions with just a look.

Shin Seungha, called upon to explain, shrank back.

“I mean, he looks like a playboy, doesn’t he? Hunter Yeto.”

“…It’s not good to slander someone, Seungha.”

“Come on, look. Those sly eyes…”

“That’s enough. I don’t believe in face reading.”

“But I do. I came to Natu after seeing the Guild Master’s face, didn’t I tell you?”

“Who cares?”


“It’s accurate.”

“Just get back to work.”

-Click, click.

Jeong Sowon rested her chin on her hand and kept refreshing the page.

The seemingly indifferent clicks were a bit more frantic than before.



 
  
    Chapter 26: Scout – 2


Today, the world was once again abuzz because of me.

[Summoners Guild: The Safest Strategy?]

[Summoner’s Valley: “We’ll Seize All Possibilities”!]

“What a spectacle.”

Of course, I remained composed even amidst the chaos.

When igniting flames, do it hot; when thinking, do it cool.

I’m Jeong Dojin, the burning cool guy.

…tremble, tremble, tremble.

The trembling in my hand is because I’m in manner mode.

I’m Jeong Dojin, a gentleman full of manners 24/7.

“Where’s my damn soju?”

I gulped down the medicine I bought from the convenience store.

Instantly, my heart calmed down. 

This is the power of Cheongsimhwan, damn it.

“Phew…”

I blew into the bottle and glanced at the TV.

News around the world was covering the ban law.

In summary, it went like this:

Live streaming of hunters’ gate operations is banned, but live streaming using summoned creatures is not against the law.

“Well, at least I don’t have to worry about going to jail.”

I turned off the TV and flopped onto the bed.

As I lay there, my worries resurfaced.

I still had no clear strategy for conquering the Imprisonment Tower.

‘If only I could use magic well, I could easily take down minor monsters.’

Honestly, by now, I should have acquired at least one mage-type summoned creature.

If only my predictions hadn’t been off.

…Too bad. 

Even if I had summoned that Insane Skeleton Defender the Sealed Tower would have been a piece of cake.

The boss of the Absolute Defence Line, the Insane Skeleton Defender.

That guy was one of the reasons I was aiming for the Absolute Defence Line.

Undead transformation of a boss monster following Queen Elizabeth!

If this succeeded, my guild would also have a mage. 

A summoned creature that could serve as both a damage dealer and supporter.

‘Even after more than ten attempts, all have failed.’

Why did it fail?

Because the little ghosts couldn’t harvest the soul.

‘I don’t know the conditions for the undead transformation skill to work.’

It’s contradictory to say it doesn’t work because it’s a boss monster.

Queen Elizabeth, another boss-level monster, worked just fine.

‘If only I’d leveled up to 10.’

I scratched my head while looking at my king-god-status window. 

My current level was 9.

‘If I reach level 10, I’ll get a new skill…’

All hunters gain a new skill every 5 levels.

This is the main way hunters acquire skills.

‘At level 5, I got Corpse Explosion.’

Skills are extremely important.

They’re the only way to get stronger besides stats and equipment.

The problem is that the skill you get is random.

Each job has a roughly set range of skills.

Healers mainly get buff or healing skills.

That’s why skill reset tickets sell for a high price.

‘Ah, there are also cases where you can get skills as rewards for clearing gates or from skill books.’

But both are rare occurrences for low-ranking hunters.

The life of a hunter is such a luck-based mess.

It was an overly optimistic expectation.

There’s no guarantee that a summoning skill will appear.

‘Even if it does, it might not be a mage-type summoned creature.’

Maybe it’s faster to turn a mage-type monster into an undead.

“I heard that named summoned creatures like El Ayla also gain skills every 10 levels… Ah.”

At that moment, I felt like I finally understood why I couldn’t make the Insane Skeleton Defender an undead.

‘That guy was already undead when I fought him.’

I groaned and crossed my arms.

‘There’s no way he became undead by my own power.’

He became undead and retained his intellect?

Then he’d be a lich, damn it.

‘He was too weak to be a lich. He was just an ordinary skeleton mage.’

He wasn’t an undead mage who overcame death on his own.

That was my conclusion.

‘He was a corpse turned undead by another necromancer!’

An undead with a clear master, someone else’s undead! 

That must have been the true nature of the Insane Skeleton Defender.

With that thought, I sighed. 

It made sense if that was the case.

“If he has a master, it makes sense I couldn’t take him as a subordinate.”

I had tried to take someone else’s summoned creature. 

No wonder the Undead Rise skill failed.

However, this conclusion also sparked curiosity.

‘Who the hell made him undead?’


It certainly wasn’t a human awakener or hunter.

The Insane Skeleton Defender was a monster inside the gate, repeatedly hunted and resurrected 43 times.

‘Fine. I’ll find out when I go to the Imprisonment Tower.’

I decided to postpone my conclusion.

The gate “Imprisonment Tower” is a chained gate of the Absolute Defence Line.

It seemed unlikely that it was unrelated to the Insane Skeleton Defence.

I’ll find the answer there, whether I worry about it or not.

Of course, it was a bit surprising.

‘No way, the Absolute Defense Line turned out to be a gate with a storyline.’

Gates are connected to different worlds.

To be precise, they’re connected to the past of different worlds.

There hasn’t been a case where the world behind the gate was connected to Earth.

‘A space frozen in a specific time from a certain world.’

That’s the essence of a gate.

At least, that’s what the experts speculate.

‘They speculate it’s a space from the past because the same gate has been discovered dozens of times.’

The Absolute Defense Line we cleared this time is the same.

That place was a gate that had been closed multiple times in the past.

But the same dungeon kept appearing in different places.

‘It’s like having multiple copies of the same video.’

So both the viewers and I knew the structure.

Since it’s a gate that had been ‘rerun’ several times.

‘The monsters inside the gate probably aren’t the originals either.’

For example, they’re like duplicated videos.

‘Whether you save, edit, or delete the NewTube video, it doesn’t affect the original video.’

Even if you make equipment items from monster by-products.

Even if you bring out a poisoned corpse and use it as a bomb.

Even if you summon the spirit as a familiar, it’s fine.

No matter what you do with the duplicated video, the original video doesn’t change.

Besides, that ‘original’ is already a thing of the past.

The gate itself was like a replay broadcast.

‘The spirits used for the undead would be the same.’

I’m just taking screenshots and using them as I please, but the originals of those monsters are probably long gone.

Luckily, monsters don’t have image rights.

…Alright. 

Let’s not care. 

It’s not really important.

What do I care about the truth, anyway?

Do I get curious because I’m a hunter? 

Not at all.

‘This is just like physics or biology.’

The structure of cells is also a mysterious secret of our universe.

It’s a much more valuable secret than the structure of the gate.

But ordinary people don’t know the details.

Even if they’re curious, there’s no way to find out.

So isn’t it the same with the gate?

‘It’s ridiculous to be interested in gates while ignoring other scientific mysteries.’

If a big meteorite falls, the Earth would be destroyed.

But 99% of humanity doesn’t care about that.

They’ve probably never thought about how to stop a meteorite.

Because it has nothing to do with their daily lives.

It’s a waste of time to think about unnecessary things.

What would come out of my mind besides conspiracy theories?

“What’s more important is my immediate future.”

-Kitok!

That’s when it happened. 

My phone received a message.

I quickly opened Kitok.

[Let’s meet tomorrow at 4 PM.]

It was the long-awaited message.

***

Sunday, the day when the golden weekend quickly passes by.

4 PM is a suitable time to meet someone.

If they’re not someone close enough to have lunch or meet from the morning, 4 PM is generally appropriate from experience.

Saturday is not good. 

It’s the first day of the precious weekend.

If someone you’re not close with invites you, it feels a bit awkward.

Sunday morning is also not good.

It’s the time to sleep in after enjoying Saturday.

But by 4 PM on Sunday, most people are awake.

If you wake up later, it feels like you’ve wasted the weekend.

Even if the other person has dinner plans, it’s fine.

I can finish my business within an hour.

The other person just needs to go out a little earlier.

Time has flown by, and now it’s late December.

A time that’s not too early nor too late, just before dinner.

Even if you invest 1-2 hours in someone you’re not that close to, it’s not enough to make you feel annoyed.

Maybe that’s why.

When I arrived at the meeting place, the person waiting for me didn’t look displeased.

Contrary to her, I stood there with my mouth wide open like an idiot.

“You’re ten minutes early. That’s polite of you.”

A beautiful blonde woman sitting down.

She wasn’t the person I was supposed to meet.

“…Why are you here?”

“One of our guild members, who knew you, had something urgent come up. I happened to be free, so I came instead.”

“Ah, I see.”

Excuse me, if you’re going to lie, could you at least make it less obvious?

‘As if you’re free. How could you be free?’

She’s one of the most famous summoner-type hunters in Korea.

The mixed-race woman handed me her business card and said,


“This is the first time we’ve met in person. Nice to meet you, Hunter Yeto.”

“…Nice to meet you. That greeting suits me better, Miss Ian.”

Her name is Ian.

She’s the daughter of the guild master of the Illyun Guild I belonged to.

She’s also the only A-rank summoner-type hunter in Korea.



 
  
    Chapter 27: Scouting -3


Ian. 

The head of the Illyun Guild and the S-class Hunter, Lee Dooshik’s daughter.

Her name and appearance are exotic, but she is Korean.

Her surname is Lee and her name is Yan.

“Miss of the Illyun Guild, huh.”

I received her business card and put it in my phone’s business card holder.

Then, I took out my own business card and let out a bitter smile.

“I’m sorry. I retired and haven’t made new business cards, so I don’t have one to give you.”

Jeong Dojin.

Former member of the Illyun Guild’s Gate Filming Team.

Handing out a business card like this after resigning? 

It would just look like I’m trying to mess with her.

“Don’t worry about it. It’s fine.” 

She said.

“…Thank you for your understanding.”

No, Miss, how could I not worry?

‘Someone who would understand how many prominent figures in politics and business would dance to get just one of these business cards.’

Even the card didn’t look like a work card.

If I called, she would answer. 

Even in this era where second-rate comedians have separate work phones.

The value of a piece of paper is defined by the words printed on it. 

Just like a 10,000 won bill is different from a 1,000 won bill.

‘This business card might as well look like a blank check.’

However, what elevates the value of this card is not just her abilities or background.

“…She looks better without makeup than on camera.”

I subtly observed Ian.

Could she really be bare-faced right now? 

Probably not.

‘I heard a dumb rich kid confessed to her without knowing her identity and got rejected, causing his company’s stock to drop. It’s somewhat understandable.’

A face that could make someone forget about social differences and confess.

A beauty that could make a confession known to the public and lose public favor.

It was something only a beautiful woman who had stolen the hearts of many foolish men could do.

‘Usually, hunters with good looks lack skills.’

People who treat gate raids as film shoots.

Awakened individuals who only gain fame and then run off to the movie industry.

But despite the abundance of such people in the world, Ian never flaunted her natural beauty.

Instead, she showcased her exceptional talent beyond that.

As if saying her strength wasn’t in her looks.

Oh, but that doesn’t mean she didn’t use that face.

‘She’s similar to Jung Sowon of the Natu Guild.’

When I first saw El Ayla, I was thrilled.

Jung Sowon, Ian, Yeon Hee, and other outstanding hunters with both skills and beauty in Korea.

It was a joy beyond words that someone as talented and beautiful as them became my teammate!

‘As superficial as it is, there’s no industry as superficial as broadcasting.’

So I put El Ayla at the forefront.

A main dealer with both looks and strength is the best.

To put it another way, Ian is a beauty on par with El Ayla.

‘If we only consider looks, excluding rank and skills.’

Including other factors, El Ayla would be completely outclassed.

Ah, I’m sorry, my poor F-class Master.

‘I don’t have any personal acquaintance with this young lady.’

Naturally, as I was just a cameraman. 

It would be stranger if I was acquainted with the chairman’s daughter.

‘In the first place, I was here to meet someone else.’

As if I would call the future guild leader of Illyun. 

The person I was supposed to meet today was my friend.

Ji.

A member of the Illyun Guild who was content with just being a support member. 

Incidentally, he’s a man. 

A hairy male human.

“Ahem.”

The silence stretched on. 

I cleared my throat.

“Anyway, thank you for coming in place of my friend.”

“Don’t mention it. If I’m to be thanked, I’d rather it be for something else.”

“Pardon?”

“In fact, my father was going to order the guild members to avoid contact with you. But I managed to stop him.”

She brushed her voluminous blonde curls aside.

She had an adorable face, but her expression was very cold.

Like a Hollywood actress filming a movie.

It felt like she was acting.

I just blinked. 

There was no reason to be scared.

“You stopped him? Why?”

“Do you mean why my father wanted to prevent you from meeting the guild members? Or why I stopped him?”

“Uh, both?”

I shrugged as I asked.

Honestly, I wasn’t curious about the latter, but it was polite to ask.

“The answer is the same for both.”


Ian pulled out a document envelope from her bag.

“To invite you to our guild, Yeto.”

The mixed-race conglomerate heiress handed me the document envelope.

As a result, I missed the timing to ask further questions.

Revealing the main point and then immediately switching topics without giving the other party time to think.

It was a typical negotiation technique.

“I enclosed the file you requested on the USB. Apparently, it contains tips for summoner-type hunters on gate strategy.”

“Did my friend tell you what’s inside?”

“I didn’t ask. He explained on his own. I hope you don’t think badly of him.”

“Why would I? I’m not that petty.”

If a superior asks, he could just answer.

As a generous person, I fully understood.

‘A USB, huh.’

I felt the envelope and half-closed my eyes.

Advice useful for summoner-type hunters.

It was exactly what I had asked my friend for.

‘I wanted to get some tips before tackling the Imprisonment Tower, but this is how it turned out.’

I had planned to ask over a drink, but why did he bother sending a USB?

‘Oh, right. It’s probably because of this young lady.’

Me, my friend, and this young lady drinking together?

What is this? 

The hell you go to if you don’t drink with your boss?

A study meeting on summoning arts, maybe? 

Dante would be inspired to write two more books if he saw that hell.

‘I would rather stay up all night making a PPT than have a three-way meeting with the chairman’s daughter.’

Since he even made a file, I had no complaints.

It saved me the trouble of taking notes at the drinking party.

“I enjoyed your broadcast.”

Ian’s blue eyes narrowed slightly.

“You were impressive. Since you focused on filming while you were in the guild, the guild never realized your talent. It was a tragedy for both of us.”

It’s okay. 

I only recently realized I was a genius.

“So, are you a fan of mine now?”

“I plan to be if you come back to me.”

She spoke as if she were flirting with a guy in a club.

Even knowing it was a negotiation tactic, I was slightly tempted.

Men are such sad creatures. 

Sigh.

“It was a good debut and a great broadcast. We also regret losing such a competent cameraman. But the arrival of a talented hunter is enough to make up for that regret.”

Ian placed her hand on her chest, over her sweater.

“Yeto. Come back to the Illyun Guild.”

“Me? Why?”

“Because we can give you what you need, more than you could want.”

It was a grand statement, but it was easily passed over.

This young lady has a silver tongue. 

What a poker face! 

Even a garbage collector would hesitate less than she did.

She pointed to the envelope she handed me.

“That advice is from a C-class hunter. While a hunter’s rank doesn’t determine their worth, it does affect the quality of advice.”

Ian didn’t say much more.

Instead, she confidently held out her hand.

The hand of an A-class summoner.

“There is advice here that will lead you to an even more brilliant stage.”

It was a proposal.

A scout offer, wanting to hire me as a hunter.

…Specifically seeking me out after I had resigned to scout me.

I scratched my cheek as I looked at the outstretched hand.

‘Is this also proof that I’ve become somewhat famous?’

It’s a national rule to take in promising prospects and nurture them.

Besides, I’m not even thirty yet.

‘There’s nothing strange about wanting to recruit me.’

The broadcast I ran on my own became an instant sensation.

‘If they recruit me, they’d secure publicity and see their stock price skyrocket.’

In fact, I’ve already received several similar offers. 

Some have even sent contracts through email or parcel. 

However, all of those offers were from B-grade or lower guilds.

‘I’ve attracted too much attention. Considering the risks, the A-grade guilds must have hesitated.’

But as of yesterday, the prohibition law has been fully established. 

The summoner task force was also ruled constitutional.

Starting today, offers from A-grade guilds are likely to come in.

‘That’s why Illyun Guild must be feeling the heat.’

Their former member awakened and succeeded as a hunter, only to join another guild?

‘That’s something that could make them not just jealous but outright furious.’

It’s not just a matter of missing out on a big fish; it’s something to be mocked for.

I dare predict that when this news breaks, people will say Illyun Guild was foolish to let go of a good talent. 

It’s common in the sports world, right?

‘So Ian came to see me in person. The audacity and speed of it all.’

An A-grade hunter is indeed different. 

If she had been born a thousand years earlier, she might have been one of the top 100 historical figures that elementary students memorize.

Her name is unique, so it would have been easy for kids to remember.

I chuckled as I shook the document envelope.

“There are probably people who wouldn’t like it if I returned.”

“That’s just one person’s opinion. And I’m a better individual than that person.”

She seems to have figured out all the personal relationships in the company.

Her blue eyes were cold and unflinching.

“If I’m rejected three times, I won’t make any more offers. The door will always be open, but whether you enter with me or not will make quite a difference.”

It’s a kind offer. 

Compared to the days when I was stuffing envelopes, it’s quite touching.

But that’s all there is to it.

I politely covered her hand with mine and lowered it.

“Your offer is flattering, but I’m sorry. I don’t plan to join another guild.”

“…It seems there was a faster scout than me.”

“There was, about five years ago, a guy named Jeong Dojin.”

This time, even Ian seemed at a loss for words.

I don’t know why, but I felt a sense of accomplishment.

‘But if I go back to Illyun, I’ll never be called “boss” again, right?’

I want to be a guild leader.

A one-man army is cool. 

It’s a summoner’s fantasy.

“…If that’s your wish, I understand.”

Ian changed her demeanour as if turning off a lightbulb.

She seemed to realize I was serious.

Can you see this, King Sejong? 

Thank you. 

As long as you stick to the same words, sincerity will get through…

“Honestly, it’s somewhat humiliating, but if you ever change your mind, please come find me. Illyun doesn’t refuse talent, regardless of type.”

“You’re very generous, aren’t you?”

She even extended her hand, only to be rejected outright.

Eyan then smiled faintly, as if on purpose.

“It’s a small token of appreciation. There’s no copyright on strategy guides, but I have a conscience.”

“…You’re honest. You wouldn’t make a good businessperson.”

“Because I’m a hunter. I’m more suited to chasing and hunting.”

That sounded completely different to me.

‘Are you going to imitate my summoner task force and catch up?’

A very calm declaration of war, indeed.

We may be competitors in the future, but honestly, it was kind of cool.

“Well, I’ll take my leave. The next time we meet, we might be rivals.”

A sleek driver opened the back door.

That limousine that’s been bothering me since earlier.

“…Oh, and one more thing.”

The car window rolled down, and Ian stuck her head out.

“I’m not an A-grade hunter, Jeong Dojin.”

Maybe she knew I would never be under her command.

Even though she was rejected, she became even more polite.

Vroom.

The car carrying Ian left me with just those words. 

The limousine didn’t even make a sound. 

Impressive.

I scratched my head and first took out the USB.

-Plop.

Only a USB was in the document envelope. 

How stingy. 

Overpackaging should be banned too, seriously.

I pocketed the USB and discarded the documents.

Then I took out the icon of modern civilization, my phone.

‘There’s definitely a demotion system for hunter ranks.’

Hunters whose skills have declined get demoted.

It’s a bit harsh, but given the dangers, it’s only natural.

It would be disastrous if a washed-up A-grade ruined promising juniors.

‘But Ian is still in her prime.’

That ice-cold music box-like lady is younger than me.

Would she ever be demoted to B-grade?

Nonsense.

I opened the internet and slapped my forehead.

There was no need to search for Ian’s name.

[Hunter Ian promoted to S-grade!]

The big news that overshadowed my past achievements was making headlines in all domestic media.

[Youngest S-grade hunter in history, registered in Guinness World Records!]

[Illyun Guild rises to have two S-grade hunters!]

[Guild Leader: “A rightful evaluation has been made.”]

Damn it! 

My name disappeared from the trending searches!


“Damn, how can they do this right after a declaration of war?”

I can almost hear the stock price of my former workplace rising.

Where can an F-grade voodoo Shaman live without feeling resentful?

I’ll clear the Imprisonment Tower and take the promotion test. 

Damn.



 
  
    Chapter 28: Scout – 4


After meeting with Dojin Jeong, Ian returned home.

“Welcome back, Miss Ian. The guild master invites you to join him for dinner.”

“Please stand aside. I’ll change and come right away.”

After changing in the wardrobe room, Ian headed to the dining room.

At Ian’s seat, there was a traditional course meal, and in front of her father, who was already there, a luxurious Korean meal was neatly prepared and steaming appetizingly.

“Sorry, I must have taken too long changing.”

“It doesn’t matter. Sit down.”

Clink, clink.

The sound of utensils scraping against dishes was faint. 

It was very quiet for a meal between a father and daughter.

“How was America?”

The S-class hunter, over fifty years old, spoke.

It was a rare dinner with his daughter, but his face was stern and showed no hint of a smile.

“It was good. There were a lot of gates, as expected from such a vast land.”

“I see.”

His question was cold, and her answer was curt. 

Such uncharacteristic conversations were already a part of their routine.

“There was some noise during your return.”

The Illyun Guild Master changed the subject nonchalantly.

It was a point Ian had anticipated being brought up.

To them, meal times were for such discussions.

“I heard you declined invitations from many high-ranking officials who wanted to meet you.”

“Yes.”

She agreed without a single word of objection.

Ian’s trip to America over the past few weeks was solely for the purpose of her 5th-grade promotion assessment.

Illyun Guild’s 1st team members tackled an S-class gate!

It was meant to be the crowning achievement of Hunter Ian’s career.

On the other hand, this operation was also a long-term plan of Ilyun.

Illyun guild master and S-class hunter, Lee Doosik.

The S-class gate attack without him was proof to hunters worldwide.

Proof that Illyun was still an S-class guild even without its guild master!

‘Now Illyun has secured two S-class hunters.’

His eyes gleamed with a faint sense of anticipation.

This overseas expedition was a massive success, comparable to the challenge of the top ten gates being prepared by the Natu Guild.

Furthermore, Illyun was the only guild in the country with two S-class hunters.

However, during her return from the successful raid, Iad had almost abandoned the connections she had made in the United States.

This was the point that Lee Doosik pointed out.

“You built relationships over several months. Cutting ties was reckless.”

“There were no ties to cut since none were made.”

Ian cut her food without making a sound.

“Now that I’m an S-class, trivial connections are a burden. Now is the right time to prune unnecessary branches.”

Many people want to associate with an S-class hunter.

Accepting all such connections would only hold one back.

Thus, Ian classified her connections into three categories.

Connections not worth spending time on.

Connections that only required minimal acquaintance.

And connections that must be maintained at all costs.

Ian recalled her meeting from a few tens of minutes ago.

‘Maintaining a minimal acquaintance with Mr. Dojin should be sufficient.’

It’s not that she looked down on him.

Ninety percent of connections fell into the first category.

If anything, considering the F-class hunter as a “necessary acquaintance” was high praise.

Though Ian didn’t realize it herself, if Jeong Dojin knew, it would be high praise enough to warrant taking antacids.

On the other hand, the self-proclaimed high-ranking officials in America were different.

Even if invited, there was no reason to attend.

‘The people who invited me probably didn’t expect me to attend all the invitations.’

So there was no problem in declining.

That was the “official” excuse Ian had prepared.

“An excuse.”

And the Illyun Guild Master saw through his daughter’s lie.

“That’s a reason for being able to refuse, not a reason for having to refuse. Why did you rush back home?”

Ian’s knife stopped abruptly.

She set down the food she was about to eat.

“Jung Soweon returned to Korea before her S-class assessment and built her fortress with her bare hands. Without clinging to the fame she had built in America.”

She looked at her father with a cold expression.

“Why would I not be able to do what Jung Soweon did?”

“It’s your future. What does it matter what I think?”

“It’s not a problem. At all.”

“Then that’s fine.”

The father-daughter meal ended in 40 minutes.

Ian walked through the long corridors of the mansion.

“Is my room still the same?”

“Yes, miss, it’s been regularly cleaned.”

“Then there’s no need for you to guide me. You may rest.”

Ian, with eyes slightly bloodshot, removed her contact lenses.

Her eyes had been slightly injured during the gate raid. 

Even with magic and potions, it would take time to heal.

“Don’t let anyone in until I call.”

“Understood. Have a good night, miss.”


“Goodnight to you too.”

After seeing off the departing housekeeper, she returned to her room.

The simple and neat room was somewhat comforting.

But the nostalgia was fleeting.

Ian looked around and opened the wardrobe.

She pulled out a box sealed with runes from the back.

The rune characters were the mark of the ‘Sealed Summoning’ skill.

It was a skill she had obtained from a gate.

If anyone tried to forcibly open it, the high-level spirit released from the rune would burn everything in the box.

And Ian would make sure to find and punish anyone who burned her treasure.

-Click.

Ian released the seal and took out a photo.

She glanced around, checking the soundproof booth.

After confirming there was no problem.

“…Hehe.”

The ice-cold expression on Ian’s face melted away.

Carefully, Ian’s pulled out the contents of the box.

Jung Sowon’s keychain, calendar, photobook, magazines she appeared in.

Newspaper articles, accessories, even autographed cards.

Inside the box, there were only items related to Jung Sowon.

“Hehehe, Sowon unnie~♡♡”

Ian hugged the treasured items tightly and smiled brightly. 

The sight was clearly that of a passionate fan who found joy in supporting an idol.

“I endured it with the thought of making a pilgrimage to the places where Sowon unnie made her mark, but America is just too vast….”

The reason Ian hurried back to Korea was to dive into this pile of treasures and heal her mind and body as soon as possible. 

She couldn’t bring her precious items along for the promotion exam trip to the United States with her guild members.

Holding a doll that Jung Sowon had advertised as a product, Ian buried her tired face into the bed.

“Ugh, it was tough. Today was really tough…”

The Natu Guild and the Illyun Guild. 

These are two of the top three S-class guilds in the country. 

Officially, they are rivals. 

Because of this, Ian had never had a proper meeting with Jung Sowon.

There were even times when she had to give up attending fan meetings, despite winning the lottery, with tears in her eyes.

But from today onwards, it was different.

From today, Ian was also an S-class hunter. 

While being the daughter of a guild master didn’t make her worthy of interacting with Jung Sowon, now that she was an S-class, it was different. 

Of course, she wouldn’t be able to take friendly selfies together.

However, with this status, she could meet her more closely than any other fan.

“…Maybe unnie might be thinking about me too?”

If that was true, she would be really happy.

Hugging the doll, Ian’s eyes sparkled with anticipation. 

It didn’t matter if it was a future that hadn’t come yet. 

As long as this trivial yet heart-filling happiness existed, Ian could endure another tough day.

“…I’ll work hard tomorrow too, unnie.”

Chasing after rather than being chased. 

Being someone’s fan rather than having fans. 

She believed that was a much happier life.

Ian. 

A summoner-type awakened person. 

S-class hunter. 

Age 24. 

Still an age where she could be sincerely into idols.

***

Late at night, Jung Sowon absentmindedly touched her earlobe.

“Is someone talking bad about me?”

She felt a slight curiosity but soon lost interest. 

With fame comes proportional criticism. 

There was never a time when someone wasn’t badmouthing her.

Besides, she was preoccupied with something else at the moment.

“…Is Yeto planning to make the announcement tomorrow?”

She tapped her phone with her pinky finger. 

The Yeto channel refreshed on the screen. 

It was something she had repeated countless times throughout the day.

“Ah.”

Applying cosmetics to her face before bed, she widened her eyes. 

A new announcement had appeared on Yeto’s channel.

◇Yeto Channel

[Announcement of a live broadcast strategy for the new gate ‘Imprisonment Tower’]

[Let’s meet on Friday at 7 PM, without a doubt.]

[Completely legal and wholesome strategy broadcast in the new year!]

[No new guests. Sad, right? I’m sad too.]

[Ads available 24/7. Banner goes here.]

[@@@ Thank you for reaching 300,000 subscribers @@@]

“…Hoo.”

There wasn’t a trace of seriousness to be found. 

But for some reason, it left a strong impression.

Looking at the announcement, she opened the messenger. 

It was an impulsive action without much thought.

[Seungah.]

[Seungah.]

[Yes, guild master.]

[I feel a chill all over my body whenever you call me that.]

The loyal guild member responded quickly. 

Although the content of the reply was slightly displeased.

[Stop joking.]

[This is important.]

[Yes, yes. So, what is it?]

-Tododok. 

Jung Sowon typed on the keyboard.

[I’m taking a day off tomorrow.]

[?]

[This]

[Excuse me? Jung Sowon?]

[You’re the guild master, remember?]

[Goodnight. See you on Monday.]

[( ° 7°)]

[The guild master taking a day off?]

[Isn’t it the weekend, and the guild doesn’t even rest?]

[I thought it was about the new S-class in Illyun…]

[Guild master? Guild master?]

[Ignoring messages isn’t fair, seriously.]

Click! 

Jung Sowon turned off her phone to avoid receiving calls. 

She would be able to sleep well tonight. 

It was an unexpected day off… no, a vacation. 

And it wasn’t for any particular reason.

She stroked her cheek as if reassuring herself. 

“This is just… yeah, because tomorrow’s Friday.” 

She just wanted to take a break by extending her weekend. 


Lately, she had been incredibly busy preparing for the top 10 gate strategies and dealing with the live broadcast ban law. 

So, taking a few days off wouldn’t be punishable.

“I’m looking forward to it.”

Holding her smartphone with both hands, Jung Sowon smiled. 

It was a four-dimensional laugh, befitting her unique, quirky nature.



 
  
    Chapter 29: For Elise – 1


There are no clear answers to the problems we face in life.

“The fact that there’s no correct answer to life’s questions can be both an advantage and a disadvantage, right?

It’s a huge blessing that there’s no set answer in life.

You don’t have to blame yourself for making the wrong judgment.

“There’s no marking your life with an X, right?

This is a huge advantage. 

For example, how annoying would it be if every time you bought a pack of cigarettes, a message popped up in your head saying, ‘Wrong answer. Your lung cancer stat has increased by 1’?

‘Why do people hate studying so much?

In exams, the correct answers are predetermined.

So, you can immediately find out if you’ve answered correctly or not.

The evaluation of whether you’re right or wrong is instant.

‘It’s like getting criticized every time you check the answers, feeling like you’re being told you’re wrong. How could anyone enjoy studying?

That’s why people hate studying and exams.

Problems with predetermined answers divide people into ‘wise’ and ‘wrong’ categories.

‘But there’s no such answer sheet in life, is there?

There are no correct answers in life.

Since there are no correct answers, there are no wrong answers either.

In your own life, you’re free to be wrong. 

There’s no scolding or score deduction for making mistakes.

But if you change your perspective, this can also be a disadvantage.

‘Without an answer sheet, you can’t learn from your mistakes, right?

Wouldn’t it be nice if there was someone who could accurately point out when you make the wrong choice?

If you could see the stat increase for lung cancer, wouldn’t cigarette sales visibly decrease?

If they showed you a message saying, ‘This is your nicotine-soaked lung,’ even a heavy smoker might consider quitting a little.

‘Sometimes you wish there were correct answers in life, right?

Because there’s too much randomness in this world. 

Like when the stocks you invested all your loan money in go bust.

So, I was sighing deeply today.

“Damn. Is this really the right strategy?”

I was pondering over the strategy for the ‘Imprisonment Tower’ for days.

Wondering if it was truly correct or not.

Friday, 6:30 PM.

As I was preparing for the broadcast, I was confused about my job, torn between being a full-time jobless person, a NewTuber, and a hunter.

Would the strategy I came up with work or not?

Even I, who had been preparing, was still wavering.

It’s hard to test whether this approach will work or not.

There were about 30 minutes left before the ‘Imprisonment Tower’ strategy broadcast. 

I could take a quick peek if I wanted to.

I had time to take a quick shot and get a feel for the difficulty.

But I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

“If only the dungeon didn’t look like this, I would’ve tested it out before entering.”

I clicked my tongue as I gazed at the high tower surrounded by ghosts.

Blood bats circled around the tower’s walls.

Those guys were the source of my worries.

“It’s uncertain how the blood bats will react if they get hit first.”

Will they stay put even if they get aggroed?

Or will they descend, unlike the trap situation?

If they swarm down, it’s easy to hunt them. 

You can call zombies to tank and wipe them out.

But then the broadcast concept would change, wouldn’t it?

The strategy to climb the tower would fail at that moment.

It would turn into a monster wave survival against the enemy.

‘If the concept changes suddenly, it’s hard to respond.’

My ability to respond and my composure would drop.

That means I wouldn’t be able to create an interesting broadcast.

‘If a fight starts right after the first hit, I’d have to fight before even starting the broadcast?’

The main content of my channel is gate strategy broadcasts.

But what if I dealt with the small fries beforehand and then started the broadcast?

‘They’d accuse me of faking it and causing a controversy.’

I shook my head, predicting the reaction.

It wouldn’t be clear whether I killed the mobs myself or if someone else did.

It’s a sure way to cause a scandal, like hidden advertising.

It’s even worse that there’s no way to prove my innocence.

“Even if the answer you want isn’t there, you have to make do with what you have.”

Isn’t that how making a living works?

After waiting for the remaining 30 minutes while stretching.

I switched the broadcast I had set up to public.

“Hello? Good evening, my beloved viewers. It’s your idol, Yeto.”

[What the hell, I hear nonsense as soon as the broadcast starts.]

[Did a ghost possess the speaker?]

[I don’t even know where to start criticizing.]

[As soon as you open your mouth, it’s all lies.]

[Why was the announcement so late today?]

I told them not to like me so much. 

You’ll get attached.

“Yes, nice to see you all. Maybe it’s because the gap between broadcasts was a bit long last time, you all cursed me so much that I came back quickly this time. There’s no need to thank me separately.”

[It’s your job to make money from the broadcast, so why should we thank you?]

[Of course, you should come back quickly, you punk. You ran off after just 30 minutes in the last broadcast.]

[Ppu-shuung-pang~ There’s a NewTuber who does a one-hour broadcast and then lazes around all week.]


[Get to work, you useless reporter’s son.] 

[Why was today’s announcement so late?] 

Ugh. 

Look how scattered the thoughts are. 

With tens of thousands chatting, the chat never stops. 

‘No wonder the streamer can’t respond to every single message.’ 

The captain of a streaming ship can’t steer based on where the passengers want to go. 

Unfortunately, I had to ignore most of the chat. 

Thankfully, my worries weren’t long-lived. 

[Show us the chained gate quickly, show us the chained gate quickly, show us the chained gate quickly, show us the chained gate quickly.

There were passengers who wanted me to go where I intended. 

Right, if you come to the gate live stream, you should watch the stream.

[Serial gay?] 

[It’s a serial gay…]

[Choo choo gay…]

Ignoring the idiots above, let’s start right away.

[We’re here to see the new chain gate.]

[The Aside Guild said they’d buy and strategize when the next chained guest comes up.]

[Where is this “Aside” no-name guild from?]

[Aside Guild Master, stop pretending you’re someone else and commenting while logged outᄏᄏ]

[I asked why the announcement was late today.]

Clap! 

I clapped my hands towards the camera.

It was to draw attention.

“Everyone, this is a rare opportunity. Today’s broadcast will be about tackling the chain gate of the Absolute Defence Line, the Imprisonment Tower. Let’s take a look at the screen.”

The angle shifted to show the Imprisonment Tower.

[What’s this? What’s this?]

[Is this the gate we’re breaking today?]

Are you speechless? 

Does it feel awful? I

t feels the worst to me

[Wow, that’s so tall, haha! Is that a high-rise apartment building or something, haha?]

[No joke, it looks like it’s at least 100 meters tall.]

[How are we supposed to climb that? It’s more challenging than the Absolute Defence Line.]

[In a trap, at least you can take a break if you’re tired. But this tower doesn’t even have a good place to rest while climbing.]

[Exactly! Just a glance tells you that this is an absurdly difficult gate, far beyond the Absolute Defence Line.]

He clicked his tongue and shook his head. 

He wasn’t acting; the frustration was genuine.

“Look at this. The boss mob is probably at the top of the tower, right? But if a person climbs the wall, both hands are occupied. Even with tools, it’s the same. You can’t fight.”

[Why not just go inside the tower?]

“There are no doors. We even tried blowing it up with bombs, but whatever it’s made of, it didn’t even get a scratch.”

[You couldn’t resist blowing up innocent zombies again, huh?]

[Ranked number one in ‘Men You Don’t Want at Your Funeral,’ selected by Fomos.]

[Is it an unbreakable gimmick like the door in the Absolute Defence Line?]

[Haha, I get it. You’re thinking of bypassing the mobs and summoning from the top, right? Just beat the boss and run away.]

[Does this guy have the intelligence to watch Yeto’s broadcast?]

It was a plausible suggestion, but not worth considering. 

Honestly, I wish I could do that too.

“You’re suggesting we just go to the top and kill the boss? That’s not gonna work. What if the Blood Bats hear us fighting the boss and swarm us? If they gang up on us, we’re done for.”

Besides, what do you plan to do by leaving the mobs alone? 

That would lead to a dungeon break, you idiots.

You’re going to beat the boss and run away from the gate?

That’s worse than just eating the eggs off a kimchi fried rice.

There’s a limit to cherry-picking. 

Hunters are supposed to close gates. 

But leaving mobs behind because you’re a Hunter? 

If the gate collapses, monsters will escape too.

“That’s clearly against the association’s rules.”

The burly association members and police would show up at your house. 

No excuses; you’d lose your license and get a black mark.

“There are no other options. It means we have to climb the tower. It’s going to be very difficult.”

There were reasons why any method seemed impossible, but it would be tedious to explain them all, so I’ll skip it.

I turned the angle to zoom in on the Blood Bats.

“The Blood Bats are just mobs, but they’re tough to kill without using your arms. They can fly, after all.”

[What if we get attacked while climbing and fall?]

“You’re curious about what happens if we fall? If you’re curious, I’ll show you.”

[Show us?]

[Hey guys, the host put zombies on the tower…]

[Huh? Seriously?]

I turned the screen to show the opposite side of the tower. 

There was a zombie climbing the tower with bare hands.

[Urrrrgh!]

[How many bats are on that one zombie? How much can that skinny thing possibly provide?]

The faint groans of the zombie echoed from the ground. 

The Blood Bats, each the size of a human head, covered the zombie.

“Scrreee!!”

The Blood Bats attacked the zombie, who couldn’t use its hands or feet.

Despite being a tank, the zombie didn’t climb far before falling to the ground.

Whhooosh… 

Thud!

“Argh!”

As soon as it fell, the zombie lost all its HP and was unsummoned.

[Wow, it didn’t even make it 10 meters.]

[In architecture, a floor is roughly 4 meters high. Falling from the top would be like falling from the 25th floor.]

Seeing the zombie’s state, the viewers stuck out their tongues.

It looked like everyone was laughing, but I noticed something.

My viewers were secretly worried.

[Thank goodness it was a zombie. What if it had been a person?]

If it was a low-rank Hunter, he would be dead.

It was a more malicious structure than any trap you could just break.

“The gate’s strategy is straightforward.”

I dusted off my hands and loosened my wrists.

“There are two main threats in this gate. One is gravity, which will hinder us as we climb the Imprisonment Tower. The other is the boss, who is surely stronger than the Insane skeleton Defender from the Absolute Defence Line.”

[That sounds about right.]

[How do you know the boss is strong? Is it because it’s a chained gate?]

[The Isolation Tower is definitely tougher than the Absolute Defence Line, considering the number and type of mobs are similar to the Absolute Defence Line.]

Chained gates are generally more difficult than the previous maps.

However, the mob placement here was the same as in the previous map. 

Considering this, we could infer the boss’s strength.

“While I was meeting with Ian, some people from the association came out to measure the difficulty level.”

“To make sure no one sneaked in to clear it without my knowledge?”

“Since the Imprisonment Tower was a new type of gate, they provided security for free.”

“And the measurement results came in this morning.”

“It’s almost D-rank, but officially E-rank.”

I felt a tension as I half-closed my eyes.

“According to the association member, it’s still too much for an F-rank like me to clear.”

“As of today, the Absolute Defence Line is no longer the worst E-rank gate in the world. That title now belongs to the Isolation Tower.”

[Did you get permission to clear it, even though it’s above your rank?]

“I own it since I bought the Absolute Defence Line. If I can’t clear it, the association will forcibly take it and sell it at auction, sending me the sale proceeds. But that won’t happen.”

“Because I’m going to clear it.”

For the first time in days, I laughed genuinely.

“Did you know that a Hunter who clears a gate above their rank alone gets a big bonus in the pre-promotion document review?”

[Is that really a rule?]

“Apparently, it’s a clause that dates back to the Great Cataclysm era.”

[Like how you can’t bring a jar of mayonnaise on a plane? Just an old rule.]

[But why does it matter? Who’s crazy enough to go solo a gate above their rank? Do they have two lives?]

[If they’re a journalist dad who can refill lives, then there’s one in front of you.]

[The bonus you can get from clearing a high-difficulty gate!]

[Until yesterday, I didn’t even know such a clause existed.]

I only found out because the association member told me during the difficulty check.

But once I heard it, I couldn’t help but feel an even stronger desire to clear it.

I can’t stay F-rank forever.

Even if I get promoted to E-rank, there are still five more levels above.

The ever-increasing loan interest.

The association stock that’s still in the red.

The consequences of my own actions, suffocating me.

In this messed-up situation, can I leisurely wait for promotion reviews and results?

That’s ridiculous.

With a challenge from a younger senior, how can this genius journalist-cameraman-Hunter be sluggish?

“I’m going to push through this gate and get promoted to E-rank.”

“Oh, of course, there will be a separate promotion exam.”

I gathered mana and activated my skill.

[Call Ancestor Spirits.]

“[The Ancestor Spirits uses Intermediate summoning!]”

[Ancestor Spirits have been summoned.]

The ghosts laughed and called out their friends.

“Ancestor Spirits. More familiar to me as little ghosts, essential to my broadcast.”

I didn’t stop there. 

I waited for the cooldown and summoned again.

[Call Ancestor Spirits.]

[The Ancestor Spirits use Intermediate summoning!]

[Ancestor Spirits have been summoned.]

[?????]

[????!]

“Cute~”

In the blink of an eye, the number of little ghosts tripled!

Draped in tablecloths, the ghosts waved their tiny hands and emitted light like will-o’-the-wisps.

[What is this? I’ve never seen these summons before. Are they undead?]

[Are they the ghosts Yeto uses for filming?]

[Oh, they’re cuter than I thought, haha.]

[The way they’re waving their hands is so adorable, haha.]

[They’re reacting better than I expected. It’s almost making me feel bad.]

“If you like these guys, you’re in for a sight you won’t be able to unsee… You’re not going to leave my broadcast, right? Right?”

[But they are ghosts. Why can I see them?]

[Yeah, could it be that I’ve awakened an ability? What job is it?]

[If you can see low-level ghost mobs, you’re probably in the Necromancer category… Welcome to the world of ‘Necromancers’…]

[Aah! No way! I’ll just live as an ordinary person.]

“These guys, just listen to how they talk.”

“Why? What’s wrong with being a Necromancer? Our job is pretty cool.”

[You’re the guy who bypasses all the downsides of being a Necromancer.]

[Haha, even an unemployed person would be considered great if they’re a landlord.]

“The story of a weak character overcoming their weaknesses and showing strength… It’s a romantic concept, you know.”

[Showing strength (by turning subordinates into bombs).]

[Overcoming weaknesses (by detonating monsters at home).]

“Huh?”

“Huh?”

As I frowned and was about to retort, I was startled. I was so shocked that I almost spilled the mana potion a few guilds had sent me again.

“Whew, that scared me. This stuff is worth so much.”

“Phew, I almost got into big trouble trying to open a few bottles in advance.”

Holding the bottle and my startled heart, I spoke awkwardly.

“How did you guys know? Did I spoil how I’m going to clear this gate while drunk?”

[Spoil what?]

[What nonsense are you talking about, Yeto?]

[What do you mean?]

I scratched my cheek absentmindedly.

“No, it’s just that there are people in the chat who seem to know exactly how I’m going to wipe out those mobs.”

[?]

[???]

Low-level ghosts are invisible to people.

Even Hunters are no exception.

Ghost monsters visible without effort!

That requires at least a Specter level.

Unless I’ve used a certain skill.

With this skill, the ghosts emit light.

Gulp, gulp…

I emptied a bottle of potion and spoke.

“You know what happens if you flash a camera in someone’s eyes, right? Filming cameras can be quite heavy and are surprisingly dangerous.”

“In my opinion, cameras are almost weapons. More than enough to bury someone.”

“Both socially and physically.”

“So, I’m going to use these cameras to beat those bats.”

After recovering my mana, I activated my skill again.


No one forgot how I cleared the last gate.

[Activating skill ‘Spectral Rush’!]

“Cute!!”

The cute ghosts turned into homing missiles in an instant.

TL Note: Yeah the quality of this chapter might be bad ha ha~



 
  
    Chapter 30: For Elise – 2


The world of video directing is vast and deep. 

So vast and deep that there are millions of experts who make a living just by studying directing techniques! 

And it’s not like these people are struggling to get by either. 

This shows how huge the market demand is.

90% of viewers have no idea about these subtle directing nuances, nor do they care. 

There are few viewers with a deep understanding of video directing.

Most people don’t even have the desire to learn in the first place. 

After all, why would anyone study something they’re not interested in?

“Ah, of course, this isn’t to look down on those viewers.”

For a creator to look down on the audience because they’re high on art? 

That’s a long-standing mental illness in the arts. 

There are plenty of people who share this artistic high. 

It’s an incurable, malignant disease. 

I don’t want my name on the list of people high on art, like back in the days when Socrates was writing papers.

As a commercial artist, one should work for the ordinary 99%, not the expert 1%.

“Sell to the 99% fools, not the 1% geniuses.” 

This is the basic principle of all sales and management. 

Personally, I think it’s more appropriate to say “experts and laypeople” rather than “geniuses and fools.” 

After all, every expert is clueless in someone else’s field.

Intelligence and knowledge are clearly separate stats. 

Does Einstein know how to play Zed Q? 

Just because I can beat Elon Musk in Tekken and tea-bag him doesn’t make me superior to him.

But for some reason, people think they know more about music or movies than others. 

Musk, do you understand the philosophy contained in this hit box?

“Culture must change, and genres will diversify.” 

Those who are high on art may never understand this, but as someone who was a cameraman and journalist, this is a firm belief and principle of mine.

From classical music to pop songs, from theatre to movies, from movies to TV dramas. 

From chess to console and mobile games. 

From portraits to comics and animation. 

Culture constantly evolves by influencing and being influenced.

So, arguing about superiority between creators and consumers is meaningless. 

If you argue about this, it’ll just lead to unnecessary conflict! 

If someone says, “Michael Jackson can’t even compare to Beethoven,” they might as well expect an explosive reaction right then and there!

“Commercial artists should not be obsessed with directing that only experts can recognize.” 

It’s even worse if they try to educate the masses.

Let’s just stick to subtle, confident statements. 

“But there are quite a few viewers who have this mindset, even among live stream viewers.”

Even in a broadcast that 100 people find fun, there will always be at least one person who hates me like a sworn enemy. 

Prioritize the 99 ordinary people over the one expert. 

However, it’s impossible to satisfy all 99 of them. 

That’s the paradox of being a commercial artist.

“Still, there’s a type of directing that most viewers will generally find entertaining.” 

What kind of directing? 

It’s simple—explosions, of course!

Boom!!

“Whoa, we took down another one.”

As the sound of the explosion came from the monitor speaker, I arrogantly crossed my legs in the bedroom.

“Folks, I always think that if handling conflicts or the ending scene is too bothersome, just blow everything up and end it.”

[B-movie vibe at its finest]

[Lucky for us, this guy’s a hunter. Otherwise, he’d probably be a terrorist.]

Why say such terrible things just because of a little comment? 

I chuckled while sipping my coffee. 

The monitor displayed the tower raid strategy.

“Screeeeech?!”

Ghost missiles flying around the tower, and blood bats dropping like flies after being hit by them.

Bang, bang, bang!!

The flames of the fox fire swept away the blood bats. 

It was such a beautiful and exhilarating sight. 

My plan for the raid was simple.

“Summon the ghosts and blow them up. It’s that easy!”

Quit fooling around

Make the little ghosts into homing fireballs.

Hit the blood bats and make them fall.

That’s it! 

How simple is that!

“It’s just like the strategy for absolute defense.” 

The difference was that both the monsters and summons were flying. 

In other words, the visuals were much more impressive.

[This is like a movie]

[More like a dashcam video than a movie]

Despite being a somewhat sneaky strategy, the viewers in front of the monitor were ecstatic.

Kyu!

I selected one ghost to be the main camera. 

Of course, this didn’t stop the ghost rampage. I

n other words, this chase was a death race.

Screeeech!!

The ghost bomb flew through the air! 

The blood bat panicked and tried to distance itself.

[Look at that vertigo-inducing view from way up ᄏᄏ]


[Feels like a giant roller coaster video]

Two flying entities chased and were chased, twisting their paths in the sky. 

The sound of the wind filled the screen. 

Explosions kept happening in the distance on the screen. 

A breath-taking visual experience, like a pilot’s view transplanted directly into the screen.

[This guy’s camera work is top-notch]

[No other strategy stream shows close-ups of monsters like this]

“Yeah, it turned out better than I expected.” 

The visuals were like a blockbuster movie. 

It was natural for viewers to be immersed. 

“Of course, this is different from movies from the very reality.”

No matter how well-researched a movie is, it’s still fiction. 

On the other hand, what I’m doing right now is different. 

This is a raw, real-life chase with life and death on the line. 

It’s 100% reality, even if lives aren’t actually at stake.

“Viewers can’t help but be more immersed.” 

Why do you think Hollywood spearheaded the live broadcast ban law?

Because it was an unfair fight, they tried to trip us up. 

Of course, it was a good thing for me. 

It reduced the competition in the live broadcast market. 

Thank you, Hollywood!

“Screeeeech~!!” 

It was then. 

The blood bat being chased by the ghost suddenly got closer. 

The end of the short video came quickly.

“Ah, ah. Attention passengers flying with Yetto Airlines. We are about to crash into Bat Back Airport.”

I grabbed the microphone and chuckled like a captain.

“Please be careful not to get airsick.”

Immediately after the announcement, impact.

Boom-!!

The little ghost hit the blood bat and exploded. 

The camera was destroyed, and the screen went black. 

Just like a black box, as the chat described it.

[Oh, shit]

[I saw this highway accident on the news.]

[Hearing the explosion sound up close was so realistic.]

[Grenade ASMR. The true madness allowed only to real bombers.]

The sudden increase in reactions made me laugh deeper.

“Humans are sensitive to flames and sounds.” 

Flames and sounds are signs that indicate a life-threatening situation.

It’s the kind of sound that the human body instinctively focuses on! 

“So, explosions are the best for cinematic effects.” 

Loud sounds completely capture people’s attention. 

Burning flames mesmerize the audience. 

That’s why mages, even as ranged dealers, are popular. 

“Everyone likes flashy stuff, right?” 

Intense action that blows your mind! 

That’s what the viewers of strategy streams want. 

And there was hardly anyone who liked intense action but didn’t like explosions.

[Oh no, the poor ghosts.]

[Another ghost has gone to heaven like this.]

[If a ghost went to heaven, isn’t that a good thing?]

Whoooosh!! 

Sometimes, change the direction and make it like a hero movie, with a single shot. 

The trail of light tearing through the sky explodes everywhere. 

There’s nothing better as a means to produce a video. 

I could shoot a war documentary all by myself!

[This is a bombardment. Screw mana distribution~]

[Even Yeto seems stronger than an average E-rank mage?]

The reactions were good, matching the effort put into the presentation.

“I’m glad the strategy I came up with worked. It was practically a Pandora’s box, a new type of gate.” 

But I slightly frowned. 

Because I realized the downside of this skill combo.

“The power isn’t an issue since I have the wand.” 

Valley’s Staff. 

A staff that boosts the power of a level 1 magic attack to 151 without any conditions! 

Thanks to this wonderful gift, the destructive power was guaranteed.

Without the staff, I wouldn’t have been this strong.

“The problem is that this combo is hard to use in battle.” 

It was a good skill combo, but that was the only downside. 

You had to pre-set up ghosts or Spectral Rush. 

It takes at least a few minutes just to prepare for the launch. 

And… there was an even bigger downside.

[Hey, what buff is on the ghosts?]

[Does Corpse Explosion apply to ghosts?]

[When you look at it closely, it’s easy to forget because he’s a crazy guy, but there’s more than one suspicious thing about Yeto.]

The problem is that it’s hard to keep the secret of my skill set! 

“No matter how it is, did they notice?” 

Well, it would be stranger if they didn’t. 

The appearance alone is different from Corpse Explosion. 

‘How many things are different between me and a normal necromancer?’

Long-range summoning without needing monster corpses. 

The self-destruct skill applied to ghosts, Spectral Rush. 

Just looking at these two, it’s clear I’m not a typical necromancer. 

So, I’ve refrained from the usual boasting. 

‘But I can’t ignore that curiosity either.’

Unresolved controversies turn into rumours.

I looked at the camera and spoke seriously. 

“Everyone, are you curious about my skills?”

[Is that even a question? It’s natural to be curious, right?

[It’s annoying to admit, but I am curious lol]

[There are 7 popular posts speculating about your skill set on the community boards.]

It seems there’s quite a bit of interest. 

At this point, I guess I have to make an official statement. 

I straightened my tie and spoke confidently. 

“I can’t help it. I promise. When I become S-rank, I’ll reveal the secret of my summoning skills.”

[That’s just another way of saying you won’t tell.]

[Oh, shut up, damn it.]

They caught on. 

Sharp-eyed people. 

You can’t hide your face or skills forever. 

My goal is to become an S-rank and start a guild. 

‘So I can’t hide it forever, but I don’t need to go out of my way to talk about it either.’

Fortunately, hiding skills isn’t considered bad manners. 

I wouldn’t get criticized just because I didn’t reveal them. 

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.] 

[Cause a stir. What kind of hunter reveals their skills?] 

[ElAylaChannelHope has donated 1,000 won.] 

[If that guy stops uploading and El Ayla’s face isn’t seen, will you take responsibility???] 

[Golden has donated 3,000 won.] 

[Hunters have fragile egos… We need to cherish them…]

As proof, there were donations coming in to stop the questions. 

“Seems I haven’t lived in vain. I’m a bit touched.” 

There are things that are hard to say even though they’re true. 

If I had said it myself, it would have looked a bit pathetic.

[Well, if it’s a special skill, you should hide your power, lol.]

[Personal opinion: I think it should still be revealed.]

[Right… I want to know the secret of Samson Semiconductor too. Oh~ Someone tell me the recipe for Coca-Cola too.]

[NASA should reveal the fact that the moon is fake.]

[Damn, lol. They’re turning around so much, those guys, lolol.]

Buoyed by the support, the ghosts reached the top of the tower. 

It was an area I had given up on scouting beforehand. 

Ugh, what’s with the bats? 

They’re all clustered together.

[Did they smear honey on the door?]

The entrance was filled with Blood Bats. 

It felt like they were camped out, unable to go inside. 

“That’s why I couldn’t see inside.” 

Trying to break through would likely start a fight before the broadcast.

So, I gave up scouting at this point. 

Of course, now that the broadcast was on, it didn’t matter. 

“Since it’s the entrance, there’s plenty of room to stand, right?”

I grinned, picking up a mana potion. 

“Call Dancing Specter El Ayla.” 

[The Ancestor spirit uses the intermediate summoning!] 

[Summoned Dancing Specter El Ayla.] 

“If my master calls, I will gladly respond.”

A black-haired beauty appeared, holding a sword. 

Skipping the cheers from the chat. 

This has been done many times. 

Cheer for me like that too, you nasty lot. 

With a sigh, El Ayla charged forward. 

Ssslash-!! 

The scimitar swept through the mobs like a shower of tracer rounds.

“Yes, that’s clear.”

[Small mobs got wrecked!]

[Sob, sob, slow down a bit, big sister.]

El Ayla, having levelled up since last time, made short work of the Blood Bat swarm. 

[Your level has increased!] 

“Oh, I leveled up with this, too.”

[Awesome]

[Congratulations Everything was flowing smoothly, even the level-up.]

“The boss fight might be easier than expected.” 

I smiled and shared my view with El Ayla. 

There’s no problem since my view and the broadcast camera are separate. 

“Let’s see… The door has a latch on the outside.” 

It was a simple lock that opened by just pushing. 

The Blood Bats didn’t have the intelligence to open it.

Rumble. 

I pushed the latch to the side, opening it. 

Technically, it was El Ayla who did it, but whatever. 

“We don’t know when the boss fight will start. Watch closely and be careful. I can’t take responsibility if you’re shocked.”

[This broadcast is live, with no delay in transmission.]

[Idiot. That’s the appeal of this guy’s streams.]

[There’s no place that reacts to chat as quickly as this.]

[That’s true. Even when live streaming was legal, there wasn’t one.]

Yes. 

Enjoy it while giving it such high praise. 


You enjoy it, and I make money. 

It’s a win-win, right? 

I chuckled and gave the command. 

Boom…! 

El Ayla opened the heavy stone door wide.



 
  
    Chapter 31: For Elise – 3


The top of the tower was a long-abandoned study.

“A dusty study… and there’s a corpse.”

[More like bones, actually.]

In the dusty study, there was a skeleton in armor. 

It remained still even after close observation. 

This suddenly turned into a catacomb exploration video.

[Is that a boss mob?]

“No, it just looks like a pile of bones.”

The tension of expecting a boss fight was in vain. 

There were no monsters inside.

I was scared it might move. 

What a disgrace for a necromancer.

[Hey, there’s another door inside. LOL.]

[Door after door after door. LOL LOL LOL.]

“Yes, I’m tired of it too. Let’s open it right away. Summon Carnival Zombie Platoon!”

[Ancestor’s spirit uses Intermediate Summon!]

[Summoned Carnival Zombie Platoon.]

“Urgh urgh urgh!!”

[The ever-enthusiastic Zombie Rangers appear.]

[Why summon zombies just to open a door?]

[Teacher, you open a door by turning the doorknob.]

[Real men blow doors open with bombs.]

[You were born to blow up~]

Hey, you idiots. 

Look at something other than the door. 

I shook my head and zoomed in with the camera.

“You think you can open it with the doorknob? Look at the door’s condition.”

[The lock isn’t something we can disable?]

[Yeah, no need for a key to open it.]

[But the lock is completely wrecked.]

The only door had a broken lock.

Moreover, there was no keyhole, so we had to break it.

“Luckily, there’s no keyhole. If it needed a drop item like the last map, I would’ve died of embarrassment.”

[True that, LOL.]

[Alright, blow it up already.]

[The zombies are ready to blow. LOL.]

“I’m glad you’re all addicted to explosions now. Corpse Explosion!”

[Boom!]

I blew up the zombie placed in front of the door. 

I hope I have enough mana left for the boss fight this time.

“…What?”

However, when the smoke cleared, 

I was flabbergasted. 

Despite the explosion, the door was intact.

[Hey. The door isn’t broken, Yeto.]

“…I can see that. Was one not enough?”

A strange sense of dread crawled up my spine. 

But I forcibly ignored the chill.

“Corpse Explosion!”

After a brief wait, I blew up another zombie. 

Only one mana potion left. 

There are reserves, but more won’t help recovery now.

There’s a limit to daily recovery even with potions.

But.

“…Uh, well.”

[Why is it still intact?]

[Even after all that, it’s still not broken?]

The door remained unbroken. 

Just like the tower walls.

“…El Ayla. You try attacking.”

Slash! 

Kick!

Even El Ayla’s swordsmanship yielded the same result. 

It’s not just a wall with high magical defence.

‘But at least it got scratched. This isn’t the end of the map.’

So, the boss room is beyond this. 

I just can’t get there. 

Damn it.

By now, even I had to admit it. 

No, I had to accept it.

“Argh!! This damn gate!!”

[LOL LOL LOL LOL LOL]

[Another unbreakable door, right? LOL LOL LOL]

[Breaking news: Reporter dad screwed. LOL LOL LOL]

Again!! 

Another of those damn unfair mechanics!! 

Damn it!! 

Why is it always me!!

Is there not a single door that opens peacefully!!


[I’ll break through this gate and rank up to E-class. (Actual words spoken)]

“Ugh… the world is against me…”

I cried, collapsing onto my desk. 

The mechanical keyboard in midwinter was damn cold.

Cold enough to fix my shattered mental state and clear my mind.

‘Damn… really stuck here?’

I declared with great confidence just a few minutes ago that I’d break it.

Then, as I was sobbing in sheer injustice, a thought struck me like lightning.

“…Level up.”

Jumping up, I quickly opened my status window.

‘Hunters gain new skills every 5 levels.’

And just a moment ago, my level went up to 10.

Thus.

[You can acquire skills due to level up.]

Pandora’s box still had hope left.

[Yeto? What’s wrong?]

[Mental breakdown and thinking of ending the stream?]

I regained my senses while looking at the status window.

Hope is hope, but the stream must go on.

“No way. Remember, I told you I leveled up? I’m now level 10.”

[Level 10? That’s lower than I expected.]

[You’re a beast. I thought you’d be around level 20 with how strong you are.]

[You have a ton of skills and you cleared an E-grade gate by yourself, and you’re only level 10? You’re really as skilled as an S-grade guild’s prodigy.]

I appreciate it, but I’d rather you save the compliments for later. 

If this gamble fails, those compliments will definitely turn into curses.

“Since I am level 10, I can now acquire a new skill. It’s a gamble, but this is the only way to break this gimmick.”

[Are we really going for the miracle luck draw?]

[A genius commander who relies on luck to turn the tide.]

[A genius streamer who even mocks pro gamblers. Hahaha.]

Even if it’s a blatant luck-based game, this is the only option. 

This is the only way left for me!

‘Luckily, I managed to achieve the second awakening as a Voodoo Shaman. If there really is a god, they wouldn’t abandon me here, right?’

Filled with hope, I shouted at the top of my lungs.

“Let’s get the new skill and move on. Skill acquisition!”

[Acquiring a skill based on your job.] 

[Divination (Unique)]

[What? What kind of skill?]

I stared blankly at the message.

■ Job: [Voodoo Shaman (Lv 8)]

■ Magic Skill: [Divination.]

◇ Tells fortunes.

◇ Requires a special environment and sacrifice to activate.

Even after checking the status window, the emptiness remained.

No wonder.

‘It’s not a skill that can break through a locked door.’

Ha, life is really something.

I slumped into the chair, drained of energy.

God exists, and He is dead.

Friedrich Nietzsche… what kind of battles have you fought….

[What skill did you get?]

[It looks like you got screwed from the way you look. Hahaha.]

[Your expression is hilarious. Hahaha.]

[Come on, explain it to us. Hahaha.]

“It’s a skill I’ve never seen before. It’s called Divination or something.”

What kind of skill?

“Divination, damn it, Divination.”

[No way, are you joking? Hahaha.]

[How can a skill be called Divination? Hahaha.]

[Divination? Day drinking? Lunch skill? Lunch cooking?]

[This is killing me. Did the god of entertainment bless you? Hahaha.]

[Amazing talent for making jokes even in a dire situation. Hahaha.]

Wait? 

Now I’m getting pissed off? 

Everyone but me is having fun?

“Alright, let’s see what this skill does.”

I licked the 10ml of potion left and said.

Even shouting the skill’s name was embarrassing.

“Di… Di… Damn it, Divination!”

It’s like an old man asking for a drink in broad daylight.

With a lame joke, the skill activated.

Wooong!

It was like shooting a beam; the old study began to change. 

The colour faded and started to regain its original appearance.

[What’s happening? What is this?]

[Dad, can you explain?]

“I don’t know either. It’s supposed to be a fortune-telling skill… but this is different from what I imagined.”

Honestly, I thought I might get a tip to escape this situation by seeing the future.

[Aralia donated 10,000 won.]

[Looks like it shows the past of the gate.]

“The past?”

[It seems to be showing scenes from the past.]

[Isn’t this psychometry?]

[What’s with the quality? It’s like a movie trailer. Haha.]

[Reality stone ON.]

[Flashback ON.]

‘It’s thoroughly for the broadcast.’

A flashback scene. 

Some might find it boring.

But it’s better than nothing.

[This is totally a win for us. Haha.]

[As long as the viewers are having fun, right?]

-[t’s a great skill for a streamer to entertain viewers. Haha.]

It wasn’t comforting at all, though.

I wiped my face and said.

“Let’s just confirm if it’s showing the past. Who knows? We might find a good way out.”

“Are you really okay with this, Vicious?”

“Whoa?! You scared me!!”

A man’s voice? 

Who is it?

Startled, I turned the screen.

“Yes. This is the only way to protect the princess.”

“…Is it Jirosh’s magic?”

“Yes. It’s an artifact that seals the undead rise magic.”

Two zombies that I had left behind were talking among themselves.

“…What is this?”

[What is this?]

[What is this? ]

[What is this? ]

[What is this?]

A rare moment during gate clearing when both the streamer and viewers are stunned.

At that moment, the zombies’ appearance changed dramatically.

Click! Clack.

The zombies jerked like they were dancing the blues!

Their flesh regenerated, their faces transformed, and they were clothed.

The zombies turned into entirely different people.

One was a mage holding an orb, and the other was a knight in armour.

It was as if they were re-enacting someone who had once been there.

“This is an artifact left behind by him.” 

Said the zombie… no, the mage, holding the orb.

“If you use this orb, you’ll become an undead. But in return, you’ll be able to guard the path to the tower for decades, with Jirosh as your master.”

“That’s a tough job. I’m envious.”

The knight joked as he put the broken sword back in its sheath.

“I can’t even last a day, let alone decades.”

Drip, drip….

Blood flowed from beneath the knight’s breastplate.

It seemed to be a wound he received before coming to the tower.

Seeing that, I snapped back to reality.

‘Blood! Broadcast censorship! What if it gets flagged for violence?!’

Ahhh! 

My income will be cut off!!

I quickly switched the screen.

Just a bit of blood won’t get the broadcast cut, but there’s nothing good about showing blood on stream.

Swish!

A sudden screen transition with the main camera switching!

Thanks to the screen change, the viewers snapped out of their stun.

[???????????]

[Who are these guys? Did they call for resurrection help?]

[Zombies suddenly transformed.]

“That’s right. I’ve never been friends with foreigners like these. I’m really confused right now.”

[They are too handsome to be your friends.]

“What’s with that nasty remark? Trying to get sued for defamation?”

[I don’t care about that.]

[Are they speaking Korean?]

[If we understand them, they must be from the gate too.]

From the gate?

I glanced at El Ayla.

‘Words spoken by named summons from the gate are interpreted in a way the listener can understand.’

We’ve been listening to El Ayla’s words all along.

This person speaks every time she uses a skill.

Some words I heard in Korean!

If their conversation was similar to that?

“Those guys do seem to be from the gate. But I’ve never heard of people coming out of the gate.”

There are only monsters in the gate.

There might be humanoid monsters, but no humans.

Even El Ayla is a ghost, not a human.

Moreover, these guys are the result of my zombies transforming!

It’s not a gimmick of the gate itself.

[This might be because of your Divination skill.]

“Divination? Oh, my skill?”

Ha, the name of the skill is suddenly making me philosophical.

I can’t focus at all. 

It’s like a barrier to immersion.

But the chat’s opinion was convincing.

[The skill shows the past, so it might have polymorphed the zombies into people who were here before.]

[Those two seem to be key figures in the Absolute Defence Line – Imprisonment Tower.]

[The mage might be the Insane Skeleton who guards this place.]

“Collective intelligence is amazing. Yes, I think that’s correct.”

Seeing the noticeable opinions, I got an estimate.

Thank you, Sherlock Holmeses in the chat.

“Divination… Ha, it pisses me off every time I say it. I’ll just call it psychometry.”

[Yeah, Divination.]

[You did it, Divination.]

Bastards.

“Those guys seem to be a past projection shown by my psychometry.”

Shaking my head, I pointed at the men.

“And that mage-like man is probably the pre-death form of the Insane skeleton guarding this place.”

[That guy was the boss of the last gate?]

“Yes. He said he would guard this place as an undead.”

Numerous traps laid out in the corridor.


The skeleton mage shouting at intruders to get out.

Most of all, the boss’s name, the Insane Skeleton Defender.

It felt like all the pieces of the puzzle were finally coming together.

“The Absolute Defence Line was literally a defence line to prevent intruders from reaching the Imprisonment Tower.”

That was the story embedded in the two consecutive gates.



 
  
    Chapter 32: Elise – 4


The storylines embraced by the Absolute Defense Line and the Imprisonment!

The reactions from the viewers who understood it were consistent.

[So the traps and the boss mobs that bastard Yeto triggered were actually good undead protecting the tower?] 

[So Yeto  was on the villain’s side after all, huh?]

[Damn, no wonder. Lol.] 

[So this broadcast was a picaresque story!]

How does every story arc end up with me being blamed?

Are these guys always just thinking about how to insult me?

“No, damn, we don’t know if he is good yet. And he didn’t die from the bomb. He was bitten by a spider.”

[Dying from a bomb vs. Dying from a spider bite.] 

[Unlucky Ben Parker vs. Unlucky Spiderman.]

[If I had to choose between those two, I’d rather die from a spider. ]

[At least the Gigantic Queen Spider is a queen, after all.]

I was running out of things to say and put my finger to my lips.

“Shh, everyone, let’s just watch the video quietly for a bit longer. It seems like I can’t pause it at my will.”

[Our chat doesn’t make any noise anyway, idiot.] 

[Streamer, you’re too loud, can you shut up?]

Hmm, I get it now. 

These guys are definitely not my fans.

I grumbled and switched my bio-speaker to mute mode. 

In other words, I shut my mouth.

The bleeding knight clenched and unclenched his gauntlet.

“With the training I have as a knight, I’m holding on, but with this body, I won’t see the sun tomorrow.”

“…I have nothing to say.”

“Pay your respects. It’s a life soon to be lost anyway. I will lock myself inside and die.”

“Inside?”

“If I take the key inside, the ones coming to harm the princess will have a hard time.”

“Oh, so that’s why the door was locked.”

The key must be inside the door.

[Princess? Did he just say princess?] 

[Are we going to see an otherworldly princess now?]

They’re noisier than me. 

Should I just ignore the chat?

“What will you do when Jirosh returns?”

“He’ll break through my traps in less than an hour. As an undead, I wouldn’t attack him, so he should be able to get the key to the door.”

“Let’s hope the door doesn’t break.”

“Haha, it’s just an iron door. If it’s not well guarded, it will be destroyed quickly.”

The mage smiled wryly as he looked down the tower.

Then a light bulb went off in my head.

“I get it. One of the conditions to drop the key must be to clear the gate within an hour.”

I lowered my voice and explained.

“The reason that ordinary iron door didn’t break is because until the key opens it, the Imprisonment Tower gate behind it doesn’t even exist.”

[Sorry, but can you just shut up and watch?]

[Why are you talking so much?]

[The type who explains scenes while watching movies.]

Right. 

I’m always the bad guy, damn it.

At that moment, the mage reached out to the knight.

“Goodbye, Sir Rodrigo.”

“I won’t forget you either, Vicious.”

With determined eyes, they shook hands.

Soon after, the mage jumped out of the tower.

He’s planning to fly to the corridor using flight magic.

The knight, watching him, entered the door.

“Huff!”

Then, using his remaining strength, he twisted the lock.

So that’s why the way to go back and forth through the door was broken.

[Is he crazy? He just twisted an iron lock.]

If he had come out as the boss, the broadcast would have exploded.

“Exactly. He’s incredibly strong.”

[Oh, shut up.]

[Get a clue, bro.]

I want to cry.

Negative comments about streamers, no, never.

I was really a dead man walking a second later.

“…Even if it’s not Jirosh, someone might come to save us. I should check the escape route.”

The knight’s muttered words were crucial.

He went to the wall and pulled out one of the bricks.

Rumble!

A small opening was about to appear in the corner.

It seemed to be a mechanism that opened even if it broke.

It was clearly an emergency escape route.

The knight quickly put the brick back in.

The opening that was about to open closed again.

“Whew…”

It seemed like he was checking if the escape route worked properly. 

He sighed as if he had done his duty.

He lost the strength to stand and headed for the chair.

The chair where a skeleton was sitting.


Although he didn’t sit down, it was obvious that the chair was the knight’s final destination.

Thus, the knight would never move again.

Crash.

The zombies that finished their roleplay melted away.

…The zombie that fell outside the tower must have died?

No, no. 

That’s not what’s important right now.

“Did you see that, everyone?”

[There’s a secret passage?]

[And we figured out where it is.]

I moved as if switching places with the frozen knight. 

No, we all moved after holding our breath.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Touch the brick we just saw.]

“Right?”

I touched the spot where the zombie had touched.

Rumble!

Then the opening immediately revealed itself!

A chill ran down my spine.

The psychometry skill was never meant for broadcasting.

‘This was… a skill for strategies!’

Not to see the future, but to see the past!

Only then did I realize the truth.

God exists, and he was my viewer.

If you disagree, you’re wrong.

“Ahhhh!! Did you see that?! Did you see that?! This is what happens when you live a good life!!”

[Why is it so annoying to see him happy?]

[Speaking informally? Can’t control your emotions? Starting to get a sense of the streamer’s personality?]

[A common man with real madness…]

The blatant evaluations in the chat were not noticeable.

The utility of psychometry was limitless.

‘With this skill, any complex gimmick would immediately reveal its clues.’

While streaming a movie trailer, no less.

A skill that captures both performance and production!

‘There was a similar skill among the assassin’s epic skills, right?’

A skill that creates an illusion of the target based on clues.

The skill was called Illusion Chaser.

‘You could vaguely see what actions the target took and where.’

It was very useful for disarming traps.

It’s used to handle trap-type gates like the Absolute Defence Line.

‘The difference with my skill is that others can also see the past images.’

Instead, Illusion Chaser had a long range.

It worked for over hundreds of meters.

‘This is more useful than I thought!’

But for this, my skill was better.

I shone a ghost camera into the darkness inside the opening.

“I can’t believe there was an entrance like this. No wonder the door didn’t open.”

[That door could be broken by an S-rank.]

[There is space inside, so even an A-rank would work.]

[When you need an A-rank for an E-rank gate, this is the correct method.]

El Ayla immediately crawled into the opening.

Not wanting my broadcast cut, the camera went ahead of her.

‘I better not film her butt and get my channel flagged.’

Before the perverts could complain, I continued speaking.

“But everyone. Didn’t you notice something strange in the video?”

[Is it strange? Right!] 

[The guild leader who keeps running his mouth!] 

“You know, I’m really going to ban you. Not that. He said he would lock the door and set up a defensive line to protect the princess.” 

I was about to kick the guy who just chatted, but I swallowed my anger three times and only muted him.

Specifically, I asked the Unity Manager to do so. 

Phew, if you’re too nice, you can’t be a streamer for long.

[What’s so strange? It’s freaking cool.]

[A knight who dies protecting the princess and a mage who protects the princess even in death… This is the true “classic fantasy” taste only connoisseurs know?]

[Don’t be jealous, Yeto. It’s pathetic.]

[LOL, total manly dad joke. ]

“The real unfairness is what you guys are doing. Hah, I knew I shouldn’t talk to people with an IQ difference of over 200.” 

The man who can converse with all mankind. 

“Finally, you recognize my broad generosity.”

[Is Yeto invincible? Why doesn’t he take any damage?]

[Because he’s a zombie, he doesn’t feel pain even if he’s hit.]

[Philosophical zombie.]

[Stella Channel donated 10,000 won.] 

[But it really is a bit strange.]

Then, Hunter Stella’s donation message popped up. 

Yeah, today’s donations have been a bit scarce.

[It’s Stella!]

(This body makes an entrance.)

[But what is strange, anyway?]

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[The building structure is a bit strange for protecting a princess.] 

[Aralia donated 10,000 won.] 

[It makes sense if they’re not protecting her.] 

What are you guys on about? 

Do you have an IQ over 200?

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[No, not really, but think about it for a moment.] 

While I was muting the arrogant ones, the chat filled with opinions similar to mine.

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[With the door like that, the princess is also trapped inside.] 

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[Then how does the princess survive inside? What about food?”]

[What?]

That’s right. 

That was the problem. 

‘The contradiction I felt from the video I just watched.’

Absolute Defence Line and Imprisonment Tower. 

Both are spaces meant to protect the princess. 

They’re defensive lines of loyalists who sacrificed their lives for the princess. 

But they didn’t consider the princess’s survival. 

To be precise, it ended up that way.

[Aralia donated 10,000 won.] 

[The door is locked from the outside, and there’s no staircase up.]

[Stella Channel donated 10,000 won.] 

[The boss monster outside the tower set traps.]

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[By now, the princess would’ve starved to death, right?]

What the…?

[So we can’t see our princess…?]

[Maybe she’s munching on preserved food in there?] 

“Ah, that’s not likely.”

After finishing my conversation with the manager, I joined the discussion. 

“Look at the state of this place. Even if she went in with a hundred years’ worth of preserved food, she’d have died of old age.” 

The corridor guarded by the Insane skeleton Defender was almost in ruins. 

It’s clear a significant amount of time has passed. 

Surviving with preserved food for that long? 

Absurd. 

Maybe if there was a body lying around.

[She could’ve escaped through a small hole, you know.] 

“It could have been possible if she could open it from the inside. But probably not. It’s called the Imprisonment Tower for a reason.”

[Stella Channel donated 10,000 won.] 

[Was it a space to confine the princess?] 

“That’s possible.” 

The name of this gate is the Imprisonment Tower. 

It’s likely the princess was not a free person. 

“But those two wouldn’t have built such a tower.”

[Did the king build the tower to imprison the princess?]

[That seems likely.] 

“Yes. But even if they couldn’t help her escape, it’s certain those two men tried to protect the princess inside.” 

El Ayla proceeded through the dark, narrow passage.

She is really good at crawling. 

Master crawler. 

“In the end, all three couldn’t escape this place and met this tragic end.”

The story didn’t reach its ending and became a gate. 

Or maybe the others reached the conclusion, but the most tragic moment is stuck in the past, replaying infinitely.

[Stella Channel donated 10,000 won.] 

[It’s a sad story.”] 

“Is it?”

[Is it? What the heck;;]

[Are you even human, you jerk?]

[You can’t expect empathy from a sociopath LOL. ]

Nonsense again. 

How can they say I lack empathy? 

I’m the kind of guy who cries watching the prisoner movie.

But… 

I wonder. 

Is this really a sad story?

‘If this is how the story ended, it would be a tragedy.’

Loyalists who fought to protect the princess from invaders.

A grand mage who couldn’t come to their aid in time. 

And the princess, whom they tried to protect at the cost of their lives, ended up dying because of it.

But we mustn’t forget. 

This place is not another world’s human theatre. 

It’s the lair of monsters aiming to exterminate humans. 

‘If things go like this, you can pretty much guess, right?’

There’s still something in this gate. 

Something the loyalists couldn’t bear to speak of. 

More precisely, we haven’t met it yet. 

In this ‘Imprisonment Tower’ the boss monster.

Screeeeech…. 

The ghosts flowed into the room connected to the narrow passage. 

And there, in a shabby corner of the room, it lay. 

A coffin bound in chains, lacquered in red. 

Only the rusted chains remained intact after all this time.

Just a few seconds later.

Clank!! 

Bang!! 

The rusty chains shattered and sprang up. 

They had been broken by the force opening the coffin from the inside. 

Shortly after, a woman rose from the coffin. 

“Well, as expected.”

I shook my head and muttered. 

Was it a curse set by someone with ill intentions? 

Or was it something the princess herself wanted?

Whatever the correct answer is, this is the full story. 

The origin and cause of the Imprisonment Tower. 

The reason the blood bats gathered in droves. 

[Boss: ‘Vampiric Princess Bathory’ appears!] 

The princess they sought to protect was not human. 

The white-haired princess who appeared before us was a vampire with alluring red eyes.

“…Ohoho, ohohohoho. Guests. Such long-awaited guests.” Flutter~! 

The boss monster, dressed in a seductive leather dress, stepped out of the coffin.

[A freaking hot baby glamour;;]

[Omg, noona… you’re so sexy…]

[With El-chan, it’s like a photo shoot.] 

Even the viewers beyond the screen were captivated by the vampire. 

Though they probably weren’t truly mesmerized, the vampire princess’s beauty was on another level. 

But I wasn’t swayed by her beauty. 

Sorry, that’s a lie. 

Honestly, I was a bit swayed but held it together. 

‘A monster, no matter how pretty, is just a monster.’ 

Are you going to pay off my loans? 

Huh? 

If the princess threw a hundred gold coins my way, I’d serve her loyally, but judging by the state of this place, she probably couldn’t afford it. 

Is this a house or a pigsty? 

Please, clean up a bit!

“El Ayla. Load the bomb.” 

So, I maintained my composure and gave the order. 

El Ayla also calmly took a battle stance.

[Wow, Yeto didn’t even flinch at the princess’s beauty.]

[That was kind of professional. I’ll admit.]

[But a bomb? Didn’t you use them all on the zombies?]

Yes, the zombies are gone. 

Used them all on the door. 

The remaining two disappeared after psychometry. 

‘But there’s still a corpse left.’

I controlled El Ayla. 

Of course, I didn’t intend to blow up this person. 

‘El Ayla can’t die. She is today’s main dealer.’ 

Only she can fight at the top of the tower. 

The Gigantic Queen Spider is too big to fight here. 

So, the corpse I’ll blow up is ‘this one.’

I deliberately dragged it along for this.

[?]

[Uh? Yeto? What are you doing? Hey, what the heck, what are you doing!]

[No, bro, you can’t do that, you son of…!! Bro, are you still human?!]

[Screeeeam!!! ]

[You devil!!! ]

Prophets are persecuted, and geniuses are ridiculed. 

I didn’t care about the crowd’s wrongful criticism. 

Keep your eyes wide open. 

This is the optimal solution for a time attack! 

“Princess! Your knight has returned!” 

I threw a corpse at the seductive vampire princess. 

The corpse of the knight who guarded the door, Sir Rodrigo. 

“Take this! Corpse Explosion!” 

The vampire princess tilted her head in confusion at the sight of the flying loyalist’s corpse. 

BOOM-!!!! 


A purple blaze exploded in the princess’s face. 

“Hem.”

No personal grudge. 

Absolutely not mad about how they built this tower. 

Just to be clear.
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The power of Corpse Explosion is determined by the stats of the corpse.

“Technically, corpses don’t have stats.”

You can see this with Gigantic Queen Elizabeth.

The preservation rate of stats from when they were alive determines the performance of regular undead.

“So, in this case, judging by the stats of the knight Rodrigo when he was alive, it should have about 10% of his original power.”

A skeleton is an overly degraded corpse to begin with.

It was impossible to extract 100% of the stats that could twist steel effortlessly.

“Still, for a corpse that’s just bones, it was quite useful.”

I clapped as I looked at the mess in the boss room.

I was right to grab Rodrigo’s bones. 

With roughly 10% of his stats, this much power! 

The boss monster must have taken significant damage.

Of course, in the process, there was the minor moral issue of blowing up the princess with the corpse of a loyal knight, but what does it matter!

[This is as bad as creating a chimera out of your daughter.]

[Sometimes I think the guild master should go to a mental hospital. Not often, just sometimes.]

“Guys, don’t be so horrified. Every time a person come back to the Imprisonment Tower, Sir Rodrigo’s corpse is always there again.”

The Gate is a recurring past from another world.

Hunters who get sentimental about the monsters, drop items, or structures there are disqualified.

“I am closing the Gates, which are a threat to humanity. Do you have to criticize me so harshly? Let’s stop with the cliché of the public persecuting the hero.”

[We didn’t say anything.]

[Yeah… we’re just giving you the side-eye…]

[Bottomless evil of humanity]

“You’re banned, bastard.”

Are you scared? 

I’m scared too.

I requested a ban on the chat that crossed the line and adjusted the camera angle.

“If you’re so doubtful, let’s ask the person who exploded. Princess! Are you enjoying yourself?”

Explosion (literally).

As the purple flames dissipated, the Vampire Princess, with a smile on her face, was casting a spell.

“See? She’s smiling, isn’t she?”

[Oh wow, our princess sure can put on a face.]

[From now on, this place is ruled by the Bathory group!]

[Taaaaa! Princess! Please drink my blood too!]

[Why are you trying to feed the princess blood blended with cholesterol, alcohol, heavy metals, and microplastics;;]

[This guy is trying to poison royalty.]

As nonsense flooded the chat, the Vampire Princess’s magic was activated.

[‘Vampire Princess’ uses a skill!]

“Blooming Fresh Flames.”

Bat-shaped flames poured out in dozens.

It was a wide-ranging attack, like a shotgun barrage.

[The princess seems quite pissed off?]

“You guys don’t understand a woman’s heart! She’s just embarrassed!”

[The mindset of a stalker, truly.]

[Take a woman’s refusal at face value, seriously.]

Who cares. 

No time to deal with this nonsense.

‘As expected of a boss monster of the magician type, wide-range attack!’

It’s an extremely annoying magic attack, but there’s a way to deal with it.

I just learned it the other day.

“Prepare Ghost Chaff!”

I arranged little ghosts in a jumbled pattern in the air.

Some of the fireballs collided with them.

Pop! Pop! Pop!

Blood-red flames exploded the moment they hit the ghosts!

This was the technique I learned from a PPT.

□Small techniques to counter enemy attacks, 2nd.

[Magic chaff using summoned creatures.]

Summoned creatures in large quantities can be very useful.

Especially as a one-time shield against magic.

※ Arrange the summoned creatures in a jumbled pattern in the air.

Magic chaff.

It’s the summoned creature version of the chaff used by fighter jets to block missiles.

If you’re curious, search for more details on Nimwiki.

‘To put it plainly, it’s about throwing ghosts in front so they get hit by the magic instead of the main dealer!’

A simple yet practical technique.

The harsh meeting with Ian was worth it.

‘Unless it’s piercing-type magic, it will explode the moment it hits my ghosts.’

Most explosive flame magic works that way.

Just laying the ghosts in a line of fire is enough.

The enemy’s magic hits the ghosts and is wasted.

‘Moreover, these little ghosts are perfect for this technique.’

Why?

Because they fly around and are transparent.

“Princess, can you see the ghosts? No, right? Then it must be hard to know where to aim your magic!”

An invisible magic shield!

A shield that makes it impossible to know where to target.

• A magic-user hard counter tactic that would make the boss monster want to rage quit the game.

This is the power of an F-rank clinging to an S-rank guild!

“Come on, princess! Fire away! If we trade magic for ghosts 1-to-1, that’s a bargain! So generous, like royalty! Heheheh!”


[What a wicked guy]

[A rare villainous streamer in the industry]

[We can’t see them either, but those cute ghosts must be blowing up right now?]

[How many ghosts will die today].

[This stream should be rated not suitable for teens.]

[Oh my. Even the little ghost friends are giggling?]

It’s fine, I’ll just revive you if you die anyway.

“Stake your lives on this mission!”

[Yikes~ Even the Triads would be shocked by this idea]

But the boss wasn’t that stupid.

She  changed her tactics once she realized magic didn’t work.

Flutter!

The princess spread her wings, emanating bloody mana.

[‘Vampiric Princess’ uses a skill!]

“Sweetie, I’ll give you a big hug!”

The light vanished from her eyes, replaced by a blood-red glow.

Her nails grew long like blades.

[It’s a blood frenzy!]

[Hasn’t she even entered another phase? Is this difficulty real?]

[The princess’s nails are quite long today.]

Blood Frenzy.

It’s a skill beloved by vampires.

‘It seals magic in exchange for boosting strength and agility.’

It’s like switching from a magic dealer to a physical dealer.

The boosted strength and agility stats are proportional to the wisdom stat.

The Vampiric Princess’s flame magic was incredibly strong.

This was proof of her high wisdom stat.

In that state, her stats would surpass those of most hunters.

[Shouldn’t we summon more zombies?]

Not possible. 

Vampires recover every time they drain blood.

Unlike Blood Bats, they also regain MP.

Allowing a mage to recover MP! 

It’s as obvious as daylight how disadvantageous that would be.

The only one who could fight without getting their blood sucked was El Ayla.

Various conditions forced a one-on-one duel with the boss.

However, I had no hesitation in facing it.

“A mage with sealed magic in a confined space, one-on-one.”

I tugged hard on the thread connected to my summon. 

A chunk of my mana, which had been used for recovery, drained away.

“If I lose even after this, I should retire as an assassin. Right?”

I jokingly asked my viewers and my summon. 

It was a question full of trust in my raid members.

El Ayla responded with a fierce offensive toward the enemy.

[El Ayla activates the skill ‘Dance of Poisonous’!]

[El Ayla activates the skill ‘Dance of Artistry’!]

“Great. It’s getting intense. My heart is racing!”

Swish swish swish swish!!

The scimitar flashed menacingly.

Even buffed up, the Vampiric Princess was still a wizard.

On the other hand, El Ayla was a pure assassin-type summon!

And an epic-class rare specter at that.

‘She was stronger than me even at level 1.’

How could a level 1 be stronger than a level 5?

That’s not something possible for an ordinary summon.

If that was the case, summoners would be ridiculously overpowered S-tier job classes.

‘Even excluding the fact that I was an unskilled summoner back then, the difference was extraordinary.’

That person was now level 7.

I dare say, she’s beyond the level of merely swinging a sword in an E-rank gate.

She grows like other hunters, but stronger than them.

That’s the true value of an epic-class summon.

Thud thud thud thud!

Long legs intertwined and kicks clashed.

Clang clang clang clang!!

Sparks flew from the clash of the scimitar and claws.

The bloodbath between the entangled women was a dance of black, white, red, and gold.

White and black hair and skin spun around.

[Catfight ooh yeah ooh yeah]

[They both fight too well for it to be called a catfight lol]

[It’s a combat scene, but why does it warm my heart?]

[That’s love.]

[Ayla Husband has donated 10,000 won.]

[Our darling looks stunning today too…! Oppa will give you an allowance, buy some snacks…!]

[That allowance gets confiscated by her deadbeat dad lol]

[Ayla Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[Ah, damn it.]

[At least her dad is paying for dinner today lol]

The apparent stalemate was brief.

The battle quickly tilted in El Ayla’s favor.

[Yes, that guy is blocking magic, and El-chan is dealing damage.]

[Stella Channel has donated 10,000 won.]

[The vanguard and rear guard are perfectly arranged.]

[Finally a proper raid formation on the third attempt lol]

With my support, El Ayla rampaged.

In the previous raid, the role had been snatched away by the Gigantic Queen Spider, but she now displayed ruthless and precise swordsmanship as if to repay that frustration.

“Will you whisper sweet words to me?”

[‘Vampiric Princess’ uses a skill!]

Cornered, the Vampiric Princess resorted to using a skill instead of magic, but I quickly positioned a ghost in front of El Ayla to block it.

[A summon has been hit by ‘Noble Enchantment’.]

[Ancestor Spirits is enchanted!]

-!??!?!

Smack!!

-?!

El Ayla flicked the approaching ghost away with a finger flick.

Hmm, her indifferent expression is so charming.

I sneakily checked the Vampiric Princess’s HP.

Since she’s a mage-type monster, her HP was low.

‘At this rate, I can defeat her in a few minutes.’

Just as I was estimating the remaining time.

[‘Vampiric Princess’ cancels her skill!]

Suddenly, the boss ended her Blood Frenzy.

An intellectual light returned to her innocent face.

[‘Vampiric Princess’ uses a skill!]

“Let the fresh flames blossom.”

Boom!!

Regaining her magic powers, the Vampiric Princess fired flames wildly in all directions.

The bat flames collided with the magic chaff and exploded.

Groaning at the deafening noise, I shouted.

“Princess! Explosions are my trademark! Are you paying royalties to use them?!”

[This would be a crisis in any normal raid, but why the nonchalance?]

[Well, thanks for the shameless and senseless comment.]

[A mad commoner extorting royalties from royalty after stabbing them lol]

“Damn it! Just because you’re a princess?! Call Ancestor Spirits!”

Since there weren’t many surviving ghosts, I replenished them once more.

With a squeak, ghosts sprang from the void.

‘Where did that bastard go? Why isn’t she visible?’

It’s a confined space. 

There should be no place to run.

I used the multiplied ghosts to scan the tower’s situation.

And then, I found her.

“…Ah, damn it!”

Outside the Imprisonment tower, blown open by magic.

A sky so blue it’s infuriatingly clear.

There, in the sky out of reach even with a jump, was the Vampiric Princess chanting spells.


[Lol she flew away lol]

[The wings aren’t just for show. You ignorant commoners wouldn’t understand.]

[I am the Flying Princess!]

Everyone’s having fun except me. 

Damn bastards.
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“Damn it. Not only the minions but even the boss is flying around.”

I clicked my tongue as I watched the flying boss monster.

Ssszzz..!

Smoke rose from the body of the Vampiric Princess. 

It seemed to be taking damage because it had moved under the sunlight.

But that creature was a boss-level vampire! 

It wasn’t weak enough to die instantly.

[The ‘Vampiric Princess’ is using a skill!]

And it was only the physical abilities that were weakened by the sunlight! 

Her wisdom stat and magic remained unaffected.

Boom!

Flames rained down continuously on El Ayla.

“Jeez, this lady has way too much stuff! Where’s our princess’s conscience?!”

[That’s not something you should be saying.]

[Your conscience was consumed by the corpse explosion.]

[Sir Rodrigo… Are you watching…? The princess has defeated the evil necromancer…!]

“Defeated, my foot! I’m not dead yet!”

Damn it. 

Don’t I have any allies?

Seriously, what the hell.

“El Ayla! Throw something, anything!”

Thanks to the destruction, there were plenty of fragments around.

El Ayla picked up a stone and took a pose.

[The skill ‘Dance of Artistry’ is active!]

Her leg folded up like a major league pitcher’s windup!

Her healthy tanned thighs stretched out seductively.

Swoooosh!!

With her splendid legs causing the fools in the chat to squeal, El Ayla threw the stone.

A throw empowered by buffs!

If it hit, a concussion would be the least of the damage.

“Ohohoho…! Ahahaha!”

But the Vampiric Princess dodged it easily.

Her lovely laughter was irritating.

[Teeeeng!! Mommy!!]

[The princess is laughing!! She likes the trick!!]

[Keep throwing stones!! Let’s see Bathory laugh!! Hurry!!!]

[Hey, camera guy, pan around the princess’s front, back, left, and right. Let me think of a strategy too.]

[That’s kind of… It feels like you’re thinking of your grandkids’ names instead…]

[Low angle, please, low angle, please, low angle, please, low angle, please, low angle, please, low angle, please, low angle, please, low angle, please]

The chat turned into an apocalypse.

It’s like a dystopia of dandy-cut, two-block zombies with round glasses carrying mirrors, obsessed with looks. 

If bitten, even bald guys would spend 300,000 won a month on grooming to become pretty zombies.

Is it because it’s Friday evening? 

There are more crazies.

Wasn’t the 21st century all about money?

[Hey, you shallow brats, whose side are you on anyway?]

[Not like I’ve ever cheered for Yeto anyway.]

[That’s obvious, you absurd bastard.]

Not that I care about you camera guys, but can’t you see El-chan frowning right now?

[You guys! Did you forget about El-chan?]

[The princess is more my type. Haha;; keke;;]

[Vampires are more attractive than ghosts, duh.]

[There’s no decent human being, neither fan nor party member.]

I’m here, you scumbags.

I’m human too!

“Call Ancestor Spirits!”

Boom!

I clicked my tongue while blocking the flame magic with ghosts.

‘It’s hard to approach because of the constant flames.’

The ghost missile strategy is cancelled.

They explode before reaching, so there’s no way to maneuver. 

It’s hard enough to summon ghosts to protect El Ayla.

‘Just like a new gate, the strategy keeps getting blocked.’

Is there no way? 

Should I try making a platform with the ghosts?

But ghosts and I have slow reflexes.

‘Even with good dynamic vision, the sharpness of reflexive movements can’t match El Ayla. I can’t provide the platform in time.’

I’m confident in changing the angle, but supporting in battle is tough.

I’m not a guy who’s trained in support roles.

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.]

[Brother! Brother! I’ve come up with a great idea!]

At that moment, a familiar nickname donated.

“Speak up! It’s probably nonsense, but let’s hear it!”

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.]

[If it’s wings… even geese have them…!]

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.]

[It’s a goose…! Become a goose, Yeto…!]

[Hahaha, that’s a great tip.]

[You too, fly and attack, haha.]


[It’s not goose, it’s trash, haha.]

I was speechless, and the viewers burst into laughter.

Of course, they would.

“Oh my god…! That’s a really great idea!”

Because it was actually helpful advice.

[?]

[?]

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.]

[?]

The viewers collected question marks like hooks.

I didn’t know why, but it didn’t really matter.

‘It’s a shame to finish the strategy with advice, but there’s no other proper way. I have to accept it.’

The Vampiric Princess, shooting bat flames from the air.

“Go, Goose Number 1!”

I gave orders aiming at the princess.

“Jump with all your might!”

El Ayla did not disobey my command.

Tap!

El Ayla boldly leaped into the sky.

The Vampiric Princess couldn’t avoid the jump.

Her stats had dropped from being under the sunlight.

Besides, El Ayla’s agility stat was originally higher.

Slice!

But outside the tower, there was nowhere to step.

The dancer could land only one strike.

“Well done.”

But I was satisfied with just that.

‘The main enemy for hunters in this Imprisonment Tower is gravity.’

The enemies that torment the engineering team are the laws of nature themselves.

Anyone climbing the tower would have thought that.

However, nature is on no one’s side.

It does not become our ally, nor the enemy’s ally.

Even if that person is the owner of this tower.

Swish.

A severed crimson bat wing flew through the sky.

It was the wing of the Vampire Princess that El Ayla had cut off.

“A vampire flying in broad daylight, huh.”

In a moment that seemed to freeze both gravity and time,

I smiled brightly and flicked my thumb downward.

A Korean writer once said:

Anything that falls has wings.

“Do not underestimate nature, fantasy.”

Creatures that lose their wings are bound by gravity.

The Vampire Princess fell to the ground with a dazed expression.

Even a vampire that transcends the flow of time could not escape the laws of nature in the end.

‘The ending is not bad. 

If this isn’t poetic justice, I don’t know what is.’

It’s full of lessons, could even be turned into a fable.

The bloody smell makes it feel like a traditional Western European tale.

…And.

Though I believe everyone noticed it by now,

El Ayla was a type of ghost that couldn’t fly.

Whoooosh!

Boom!

Boom!

Is it true that beautiful people leave beautiful places behind?

The sound of a peerless beauty falling was also beautiful.

“Namu Amida Butsu.”

[‘You have defeated Vampire Princess Bathory!’]

[You have leveled up!]

[El Ayla has leveled up!]

[El Ayla has been forcibly unsummoned due to damage.]

Though we won, the aftertaste was very bitter.

I turned the camera angle to the sky.

The blue sky was clear as if paying tribute to the dead.

“I will remember you all.”

Tears streamed down my face and showed no signs of stopping.

This must be what paternal love feels like, as fathers of the world say.

[Stella Channel has donated 10,000 won.]

[…Your daughter is truly a genius, Yeto.]

[Ayla’s Husband has donated 4,444 won.]

[I will kill you.]

You all are too much.

Even though I won, I’m still getting cursed at, this is truly unfair.

Just as I shook my head in disbelief,

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Didn’t summon the boss mob of the Absolute Defence line till the end.”]

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Couldn’t you undead-ify the Insane skeleton?”]

A question came in through the donation message.

[Really? You didn’t use the Insane skeleton today.]

[If you had debuffed, the boss fight would have been easier.]

[Wasn’t that journalist dad of ours afraid of having his performance overshadowed, so he didn’t call it on purpose?]

The curiosity seemed justified, with curiosity breeding more questions.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Undead-ification didn’t work. The dropped bone fragments were in such poor condition that I plan to use them elsewhere.”

[Didn’t Queen Elizabeth summon even after blowing up corpses?]

“Well, if you could make everything into an undead just because you wanted to, why would necromancers be called a camera-only job? Knowing when to give up is also a life skill.”

So, I just put the bones up for auction.

‘I thought about making equipment out of it, but I have no money.’

For now, increasing my liquid assets is the priority.

There’s the loan repayment, but there’s a more pressing issue before that.

‘I’m really broke with not a single penny to my name.’

The money I earned from clearing gates?

Since there’s a loan, that’s all debt in the broader sense.

‘If I don’t pay it back quickly, the interest will come around, and if that isn’t debt, what is?’

Without money, it’s hard to custom-order equipment items.

The small donations I receive go into my living expenses.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[So, what about this time?]

As I answered, another donation followed.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Can you undead-ify this boss monster?]

With a question that made the viewers’ eyes widen.

[!]

[Something big is coming![

-[s there a chance to recruit Vampire Princess Bathory???]

[Bathorystans Assemble!]

[BathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathory]

[BathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathory]

[Are you a cicada? Stop chirping already.]

[Ah, a crazy necromancer is kidnapping the princess!!]

[If she revives as a zombie, isn’t it a visual terror anyway?]

[Did you forget Queen Elizabeth? If she revives with Yeto’s undead-ification, she might come out just like the original!]

Vampire Princess Bathory’s undead-ification!

Will it be possible or impossible?

If possible, will she come out just like the original this time too?

Since she has a name, Bathory is a named monster!

Therefore, there is a chance she could be summoned as a named summon.

Her stats? 

Skills?

Are they maintained as they were in life?

Or do they increase gradually as she grows?

What about the summon’s rank?

Will it at least be unique, given she’s a boss mob?

Or, just maybe, could she reach epic?

If she’s summoned as a named and keeps leveling up, could she eventually surpass El Ayla in the competition?

“Seems you’re all curious. Honestly, so am I.”

Carrying all the curiosity and questions, I answered.

“Then… you’ll have to watch the next broadcast, right?”

[?]

“That’s all for today’s broadcast! Will Princess Bathory make her official debut? If she does, in what form will she appear?”

Are you that curious? 

Then I should cut it off here.


Switching the screen, I filled it with my face and smiled brightly.

“Please look forward to it! Bye!”

Subscription and likes seem a bit lacking, though?

I’m not particularly complaining, but you know what I mean, right?

“Ahem.”



 
  
    Chapter 35: For Elise – 7


“Phwooo….”

I let out a deep sigh after ending the broadcast.

I didn’t turn off the broadcast because I’m a bad person.

It was a prudent decision for a complex set of reasons.

‘Just because you beat the boss doesn’t mean the drop items will magically appear.’

In other words, I have to search the top of the tower for a while.

It’s going to be a tedious process, plus this is a princess’s room.

‘I don’t want to be plastered all over the internet as the streamer who snoops around a girl’s room.’

So, ending the broadcast wasn’t because I’m a bad person who wants to watch the viewers eagerly await the next stream. 

Got it?

Of course, more comments make me happy.

As long as they’re not insults, they’re proof that I’m doing well, right?

Sigh, it would be nice if the viewers understood my feelings.

‘First, let’s divide the investigation team into two groups.’

The so-called drop items usually fall into three categories.

Monster byproducts, mana stones, and items excavated from dungeons. 

This time, I’ll aim for these three types.

“Call Ancestor Spirits.”

I summoned more little ghosts with the remaining mana.

“You guys search here. The rest will come with me to the bottom of the tower.”

I sent the ghosts down to the bottom of the tower.

There were two large holes in the ground.

Hmm. 

They probably didn’t feel any pain. 

A small consolation in an unfortunate situation.

Ah, right, ghosts don’t feel pain.

Vampire? 

Who cares about an enemy. 

Hahaha.

‘Considering air resistance, the one that fell farther must be the vampire princess who still had one wing left… Hmm, this must be the boss monster’s landing site.’

I’ll keep quiet about which hole is bigger, that is, which one weighs more.

Even if they’re summons and monsters, it’s a sensitive topic.

Besides, they’re true ghosts and a vampire. 

It feels like a curse of the dead might come flying.

It’s interesting that ghosts have weight.

‘Since it’s a chain gate, the drop items should be of good quality.’

I investigated the hole where the vampire princess fell.

There was no sign of the boss monster around the hole.

‘Ugh… This is starting to feel ominous.’

I shivered as a cold sensation ran through my gut.

When it was Queen Elizabeth, I extracted the soul from the corpse.

But there’s no body for the vampire princess.

It seems she completely evaporated in the sunlight.

‘There’s no chance for me to turn her into an undead?’

Damn, what if this ends up being a complete bust?

If I tell the viewers eagerly waiting for the princess’s grand entrance, “Ta-da~! It actually failed!” they’ll really come to my house with knives.

A secret society for the princess’s revenge, the Bathory Brigade.

‘Let’s put it on hold for now. Let’s do what we can.’

When I made the ghosts dig the dirt, drop items emerged.

One was a mana stone, and the other was a tooth.

‘OK. Keep the mana stone for now.’

Hehehe, this cute little gold nugget.

I quickly stashed the mana stone and focused on the tooth.

•It’s a bit too long to be a human tooth.

■Item: [Vampire’s Tooth (Rare)] 

■Details: A tooth of a vampire with high purity bloodline. It seems capable of easily piercing through ordinary plate armour.

‘A tooth, huh. Not bad.’

There was no explanation of its use, but it didn’t matter.

I’m not an expert anyway.

‘Most people don’t know what semiconductors in computers do, but they still use them just fine, right?’

An expert can figure out the details for me.

Besides, I’ve picked up a bit here and there.

‘A vampire’s tooth… Is it a material for equipment that enhances blood-sucking skills?’

You don’t need to understand electrical engineering to know the use of a power pole, right?

My shallow knowledge was just at that level.

‘If I succeed in turning the vampire princess into an undead, I’ll use it. If not, I’ll sell it to a wholesaler.’

It might not fetch much since it has limited use.

Blood-sucking skills are exclusive to summons and monsters.

‘What use would humans have for sucking monster blood anyway?’

Maybe it could be sold as a collector’s item for eccentric rich people. 

It would be funny if a hunter bit into a mob and sucked its blood.

I organized the items into a box for the carriers.

It was a box managed by the association to prevent money-hungry carriers from stealing drop items in transit.

Like how stores or gyms ask you to keep valuables at the counter.

As I was doing that, the ghosts descended from the top of the tower.

They were holding a jewellery box with a single gemstone inside.

“Seriously… After searching everywhere, this is all we found? For real?”

“Geez… That’s a bit much.”

Only one decent drop item, and it’s just a gemstone?


Am I not going to make much money this time either?

‘The gemstone doesn’t even look valuable.’

I examined the lusterless ruby.

I couldn’t tell if it was genuine or fake.

But one thing was certain.

‘This gemstone definitely looks cursed.’

It would cost more to dispose of it than to sell it.

How could the lineup of drop items be such a mess?

‘Sigh… Did I use up all my luck when I chose psychometry as my level 10 skill?’

I didn’t doubt the ghosts’ investigative skills.

They’re better at physical work than I am.

“Well, anyway, good job.”

Kkyu kkyu~!

People need to know when to give up.

Wasn’t that my own closing remark for the broadcast?

I put the bottle to my mouth and looked at the gemstone.

“…Cough! Cough, cough!”

I spit out the water I was about to drink and choked.

That’s how shocking this ruby’s attributes were.

■Equipment: [Blood-Cursed Sapphire (Epic)] 

■Effects: 

Defence -33. 

Magic Attack Power +333. 

Magic Speed +33%. 

Mana Consumption for Fire Magic -33%. 

Equipable only by the Vampire race. 

(Details unknown). 

[The Sapphire that was the National Treasure of the Kingdom of Lake and Desert] 

[A gift from the Iron-Blood Emperor when he loved his daughter] 

[Once treasured as a blue gem] 

[Born under a debauched woman yet purer than anyone else] 

[Like the blue eyes of the princess]

“…Crazy.”

Reading the attributes made my jaw drop.

‘Magic Attack Power… +333?!’

That’s more than twice the magic attack power of Summoner’s Valley’s wand?

And it even has an option to increase magic speed?

‘Wasn’t magic speed increase the top-tier option for casting and activation speed?’

Among magic attack options, it’s top-tier.

It applies to all magic-related speeds, including casting time and effect application.

‘It’s like the speed adjustment option in auto-farming games.’

If there’s no speed adjustment function in the game settings and it’s instead attached to equipment items, how valuable would that item be?

Anyone who’s played mobile games would understand.

This option changes the very paradigm of combat.

The difference in experience with and without it is huge.

For both allies and when fighting enemies.

‘If the vampire princess had equipped this during the boss fight…’

What comes to mind is that wide-range fire magic.

With the magic attack power +333 buff on those flames.

And the magic speed +33% option applied?

“… It wouldn’t have been a shotgun but a claymore.”

Even one hit would have immediately reversed summoned El Ayla.

Such flames would have flown at ultra-high speeds dozens of times.

‘It would have been hard to block even with ghost traps.’

The little ghosts would have evaporated just by grazing it.

Fixed damage +333 would almost one-shot zombies too.

‘Wow. The broadcast could have been a disaster.’

Cold sweat trickled down my back and cheeks.

I don’t know why the vampire princess herself wasn’t equipped with this, but it could have been extremely dangerous.

“…Wait, then?”

I looked at the pit where the corpse had disappeared.

What if.

What if the vampire princess equipped with this ruby joined our raid party?

The answer was obvious.

‘The mob fights and magic dealer problems would be solved in one go!’

What

Debuff?

I don’t need such petty magic.

No matter the monster’s defense, if you keep hitting it with a stronger attack, you’ll eventually win!

Therefore, I didn’t hesitate or waver.

“Undead Rise!”

It’s like scratching off a lottery ticket, whether you win or not.

Once you’ve got a ticket with a huge prize, there are only two options.

***

“This plan is a failure.”

“…I’m sorry. Could you say that again?”

At the headquarters of the Illyun Guild, in the Guild Master’s office.

Ian’s eyes twitched at his father, Lee Doosik’s, words.

“I said it’s not worth even a trial.”

Lee Doosik swept the report off without a change in expression.

It was the plan that Ian had printed and brought.

“…Which part is so problematic?”

“Your proposal for ‘remote summoning’ isn’t bad. The capital investment is reasonable. It’s appropriate to implement it quickly. However.”

His deep eyes sparkled sharply.

Ian still found his father’s gaze heavy.

“The part where you claim you’ll become the core of the summoning squad… the ‘Flourishing Team’ is laughable.”

He grabbed a thick chunk of the report.

It was all but the first three pages.

That was 90% of Ian’s planned project.

“…Is there a reason I shouldn’t step forward myself?”

“Are you planning to compete with Yeto? Yourself?”

“Do you think I would lose to him?”

“Don’t be absurd. The difference between S-class and F-class is like heaven and earth.”

Doosik responded as if he had heard something foolish.

It didn’t sound like a compliment to Ian’s ears.

It certainly wasn’t meant as one.

“…Then why?”

“I told you. Because it’s not a comparison.”

Ian closed her mouth.

She listened quietly to her father’s words.

“An S-class hunter stooping to the level of an F-class hunter? As someone who carries the name of Illyun, such rash behaviour is absolutely unforgivable.”

“Is it because of the risk if I fail in competing with him?”

“Failure? Do you call an S-class beating an F-class a success?”

“…No.”

“Jumping into a fight where there’s nothing to gain even if you win is the act of a mad dog. Do you want to be a dog?”

“…No.”

Doosik glared fiercely at his daughter standing before him.

“Yeto cleared a gate higher than his rank. An E-rank gate, presumed to be of the highest difficulty.”

“Yes. I also watched the broadcast.”

He’s both a pioneer and a rival. 

She had to keep up with the videos.

Did her father watch Yeto’s broadcast himself?

Unlikely. 

He probably got a report.

He was someone who had originally tried to instruct the squad members not to pay attention to Yeto.

“So, what about you?”

“Me?”

“Could you clear a gate higher than your rank… a top 10 gate? Alone, like Yeto did?”

Top 10 gate.

It referred to the ten most renowned S-class gates in the world.

No hunter could clear them alone.

Even a seasoned S-class hunter like Doosik couldn’t.

So his question was absurd.

Comparing Yeto soloing an E-rank gate and Iyan soloing a top 10 gate was inappropriate.

It’s like comparing an elementary school student solving middle school problems to a mathematician solving a millennium problem.

Doosik himself had said it.

S-class and F-class are not comparable.

“…I understand.”

But Ian didn’t offer that excuse.

Making excuses would only earn a harsh reprimand.

She had learned this thoroughly over 24 years.

“The public wouldn’t consider those points. Competing with Yeto requires greater impact than Yeto’s. If you fail, You will just be ridiculed.”

An S-class appearing worse than an F-class?

It would invite global mockery.

“Then let me ask again. Is your ‘remote summoning’ better than Yeto’s long-distance summoning skill?”

“…No.”

It has versatility. 

Any summoner can use it.

Comparing it to Yeto’s summoning skill, there are pros and cons.

But it falls short of the original.

Except for its versatility, it’s inferior to Yeto’s skill in every way.

Yeto’s summoning skill was that extraordinary.

“It doesn’t match Yeto in terms of results or technology, then.”

Doosik pushed the document back towards Ian.

As if to clear unnecessary things from his desk.

“So you want to descend to a level where you’re compared to an F-class with skills worse than an F-class’s, inviting the ridicule of ignorant fools?”

His irrefutable point and indifferent gaze pinned her.

“…It’s my misjudgment. I’ll correct it.”

Ian quickly reached out for the documents.

To swiftly dispose of her shameful failure.

-Thud!

But her outstretched hand stopped abruptly.

Idoosik’s hand had landed on the documents.

A hand covered in scars and calluses, like a rock.

Ian had to muster all her strength not to flinch.

“Let me say it again. Listen carefully.”

Raising her head slowly, she met her father’s piercing gaze.

“This plan is a failure without further review. Scrap everything except the summoning method. Make sure it doesn’t catch the eyes of other fools.”

“…Yes.”

“And remember. Even if you reach the pinnacle as a hunter, you are not qualified to be a guild master if all you can do is clear gates.”

His tone struck her head like a hammer, making her bow.

She saw her feet shrink in her view.

“Modern competition is an advanced form of war. Generals with poor command skills, no matter how strong, are just disposable pawns replaced by guns and bombs. The same goes for hunters.”

“…I’ll keep that in mind.”

“If you don’t want to waste your prime as a hunter under the ‘next guild master’… prove yourself with results, future guild master.”

His fierce hand lifted from the crumpled document.

“…Yes, sir.”

Bowing deeply, Ian left the room.

She returned to her office and turned on the shredder.

Whirr!

Clatter!

The plan she had spent days crafting was mercilessly shredded.

The time, dedication, and joy poured into it vanished.

Nothing new. 

Everything was the same.

Bzzz.

As she listened to the shredding, Ian returned a missed call that had come in during silent mode.

[Yes, Miss, this is Third Squad Leader Jegal Seunghwan.]

“You called. What’s the matter?”

[I wanted to discuss the observer for the upcoming promotion test. I left a message since you were unavailable. Did you not receive it?]

Ian checked her smartphone screen.

Indeed, there were several messages.

“…I forgot to check. Did my father not say anything about the observer selection?”

[He left it entirely to you, Miss.]

A test.

It would be a test.

She closed her eyes and then opened them again.

“I understand. I’ll go this time.”

[You mean you yourself, Miss?]

“I need it for a project. I want to see the general guild members’ level myself.”

An S-class like Ian can’t fight an F-class like Jeong Dojin.

It would be a foregone conclusion if they competed.

However, Yeto had something Ian lacked.

A skill that even S-classes had to keep an eye on.

‘Winning a hundred times would be just the start. Being compared once is a defeat.’

Ian half-closed her eyes, looking at the shredder.

Regardless of reality, as long as her father thought that way, Ian planned to follow.

‘A specialized team is needed. A team of C-class hunters, capable of competing on equal footing with Dojin.’

How to form and run such a team.

That would be Ian’s next challenge, her test.

A test to demonstrate her abilities as a guild master.

[I understand. Leave the preparations to me.]

“Yes, thank you. Then.”

The hand holding the smartphone dropped.

Ian lay down on the sofa and buried her face.

Ring-ring!

But the bell rang again as soon as she lay down.

She didn’t even get a few seconds of freedom.

…It’s okay. 

It’s still work hours anyway.

Ian got up from the sofa without hesitation.

You just have to finish the work. 

There’s no easy job.

Everyone else would be the same in that regard.

Go home after work, lock the door, and rest well.

“Hello. What’s the matter?”

A cold voice flowed through the speakerphone.

Ice is a droplet struggling to become a rock.

To be as firm and unyielding as a rock.


A clumsy flower vowing to be so.

But Ian didn’t pity herself for it.

“…Yes? Hunter Jung Sowon is also attending the test?”

Even on a cold, rocky moon, the sun shines.

As long as the sun shines, the moon can shine brightly.




 
  
    Chapter 36: Promotion Test – 1


Monday. 

Natu Guild.

Whirr—Chop!

Jung Sowon was twirling a sword in her hand.

It was Mando of the Sand Dunes, sent by the British Association president.

“As expected, items dropped from Chained Gates are of high quality. I couldn’t even touch such expensive weapons back when I was an E-rank.”

“…I got to handle one because the Guild Master gave it to me. The Orb of Sand Dunes.”

“Yeah, that’s right. But why do you look so dead?”

Shin Seungah, who had been dozing off on the sofa, glared up at her.

“Could it be because some work someone ditched ended up on my plate, making me toil away all weekend?”

Jung Sowon had enjoyed a full three-day rest from Friday to Sunday. 

So where did her work go during those days?

Naturally, Shin Seungah had to deal with the aftermath.

“Hahaha, sorry. I had some urgent personal matters.”

“Wow, really? You had urgent matters on the day of Hunter Yeto’s broadcast? That must have been so heartbreaking~.”

Her response was utterly devoid of emotion, enough to get her eliminated from any acting competition.

Even a broken speaker would have sounded more heartfelt.

“I said I’m sorry. I’ll give you a gift instead.”

“…A gift? What is it?”

Shin Seungah, forgetting her complaints and anger, perked up her ears.

Sadly, she was materialistic to the core.

“This equipment.”

Whirl, chop!

Jeong Sowon spun the sword and offered the hilt to her.

“You can deliver it to Yeto yourself.”

“…Hmm.”

Though it sounded like she was being made to run an errand, it was different.

It was certainly a proposal she could consider a gift.

‘It’s a chance to build a connection with Yeto, right?’

The British Association President had given on the role of a patron to connect with this highly talented and promising newcomer.

It was a chance to easily secure that connection.

‘If I go to Yeto, hand over my card, and talk about investment, he wouldn’t say no, right?’

Meet him, have a cup of tea, give him a few compliments.

Then, hand over the equipment set when the mood is right…!

‘With just a few hours of investment, I could leave a lasting impression as the person who mediated between the British Association President and Yeto!’

Yeto was the hottest rising star right now.

To be the ‘person he owes a debt to’ would be incredibly sweet.

‘There’s no debt harder to repay than an intangible one.’

As a shrewd businesswoman, Shin Seungah was confident she could leverage that debt ten times over.

Just as she was about to let her happy thoughts run wild.

…Wait a minute.

Shin Seungah’s head suddenly cooled down.

It felt like someone had poured liquid nitrogen on it.

‘Why would the Guild Master pass on such a role to me?’

Shin Seungah was a good person.

No, let’s correct that. 

She was a ‘kind’ person.

Whether she was a good person, well, that was up for debate.

Jung Sowon liked to play mischievous tricks.

‘A quirky, eccentric genius.’

These words described only one person.

There wasn’t a single member of the Natu Guild who didn’t know Jung Sowon’s personality.

Would Jung Sowon really, without any mischief, willingly give up such a good opportunity to Shin Seungah?

What if this proposal was one of Jung Sowon’s pranks or traps?

Doubting, Shin Seungah decided to confront it head-on.

“…Guild Master.”

“Yes?”

“Can I pass this role to someone else?”

It was a golden opportunity, but she would gladly give it up!

‘If she was planning to tease me, she’d be disappointed!’

It was a decent plan, but Jung Sowon just nodded as if it didn’t matter.

“Do as you like. But it has to be a guild member of A-rank or higher. Otherwise, Yeto might think we’re just tossing him some random items.”

“…W-Wait a minute. Let me think a bit more.”

Was it a false alarm? 

Did she just get overly excited again?

Caught in the middle of confusion, Shin Seungah held her head.

Watching her, Jung Sowon’s lips moved.

“What’s the matter? What’s the problem?”

“No… Honestly, I wasn’t sure if you were teasing me again, Guild Master.”

“Would I do that? I said it was an apology gift. Making the Guild Master sad.”

“Yes, sorry.”

She was right. 

Shin Seungah sighed.

“Thinking about it, there’s no reason to delegate this to someone else. Sorry for doubting you.”

“I’m entrusting you because I trust you.”

“Thank you. Meeting my favourite person is exciting, but I’m not some girl asking a friend to get an autograph for me, so there’s no way I’d pass up such an opportunity for free—”

Whirl! 

Clang!

Suddenly, there was the sound of metal clattering to the ground.


For most people, it would have been a startling noise.

But the people here were A-rank hunters.

Neither the one who dropped it nor the one who looked up showed a clumsy, flustered reaction.

“…My hand slipped.”

Jung Sowon casually picked up the sword.

It seemed she had dropped the scimitar she was spinning in her hand.

Shin Seungah blinked rapidly.

‘Dropped the sword? The Guild Master?’

An A-rank hunter, almost as good as an S-rank?

“……Hmm?” 

Shin Seungah’s eyes narrowed cunningly as if she had finally figured out what was going on. 

“Ah, I see~~?”

“…Seungah. Jumping to conclusions leads to failure.”

Jung Sowon crossed her arms, as if she couldn’t be bothered.

“They say it’s easier to deceive people who trust their intelligence because they know a lot but not enough. And lies originating from oneself are the hardest to escape.”

“I didn’t say~ anything~?”

“You’re speaking with your expression. Ever heard of non-verbal communication?”

“Of course. Crossing your arms is a defensive gesture that comes out when you’ve hit the mark, right?”

Whip. 

Jung Sowon uncrossed her arms.

“They say it’s to soothe anxiety by hugging yourself. It’s a defensive posture that says you don’t want to be questioned further, making it hard to hear the truth from someone who’s crossing their arms.”

“First time hearing that. The source of this information is highly questionable.”

“When someone looks up to the left while speaking~.”

“I didn’t look away. It’s a myth. The idea that liars look up to the left because the left brain creates lies is unproven in neuroscience.”

“You know quite a lot? Did you read the same book as me?”

Jung Sowon raised her arms to her chest, then lowered them.

“Crossing your arms?”

“No way.”

Shin Seungah laughed loudly, her mouth almost tearing open, twirling her index fingers as if casting a spell.

“Aha~ Uh-huh~?”

“You’re being frivolous. Don’t make weird noises.”

“You have the plan all set, but you got nervous and anxious about actually meeting with the Hunter Yeto, didn’t you?”

Jung Sowon flinched.

“So you wanted me to go in your place, but were too embarrassed to say it honestly. Right?”

“…That’s not it.”

Jung Sowon turned her head, as if avoiding her subordinate’s probing. 

She unknowingly crossed her arms again.

“Hmph, I’ll take your apology to heart.”

Shin Seungah suppressed her laughter, as another amusing thought crossed her mind.

“…Well. If you don’t want to, you don’t have to. But then—”

“Oh, can’t we leave it to someone else?”

That wouldn’t do. 

It would be no fun… 

I mean, it would be a waste.

Shin Seungah shook her finger.

“You know there’s an E-rank promotion exam coming up soon, right?”

“…Aren’t we jumping topics too much?”

Anyone listening would think it’s not about them.

Shin Seungah was flabbergasted but didn’t argue.

“Yeto will participate in this exam. The next one is months away. To challenge the D-rank gate, he need a promotion, so he must be rushing to apply now.”

Hunters have the right to purchase gate attack rights.

However, there are gates that cannot be purchased regardless of how much money one has.

“A hunter can’t challenge a gate that’s two ranks higher than their own, right?”

This is because selling attack rights to hunters who cannot clear the gate is meaningless and can only lead to abuse.

It only increases the burden on the association and the country.

It was naturally prohibited by law.

‘This means that Yeto, currently an F-rank, cannot challenge a D-rank gate.’

But going around only E-rank gates until the next exam?

That was nonsense. 

The channel would be doomed.

‘If Yeto keeps challenging only E-rank gates for months, the viewers who were interested will all leave.’

Yeto, who had broken through the Absolute Defense Line and its chained gate.

Viewers would be looking forward to even more spectacular challenges.

‘Yeto must not stagnate.’

Therefore, he would aim for the promotion exam in a few days.

That was Shin Seungah’s prediction.

“Guild Master, let’s go to the exam site. We can find the Hunter Yeto there.”

“Where do I have the time for that? You know I’m busy.”

Says the person who took a three-day break over the weekend.

It seems like it’s not a matter of time but of conscience.

Shin Seungah mumbled but added another word.

“I’ll be there with you when you talk.”

Even as she said it, she wondered if it would work.

It almost sounded like coaxing a child.

“…Sigh. Is that really your best attempt at persuasion?”

Jung Sowon tucked her short black hair behind her ear.

Even in that moment, she looked refined, which was a bit annoying.

“You can be honest. You want to get acquainted with Yeto, but you felt uneasy going alone, right?”

It seemed to have worked.

It’s driving me crazy.

“Yes, that’s actually true. So shall we proceed like that?”

“…Do as you please.”

Despite the bravado, she seemed still uneasy.

She opened her mouth to speak but quickly shut it again.

She must have thought it was too late to back out now.

And there was also her desire to meet Yeto.

“Uh-huh-huh. Uh-huh-huh-huh-huh.”

It was as if she could almost grasp Jung Sowon’s thoughts.

For the first time in her life, Shin Seungah found the great Guild Master to be cute.

“…You seem rather happy, Seungah.”

“Yes. Just thinking about meeting the Hunter Yeto.”

“What will you do when you meet?”

“Who knows? Should I try to charm him?”

“I’ll tell your husband, just so you know.”

“Jealous?”

“…No.”

“Would you like to try too, Guild Master? Using your charms.”

“…I don’t want to.”

“Oh, you hesitated for a moment.”

“I didn’t.”

Look! 

Such a delightful reaction!

Who would have thought the day would come when I could tease the Guild Master?

‘Yeto, you’re really the best!’

Shin Seungah shuddered with excitement.

She was already smiling in anticipation of the exam day.

“Oh, I feel sorry for the other candidates. If the Guild Master goes in person, they’ll all be red-eyed, begging for attention, I wonder if they’ll even be able to get any proper interest.”

“…Are you really going to do this?”

“Do what? I don’t know what you’re talking about… Oh?”

She was about to brush it off but suddenly paused.

‘Hunter Ian is also observing this exam?’

The new S-rank of the Illyun Guild.

She had discovered the news of her participation as an observer.

Though there were differences, she was one of the top female hunters in the country.

If they met at the scene, they would likely have a conversation.

…The Guild Master would only be focused on Yeto, but what if Hunter Ian got angry?

As an S-rank summoner like Yeto, Ian would be displeased if treated lightly compared to an F-rank.

Especially since the opponent was a young genius hunter who could become an S-rank like herself.

Jung Sowon couldn’t help but be conscious of her.


Their gender, age, and achievements were similar.

‘What if the Guild Master… made a mistake?’

It was impossible not to care about how she viewed promotions, but if the Guild Master was distracted by Yeto, she might end up answering inappropriately…

A chill ran down her spine.

For some reason, the exam venue entrance she pictured in her mind suddenly started to look like the gates of hell.




 
  
    Chapter 37: Promotion Test – 2


A few days after the livestream of the Imprisonment Tower strategy.

I got off the shuttle bus, clicking my tongue.

“Look at that grand building. They must have a lot of money.”

A massively large building filled my view.

A gigantic building complex that made my stomach churn with envy. 

The engraved ‘ACE’ at the entrance was particularly striking.

This was none other than the Hunter Promotion Exam Hall of South Korea.

‘Hunters only take promotion exams three times in their lives.’

Once each at A, C, and E levels, making it three times in total.

B and D levels don’t require exams; they get promoted through accumulated performance by the association. 

It’s like getting a gold button on NewTube.

‘If I don’t want to ruin my channel’s growth, I need to pass today on the first try.’

I rubbed my wrist as I entered the exam hall.

Of course, failing wouldn’t be the end of everything.

Viewers would understand if I failed.

My channel’s value was solid enough for that.

‘If it comes to it, I can join another hunter and participate in their strategy.’

Right now, I can’t handle gates above D-level.

It’s illegal for an F-level to solo a D-level gate.

However, participating in another hunter’s strategy was allowed.

‘Otherwise, support members wouldn’t be able to participate in high-difficulty strategies.’

Porters or support members are essential in high-difficulty strategies.

Even S-level guilds have D-level guild members.

Of course, a D-level in an S-level guild would be vastly more talented than a typical D-level.

‘No matter how many times I fail, there’s no law saying I have to die.’

As long as you don’t die, there’s always a way to survive, just like how I bounced back after losing all my stocks.

Despite this, I burned with determination. 

Or rather, I forced myself to stoke the fire of competitiveness.

‘Viewers are likely to overlook my failure.’

But that means ‘just this once.’

It doesn’t mean they’ll keep being enthusiastic like before.

There are newcomers like the Illyun Guild. 

I can’t afford to stagnate for months.

For the leader, being stuck is the scariest thing.

The few months after failing this exam.

The slump and impact would be greater than I expected.

“I’m here to register for the E-level promotion exam.”

So I walked confidently to the registration desk.

“Yes, are you a candidate? Your name?”

“Jeong Dojin.”

“Yes, Mr. Jeong Do-jin… Oh?”

When I handed over my ID, the receptionist’s eyes widened.

Even with a mask on, did she recognize me instantly? 

Oh, what to do with this fame.

Fine, I can give an autograph before going in. 

But anything beyond that is troublesome. 

Familiarity is inconvenient.

“This is a credit card. You need to give me your ID.”

“…Oh. Wait a moment.”

“You didn’t forget it, did you?”

“No, I brought it.”

Damn it. 

This is so embarrassing.

But it wasn’t a completely unfortunate mistake.

The tension melted away, and I felt more relaxed.

‘Nothing to worry about. Unless I’m extremely unlucky, it would be strange to fail.’

Objectively speaking, I’m capable enough.

I sat in the waiting room, recalling the building’s layout. 

I had to return here after the exam.

‘First is the physical test, then the gate strategy.’

For reference, the A, C, and E-level promotion exams are on the same day. 

C-level candidates are also here today.

It’s just that there are no A-level candidates this time.

Naturally, there are only a few in the country.

‘The exams themselves are held at different locations for each rank.’

Of course. C-level and E-level can’t tackle the same gate.

‘We gather here, then take a car to the selected gate near the exam site.’

Then why not just gather there, disperse after, and check the results at home?

It seems reasonable at first glance, but that’s a wrong idea.

‘Connections are crucial in the hunter world.’

This promotion exam is an opportunity.

A chance to catch the eye of higher-level guilds or hunters.

‘Only three such opportunities in a lifetime.’

Except for the S-level promotion exam.

Why would a hunter capable of becoming S-level need anyone’s recognition?

‘It’s hard enough to even take the A-level exam.’

Only 0.26% of hunters are A-level.

For an ordinary hunter, the only promotion exams they can take are at E and C levels.

‘You can retake the exam if you fail, but you’re treated like a job-seeker who failed multiple times.’


Retaking isn’t wrong, but it lowers your evaluation.

Unless you have something to overturn that evaluation.

The killing intent in the candidates’ eyes wasn’t just my imagination.

‘Not a single word of conversation. Of course, it’s a relative evaluation.’

An absolute evaluation would be better. 

You just need to do well yourself.

But with a relative evaluation?

‘Other people’s mistakes or successes affect my evaluation too.’

Only two opportunities given during a hunter’s life.

It’s a lottery ticket for the lower-class hunters’ big chance in life.

No wonder the atmosphere was heavy.

‘I shouldn’t be too relaxed either.’

I was regaining an appropriate level of tension when it happened.

“Thank you for waiting. Please follow me.”

A burly association member appeared and called us.

They’re starting quickly. 

If it had been any later, it would’ve been a disaster.

“Before the exam, we will start with the physical test. All candidates should store their valuables in the locker and change into the provided outfits.”

We changed into the instructed outfits.

A simple set of gear items with good mobility.

They had no special options attached.

‘It’s to prevent passing through gear advantage.’

It felt like the real promotion exam was starting.

I felt a forgotten tension return, bringing a grin to my face.

***

Not being able to confidently introduce your job.

Heo Jitae believed that was the saddest thing for a married man.

‘It’s hardest to say, “I’m a hunter.”‘

It’s easier to understand if you think of it as a comedian introducing themselves.

Or even a singer or entertainer.

‘If you’re famous enough, you don’t need to state your job. Just saying, “I’m Heo Ji-tae~” would make everyone recognize you.’

Would national MC Yoo Jaedong introduce himself as ‘I’m an entertainer’?

Probably not.

People would recognize him just by seeing his face.

Careers that build recognition have always been like that.

Your name becomes your profession.

And it’s the same for hunters.

If you’re walking in a park and hear someone introduce themselves as ‘I’m Ian. Nice to meet you,’ what would happen?

People would be surprised and turn around.

Ian introducing herself in a park is unlikely, though.

‘Even if I were a C-level hunter, I could confidently introduce myself.’

C-level hunters are comparable to high-ranking judges or prosecutors.

They have promising futures and robust physiques.

‘Even D-level would be enough. That’s the top 50%.’

However, reality was grim.

Eternal F-level hunter, Heo Jitae.

Former broadcast manager of the Photon Guild, Heo Jitae.

Or, two-week unemployed newly awakened, Heo Jitae.

That was the best business card he could present.

‘This bitterness worsens in your 30s.’

Especially when meeting your girlfriend’s parents.

-So, what’s your job?

-I’m a hunter. I used to be a broadcast manager.

-Oh! A hunter? What level?

-F-level. I just got the qualification as an awakened.

-Is that so? Why did you quit being a broadcast manager?

-Due to the live broadcast ban law…

-What!! That’s just being unemployed!! I can’t give you my daughter!!

Heo Jitae. 

Current unemployed. 

36 years old.

Five years into a relationship with a girlfriend he’s promised to marry.

This was why he challenged the E-level hunter promotion exam.

“Next. Number 36, Heo Jitae.”

“Yes!”

Heo Jitae stepped forward and grabbed the wooden sword.

Damn it, even the test number matched his age.

It felt like fate was mocking him.

“Hit the machine in front of you with the wooden sword. Think of it as an actual battle and strike. If you don’t meet the minimum standard, you won’t be able to participate in the strategy exam.”

Not eligible. 

In other words, failure.

A brute method, but necessary.

Gate strategy records can be manipulated.

This was the second filter after the document screening.

“Hah!”

Heo Jitae raised his arms and swung the wooden sword with all his might.

It was a technique he learned from attending a swordsmanship academy diligently.

Thud!

The clumsy sword strike hit the tester accurately.

The machine shook heavily and spat out a number.

[43 points.]

A mechanical score evaluation was announced.

The passing score was 40, so he barely made it.

[58 points.]

[65 points.]

The scores from other lines were much higher.

He felt a bit of self-pity, but considering it was his first time in a while, it wasn’t a bad result. 

As a warrior-type awakened, he was somewhat satisfied.

“Number 36, you passed the first physical test.”

“Phew… Thank you.”

“Next, number 77, Jeong Dojin.”

He wiped the sweat off his forehead and handed over the wooden sword.

The next candidate took the sword and bowed politely.

Heo Jitae returned the bow and turned around.

It was then that something strange happened.

Murmur murmur…

‘…Huh?’

Heo Jitae turned around to leave, but the other candidates who were waiting for their turn or watching the proceedings started murmuring and fixed their eyes on the next participant.

Even those a few meters away in adjacent lines were doing the same.

Even the judges, who should have been urging the candidates, were caught up in the atmosphere.

This scene was familiar.

It was just like the time he watched the A-rank promotion test on public broadcast.

When a famous hunter took the promotion test, all eyes were on their performance.

The atmosphere was exactly like that moment.

‘Who is it?’

Hero Jitae, who was about to take a break, turned around.

The back of the brown-haired person was unfamiliar to his eyes.

Wasn’t it Jeong Dojin?

He searched his memory but couldn’t recall the name.

Was he from a top-tier guild?

“Uh… um…”

Awkwardly gripping his wooden sword, the man looked at the machine.

His bewildered expression turned towards the judges.

“…I’m more of a magician type, so could you tell me why I was called to this test site?”

“Summoners originally come here. If you registered as a magician-type summoner, you would have gone to the magician measurement site. If you have finished your questions, please proceed with the test quickly.”

“Yes, sir.”

A kind yet unkind answer.

Jeong Dojin scratched his cheek at the manual-like response.

“Call Dancing Specter El Ayla.”

Then he summoned his familiar.

[Ancestor’s spirit uses Intermediate summoning!]

[Summoned Dancing Specter El Ayla.]

“If my master calls me, I shall come willingly.”

A dancer appeared with a somewhat indifferent expression.

She received the wooden sword from her master with a gentle hand.

Heo Jitae didn’t know the name Jeong Dojin well.

Even the back of the next participant was unfamiliar.

But he couldn’t mistake the face of the summoner standing before the machine and the beauty of his familiar.

“Is it Yeto?”

“It is Yeto.”

“It was really Yeto.”

“See! I told you so!”

As a few people murmured those words.

El Ayla, seemingly dissatisfied that this was not a real fight, lazily swung the wooden sword she had placed on her shoulder.

Instead of the scimitar at her waist, she wielded a training wooden sword.

Without even a buff, she performed a full swing with little effort.

However, the result of the attack was anything but half-hearted.

BOOM!!!

The sound was like a truck crashing into a building.

The wind from the impact blew back Heo Jitae’s bangs.

[…96 points.]

Even the score announcement voice seemed a beat late, as if it were surprised.

‘She swung it so half-heartedly, and it scored 96 points?’

Heo Jitae stared blankly at El Ayla and Jeong Dojin.

Jeong Dojin’s face turned pale, unlike before.

‘Ah, I knew it. You actually hit it with all your strength, right?’

No matter what, 2.5 times my score is a bit much.

Look at El’s acting. 

It really seemed like she swung it half-heartedly.

“Damn it. The wooden sword broke. Do I have to compensate for this?”

“…Losses during the test are not charged.”

“Really? The Hunter Association is the best!”

Except for stocks. 

Jeong Dojin sighed with relief.

Witnessing this, Heo Jitae knelt down in despair.

“Bang Jun! Bring a new wooden sword over here!”

“Yes, sir!”

As another judge went to fetch the wooden sword, Jeong Dojin bowed to the other candidates.

“Ah, next candidates? I apologize for the wait because of this one. Please bear with us for a bit.”

“Yeah! It’s okay! Haha.”

“Haha! It’s only a few minutes, no big deal! Haha!”

The fresh candidates, watching El Ayla also apologize, didn’t seem to mind much.

“Um, judge? May I ask something?”

After lightly apologizing to those around him, Jeong Dojin approached the judge.

“This test machine, what’s the maximum score?”

“I believe it’s 999 points.”

“…Not 99 points?”

Jeong Dojin’s mouth hung open.

He had nervously asked, thinking he might have almost broken the machine.

“Amazing, right? It’s used for A-rank tests as well. This machine.”

The judge, with a strict face, briefly smiled.

“I heard that Hunter Jeong Sowon scored 924 points when she became an A-rank in Korea.”


“…Judge, I think I might cry.”

“There’s no need for that.”

The judge whispered softly while showing the record sheet.

“Congratulations. You’ve set a new E-rank record.”

The outcome of this test was predictably impressive.




 
  
    Chapter 38: Promotion Test – 3


Jeong Dojin and Heo Jitae passed the remaining physical tests one by one, separated only by their order.

“All I can give you is my support!!”

No, a correction is needed. 

The one who passed was not Jeong Dojin but El Ayla.

“Shall we pick up the pace? You can run a bit faster!”

Even when Heo Jitae had to sprint with all his might.

“Good, good, that’s it! Dazzling!”

Even when he had to dodge flying tennis balls for five minutes.

“Perfect abs guard! You’re the best!”

Even when he had to advance 10 meters while blocking a strong wind with a shield.

While El Ayla was setting new records, that damn summoner was sitting back there, occasionally throwing some cheers at El Aila.

‘Should I kill him? No, hold back. The assassin inside me.’

‘I just want to pretend my hand slipped and punch him once.’

‘If I don’t go home and write a nasty comment on Yeto’s channel, I’m not human.’

The examinees’ eyes glittered with murderous intent.

For just about 10 seconds.

‘Oh, by the way, El-chan is so pretty.’

‘Why does she smell like flowers when she passes by if she’s a ghost?’

‘Yeto, I’ll let it slide because I get to see El-chan.’

The more they hated Jeong Dojin, the more they grew fond of El Ayla.

Of course, Jeong Dojin wasn’t feeling too great either.

‘I’m exhausted. Did I maintain the summoning for too long?’

El A yla was a powerful summon. 

Maintaining her for several hours without a potion was tough.

Fortunately, his test score had already exceeded the passing standard. 

So, couldn’t he switch members now?

“Let’s switch players. Call Carnival Zombie Platoon!”

[The Ancestor Spirits uses intermediate summoning!]

[Summoning Carnival Zombie Platoon.]

“Ughhh…”

The zombies were summons registered before the test.

Switching players wasn’t technically wrong.

‘If this is banned, other hunters should only use one skill for the test, too, right?’

After all, summons are part of the summoner’s abilities.

But.

To the examinees, it was like a bolt from the blue.

“El-Ayla turned into a zombie!!”

“Ack?”

El Ayla, who had naturally encouraged them and squeezed out every last bit of strength during the arduous test.

It was only natural that she, who was like the idol of the test site, had been replaced with a scrawny zombie in the blink of an eye.

“You heartless bastard, Yeto!!”

“Why is this cheesy, bumpy bread bastard so cordial!!”

“Aaarrgghhh!!”

“Ack~ Ugh~.”

Examinees fled from the substitute zombie.

They weren’t even that rotten, so why were they acting like this? 

Jeong Dojin sighed and muttered.

“Hah, getting cursed at just for being a summoner again. So unfair.”

This one really got on his nerves.

Even Yeto’s fans, including Heo Jitae, almost lost their minds with rage.

“This concludes the physical test.”

After several hours of morning activities.

The examiner spoke to the sweat-soaked hunters.

“We will move on to the strategy test after lunch, so please take a sufficient rest or shower and return to this place by the designated time. That’s all.”

The examinees scattered, each with their own purpose.

Jeong Dojin also headed to the cafeteria for a drink of water.

‘Easy. At this rate, there’s no need to worry about the strategy test either.’

During the test, Jeong Dojin set new records three times.

Of course, it was an E-level record, but still.

There was no comparison at the same level.

His passing was 99% certain.

However, praise always comes with jealousy.

“…Tsk. That show-off bastard.”

Watching Jeong Dojin from afar, some examinees genuinely twisted their faces in displeasure.

“He just had to meet the criteria quietly, but he’s acting up.”

“Is he that desperate for attention? What a clown.”

They didn’t consider that the promotion test was a place to prove one’s skills.

They didn’t bother to mention that they had also tried their hardest to catch the scouts’ attention but failed.

Jealousy came first, and reasons were just excuses.

That’s why convincing them with words was impossible.

Maybe that’s why.

“Isn’t that bastard’s behavior really annoying?”

“Huh? What, who are you?”

There was someone approaching to take advantage of them.

“Does it matter who I am? Look at that conscienceless guy. He’s messing up the test just so he can pass. He thinks he’s all that.”

The man with the shady face lowered his voice.

“I saw your scores. While you might pass the physical test, it seems a bit hard to meet the standard Yeto set in the strategy test, doesn’t it?”

“…Who the hell are you? Are you trying to pick a fight?”

“No, no, don’t get angry. Just hear me out.”


-Tap tap. The man tapped his head.

“If Yeto keeps this up, the highest score will reach this level. Originally, you only had to reach the knee to pass, but now if you don’t reach the chest, you’ll fail.”

-Tap tap. 

He tapped his chest next.

The vivid description made the examinees swallow hard.

“Because of that attention-seeking bastard, you’re getting unfairly disqualified. Does this make sense to you?”

However, in reality, the promotion test didn’t work that way.

If the grading method were like that, the test would lose its meaning.

Passing would depend on luck in every test.

Though no test created by humans could be perfect, the association’s test wasn’t so unjust as to allow such absurd rules.

“Damn it. So what do you want us to do?”

But the examinees didn’t know that.

The grading criteria was an important secret of the association.

And the man had no intention of revealing the truth.

He grinned from ear to ear.

“I’m Bok Beomho. I’ve rubbed shoulders with some famous folks.”

“…Famous folks?”

“I like making friends, you see. I’ve already made several like-minded friends here.”

Praise and encouragement always come with jealousy.

But there’s a point people often miss.

Just because someone has a lot, doesn’t mean they don’t feel jealous.

“Would you like to work with us on something?”

While ordinary people’s jealousy usually ends in silent resentment.

The jealousy of those with power turns into vicious attacks.

It means ending and ruining the person they don’t like through underhanded schemes.

***

There were two ways to observe the promotion test.

‘Watch it in a large viewing room with observers from other guilds, or watch it in a private room with guild members.’

The Natu guild mostly preferred the former.

It was easier to make connections with other guilds.

‘But not this time.’

Shin Seungah glanced at Jung Sowon, who had come with her.

She was fiddling with the remote control beside her.

“Why did you book a private room this time?”

“It’s a convenience offered only to guilds rated A or above. We should use it occasionally.”

“…It’s definitely an excuse, but I don’t know the reason. Fine, I’ll let it go.”

Instead of answering, Shin Seungah looked at the back of Jung Sowon’s head.

Why? 

It’s because someone might make a mistake.

‘Staring at the TV even before starting.’

Does she really not know, or is she just pretending? 

Shin Seungah wiped the sweat off her forehead in relief.

“It seems like the physical test ended a while ago.”

The highlight of the promotion test is the gate strategy test.

The physical test is merely a basic ability check.

Gate strategy test.

It was a kind of strategy competition to complete missions inside the gate.

“The candidates should have arrived at the gate by now. It will start soon if you wait a little longer.”

“I know. We saw the message together.”

“I meant it’s okay to put the remote down.”

“…I know that.”

Jung Sowon quietly put down the remote.

Shin Seungah, who was smiling brightly, looked for the guidebook.

“By the way, where is the test site this time?”

“Hold on… Here it is. It’s Pengu’s Altar.”

Pengu’s Altar.

It was a safe gate, as funny as the name sounded.

“Oh, I took my promotion test there too.”

Looking at the guide, Shin Seungah reminisced for a moment.

It was more than 15 years ago.

“Really? Did you get caught as a sacrifice by the kobolds?”

“Of course not. I easily got first place. You’re not sulking because I’ve been teasing you a lot lately, are you?”

“…No.”

The monsters appearing at Pengu’s Altar are kobolds!

An E-rank monster that looks like a dog walking on two legs.

Kobold means ‘boiling dog.’

It’s a rather creepy meaning compared to the funny pronunciation.

And that’s the gimmick and goal of this gate.

The boss monster, the ‘Kobold Shaman,’ has that goal.

Shin Seungah shook her head as if she felt unpleasant.

“Thinking about it again, it’s terrible that they capture invading hunters and boil them.”

They’re monsters. 

But ironically, that’s what makes it ‘the safest gate.’ 

They only anesthetize and capture the hunters without harming them, right?

“Until the dungeon break.”

Pengu’s Altar has two characteristics.

First, it’s a dungeon as large as a city.

Second, the monsters don’t harm intruders.

‘The kobolds in this gate would rather die than harm the sacrifices.’

Even if their comrades are killed, they keep the sacrifices alive.

They just lock them up in prison in a healthy state.

So, even if you lose to the monsters, you won’t die.

Instead, the meals are insect dishes.

‘They only use anesthetic guns and wooden clubs.’

That’s why this gate is used for promotion tests.

Even if candidates make a lot of mistakes, they won’t die or get injured by the monsters.

‘The only injury might be from tripping while fighting.’

Isn’t tripping and getting injured dangerous?

If you think so, you better quit being a hunter.

‘No matter how much times have changed, hunters protect people from monsters. Saying you can’t fight because you’re afraid of getting hurt is ridiculous.’

Shin Seungah nodded to herself and asked a question.

“But, Guild Leader, they don’t touch the sacrifices until the dungeon break, right?”

Although she cleared the dungeon, she didn’t have much knowledge.

Because she had excellent talent, she got promoted without having to visit the dungeon multiple times.

“Yes. Since the gate is big, it takes months to break. Why do you ask?”

“…What happens after the dungeon break?”

“They use the sacrifices to summon monsters.”

Jeong Sowon, who was well-versed in gates, answered immediately.

“This place is also a sacrifice-summoning gate like the D-rank gate ‘Slaughterhouse.’ When conditions are met, stronger monsters appear than the gate’s difficulty level.”

“Ugh… No matter how safe it is, being thrown into prison must feel awful.”

What does it mean for monsters to ‘use sacrifices’?

Hunters locked in prison would naturally shiver.

It would feel like being a pig locked in a refrigerator alive.

Of course, the candidates didn’t have to worry much.

“This Pengu’s Altar has about five months left until the dungeon break. The association members will rescue them after the test.”

Dungeon break is an issue that must never happen.

Therefore, the association thoroughly prevents it.

“Then it’s okay. The idiots who thought hunters were action movie stars and jumped into the hunter world will have a hard time today.”

“Those fools should retire. They’ll only be a burden to the guild industry.”

The two A-rank hunters were harsh in their assessment.

But it was also a kindness as senior hunters.

Hunters fight against dangerous monsters.

Forcing someone who doesn’t fit to develop tenacity or mental strength isn’t advisable.

“Gate strategy is not a game.”

Humanity built civilization on electronic devices.

However, electricity can still harm people.

Monsters are the same.

Those creatures exist outside the monitor screen.


“…Except for one person.”

Jung Sowon unknowingly smiled slightly.

[Walking through the forest feels like taking a stroll. But when will the day come when we can take the promotion test at home?]

It was because the necromancer examiner was filming a gate video.

Jeong Dojin was in the frame.



 
  
    Chapter 39: Promotion Test – 4


Pengu’s Altar entered for the conquest exam.

Jeong Dojin walked through the forest of the dungeon, looking up at the sky.

“Ghosts are flying around.”

Of course, these weren’t the monsters of this gate. 

They were the recording cameras sent by the association’s examiners.

As expected, this miserable job belongs to the cameramen.

Feeling sympathy for the association members, Jung Dojin clasped his hands together.

“You all know what our mission is, right?”

At that moment, another team member lifted his chin and spoke.

The conquest exam required forming a team of three. Warrior Hwang Jaejoon and mage Yang Beomseok were the teammates assigned to Jung Dojin.

Jung Dojin nodded in response to Hwang Jaejoon’s question.

“Hunting the boss monster, right? It’s rather easy.”

It might sound stupid, but it was a fact. 

There was no need to directly defeat the boss.

“Even just participating in the boss fight gets you evaluated, right?”

If you defeat it directly, you pretty much pass.

When he answered, Yang Beomseok smirked.

“Oh, I see. That’s the confidence expected from Yeto. Are you going to turn the Kobold shaman into an undead as well?”

“Haha, no way. This gate belongs to the association.”

This was a gate prepared by the association for the exam.

Naturally, all dropped items belong to the association, including monster corpses and other by-products.

‘Even if the association permitted it, I’d definitely refuse.’

Jung Dojin inwardly shuddered.

‘A Kobold shaman? That’s a summoner type monster!’

Good grief, a summoner! 

Such a leech couldn’t be part of the team.

Besides, the skills it possessed were all useless. 

Turning it into an undead would be a waste of mana.

Jung Dojin, who was nodding to himself, blinked.

“Oh, everyone, there’s a Kobold.”

“Excuse me? Where?”

“Over there, beyond the trees.”

“…Wow, you have good eyes.”

Seeing where he pointed, Hwang Jaejoon clicked his tongue. 

Of course, it was thanks to the ghosts’ reconnaissance that he noticed.

Instead of explaining, Jung Dojin shrugged.

“It seems they haven’t noticed us yet. Let’s attack first. It’ll be reflected in our evaluation.”

“Sounds good. Yeto, summon your creature quickly.”

“Huh? Oh, yes. I should.”

Why was he ordering?

Though he found it strange, Jung Dojin didn’t argue.

“Call Dancing Specter El Ayla.”

[Ancestor’s Spirit uses Intermediate Summon!]

[Summoned Dancing Specter El Ayla.]

“If my master calls, I shall answer gladly.”

Summoning El Ayla, Jung Dojin looked back at his companions.

“Since someone might get hurt, I’ll let my summoned creature take the first hit.”

“Sure, I’ll follow up.”

Hwang Jaejoon, smiling slyly, stuck close behind.

El Ayla glanced at him before attacking the mobs.

“Grrr… Kegank?!”

Thwack! Slash-!

El Ayla’s sword gleamed mercilessly, and the few Kobolds screamed.

‘If we wipe them all out, the other team members won’t get properly evaluated, so I should adjust my pace… huh?’

As he was considering point distribution, Jung Dojin’s face hardened.

Behind El Ayla stood Hwang Jaejoon, swinging his sword to strike El Ayla.

Fortunately, without any need for Jung Dojin to alert her, El Ayla avoided the sword with her natural reflexes.

“Whew~ She’s quick.”

“What do you think you’re doing?”

Surprised that his attack missed, Hwang Jaejoon whistled and waved off Jung Dojin’s questioning gaze.

“Why so serious? It was just a mistake.”

“Mistake? You attacked a team member.”

“A team member? It’s just a summoned creature.”

Spit!

Hwang Jaejoon openly mocked and spat on the ground. 

El Ayla stepped back to avoid the spit.

“Anyway, sorry about that. I’m just an F-rank hunter, so I missed. Consider it forgiven?”

“You seemed quite determined for a mere mistake-”

“Stop fighting. Why are you being so petty?”

Interrupting, Yang Beomseok flared up.

“It didn’t even hit you; it almost hit the summoned creature. Don’t make a fuss. Are you going to tell me not to cast magic either?”

Tap, tap!

Yang Beomseok tapped Jung Dojin’s shoulder with a forceful touch.

“If you keep nitpicking and ruining team spirit, I’ll report it to the examiners.”

“Oh, please don’t. I understand. If you apologize, we’ll let it go.”

Like seasoned actors, their performance was perfectly coordinated.

Jung Dojin half-closed his eyes, then nodded.

“I’m sorry. I guess I was a bit sensitive over a mistake.”

“No, it’s fine. I forgive you. Just buy us a meal after the exam.”


Speaking like a magnanimous person, Hwang Jaejoon led the way.

Yang Beomseok quickened his pace, glaring at him.

‘Hehe.’

Turning their backs on Yeto, they hid their smirks and snickered softly.

“That idiot seems to have caught on.”

“What can he do about it? Let him have his delusions.”

They were applicants recruited by Bok Beomho.

Two of those who were secretly approached by Bok Beomho ended up on Jung Dojin’s team.

“Of all teams, we ended up with him. Unlucky.”

“It’s karma for being so cocky.”

Bok Beomho’s skill didn’t manipulate minds but made his words hard to doubt.

‘If we drag him down, Bok Beomho promised to get us into a guild he knows.’

‘Anyway, we’re going to fail because of Yeto. Even if he’s a fraud, we have nothing to lose.’

But for those who fell for his lies, his skill had excellent synergy.

‘Fighting Kobolds won’t get us anywhere. Why help you pass for free?’

‘I’m not going down alone. You suffer too.’

By sabotaging Jung Dojin and moving to a better guild, they dreamt of a hopeful future, imagining Jung Dojin’s expression as he followed them.

•Whether it’s with anger or cold fury, he can’t do anything.

However, if they had looked back, they would have felt a deep chill and fear.

“Ahem.”

If you had seen Jeong Dojin’s radiant smile, that is.

I don’t prefer violence in education.

‘If beating makes someone obey, then they’re still pretty well-behaved.’

Do fools only come to their senses after seeing the consequences of their actions?

That’s sophistry. It’s 100% the logic of an abuser.

If someone reforms after being beaten, it means they had at least a basic foundation of wanting to change in the first place.

If someone truly doesn’t understand, they’ll live their life oblivious even if you beat them to a pulp.

Therefore, I believe that those who solve problems with violence are mostly just lazy people who abuse others because they find persuading them too troublesome.

‘But… today is an important exam day, isn’t it?’

I’m a bit busier than usual.

It’s not like I have anything to say like on the broadcast, so I’m a bit bored.

So, what’s my choice?

‘I have no choice but to reluctantly become a slightly bad adult.’

I looked at my team members with a playful smile.

Little ghosts gathered around them.

‘Attach to their ankles, all of you who were out scouting.’

Four to five ghosts clung to each leg!

Of course, each ghost has the strength of a Chihuahua.

‘But even five Chihuahuas together are quite heavy.’

Moreover, what if they yank on your legs while you’re walking or moving?

“Ahhh?!”

“Whoa?!”

Of course, they fell forward.

They tripped and pulled their legs unexpectedly.

How could F-ranks withstand that without falling?

Thud! Wham!

The ambush on their ankles was more surprising than a stumbling block, and they fell forward, smashing their faces into the ground.

Wow, that looks really painful.

“No way?!”

I yelled in a tone that would make anyone furious.

I wanted to punch them really hard in the chest.

“What’s going on, everyone?! How could you both fall simultaneously on a flat surface?!”

“You, you jerk…!”

“Did you do this?!”

Wow, how did they know so quickly? 

They’re sharp.

Since they’re not necromancers, they can’t see the ghosts.

I raised my hands and shook my head horizontally.

“Me?! Why would you suspect me?! Do you have any proof?!”

“What’s more obvious than that infuriating tone?!”

“No way?! My tears are the proof! It’s so unfair! I’m innocent! Did my excellence provoke your inferiority complex? I’m sorry?”

“You little…!”

Swoosh!

El Ayla blocked Hwang Jaejoon, who was about to charge at me.

El Ayla stood in front of me with arms outstretched, as if to protect me.

With a sword behind her back and an expressionless face, she seemed to be saying she had no intention of causing harm.

“…Damn it!”

However, Hwang Jaejoon didn’t push further.

It’s a wise decision, though cowardly for a so-called man.

‘Because he knows he’ll get thrashed in a fight.’

He couldn’t even hit her with a sword from behind.

‘After seeing kobolds being dismembered by El Ayla, would an F-rank warrior dare to challenge her?’

Causing trouble would only harm himself.

“…Do you think you can get away with this?”

At that moment, Hwang Jaejoon, who had been acting tough, suddenly smirked.

He looked as if he had grasped my weakness.

“Do you think you’re somebody just because others praise you? What if I publicize this?”

“Publicize it?”

“How many fools would support you even if you mess up? If I falsely claim that you bullied me, what do you think will happen?”

“Your hunter career would be over.”

Oh, what a surprising thought.

I looked at him with sparkling eyes at his low-level improvisation.

‘He must have come up with it on the spot.’

As soon as the idiot threw the bait, he took it.

Fools like him always show off with bravado, fists, and half-baked knowledge. 

Reading their behaviour patterns is as easy as dealing with a palette swap NPC.

Using ghosts to trip them?

Do you think I’d be satisfied with such petty discipline?

I grinned and took out my smartphone.

“What are you doing? Going to tell your mom on the phone?”

[…Do you think you can get away with this?]

“…Huh?”

Hwang Jaejoon looked dumbfounded as he saw his face on the phone screen.

In the video, Hwang Jaejoon was grinning wickedly.

[Do you think you’re somebody just because others praise you? What if I publicize this?]

“…A video? Since when?!”

“Hmm. Since you seem quite dim, let me explain slowly.”

I shook my head with a pitying expression.

A little ghost popped out of the smartphone.

Hwang Jaejoon couldn’t see it, though.

“You’re aware of what I use to film my broadcasts, right?”

“…Ah.”

“My summoned creatures also act as observers. Naturally, they recorded the nonsense you two were spouting, right?”

Ah, this is called a ‘black box.’


I had spread them out for scouting, and they recorded this by chance.

‘How dare you try to outwit a reporter with a fabricated story?’

Learn a lesson from Jeong Dojin, the cameraman.

Normally, I charge for this lesson. 

You know that, right?



 
  
    Chapter 40: Promotion Exam – 5


Hwang Jaejoon and Yang Beomseok.

If I were to grade these two idiots’ tricks, I’d give them around 30 points.

‘Generously giving them 50 points for their skill in subtly provoking me.’

But since they fell into my trap, I’ll deduct 20 points. 

That “mistake” they made earlier wasn’t too bad.

‘Even though their malice is obvious, it’s hard to punish them.’

In reality, such mistakes occasionally happen during evaluations. 

This isn’t something that the law would intervene in.

It’s a minor misdemeanor, like petty theft.

It’s cumbersome to publicize and difficult to punish.

Spitting in someone’s face doesn’t send you to prison.

But from the victim’s perspective, it’s incredibly infuriating.

‘If their goal was to give up on the exam and piss me off, they succeeded to some extent.’

Of course, if pointed out, this would be recorded in the association’s records forever.

While it may not get them blacklisted, their evaluation would be affected.

They would likely face significant disadvantages in the next exam.

But if they weren’t thinking that far ahead or were willing to accept the evaluation hit, it doesn’t matter.

‘The association isn’t an absolute entity.’

Ah, of course, they can issue or revoke a Hunter’s license.

But revocation rarely happens.

By that logic, are police officers absolute authorities too?

‘The real fear in the association’s rules is because the state backs them.’

Especially crimes related to gates are almost always serious crimes.

When the association discovers them, the state punishes them.

If an office worker breaks the rules and commits a crime, the company can’t punish that employee arbitrarily.

But punishment according to national laws is enforced.

The relationship between the association and Hunters is just like that.

It’s good to be on friendly terms, but if you have the skills, you can appropriately disregard them or establish an equal relationship.

‘Even I started a live broadcast while slightly ignoring the association’s intentions.’

But looking at it differently, that’s about the extent of the association’s evaluation.

As long as you follow the law, you can tolerate some evaluation drop.

Ah, of course, I faithfully comply with the association’s rules.

I pledge my loyalty to the association and the state.

Oh my, how could someone mock national laws? 

One should live as a model citizen, complying with the law like me!

‘Still, these kinds of tricks are quite common.’

Making money through financial fraud, serving a few months in jail, and then being released. 

Showing up at a press conference in a wheelchair, pretending to be a patient.

Hmm, smells like the workplace I’m familiar with.

Reporters chirping like seagulls. 

People are the same everywhere.

“These guys are just self-harming scam artists, at best.”

They’re not even Hunters, just thugs who awakened abilities. 

Judging by their improvisation skills, they’re below third-rate.

And these guys came up with a plan that barely skirts the edge of the law? 

That’s not credible.

‘This isn’t a spontaneous quarrel. Someone tipped them off.’

Someone subtly pushed these fools.

Cunning, but a petty small-minded person.

But Hwang Jaejoon, out of frustration, made a mistake.

Instead of subtly provoking me, he outright picked a fight.

“…You, you cowardly bastard!! No matter how plausible your lies are, the truth will eventually prevail!!”

As soon as he saw the video, Hwang Jaejoon changed his stance.

Bastard. 

Now he’s suddenly pretending to be the victim?

He seemed aware that I was filming him.

“Yeah! If I step up as a witness and expose your scam, it’ll be two against one, you morally bankrupt bastard!”

Another idiot chimed in from the side.

These fools are pathetically desperate. 

It’s ridiculous.

“There’s a necromancer among the judges.”

Shaking my head, I pointed to the sky.

“It’s problematic if you think there are no CCTV cameras inside the gate. Didn’t you know the association’s camera filmed you two attacking my summons?”

“…Filming?”

The faces of their team members turned pale. 

Idiots.

“I suspect your character evaluation has already plummeted. By the way, of course, the miraculous falling over nothing happened after the camera left.”

If you’re going to pick a fight, this is the least you should do.

Adding a hint of threat makes it even better.

I said to the idiots I was too annoyed to deal with.

“So, what are you planning to do by publicizing this?”

[How many fools in this world would support you even if you caused trouble? If I make a fake claim that you abused me, your Hunter career is over.]

Wow. 

Hearing that again, it’s a classic.

Why do these kinds of idiots always spout the very admonishment they should hear as if it’s about someone else?

People should be as self-aware as I am.

As the conscience of this era, I feel so pained.

“If it turns into a scandal, they’re the ones who’ll be screwed.”

Even high-ranking officials fear public opinion.


Their minds must be overwhelmed with concerns now.

“…Damn it!”

Of course, these conscienceless idiots didn’t utter a single word of apology till the end.

Those clueless fools hastily turned their backs.

“Ugh!”

“Ugh!”

And they fell over again.

What, did they think I’d only trip them once?

I was genuinely surprised and offered them my condolences.

“Oh my! You two fell over again as if possessed! Should I perform an exorcism for you?!”

“Grr…! Stop messing around! Get rid of this!”

“What?! Why are you mad at me for something I didn’t do?! I’m telling you, an exorcism would cure it! I know because I’m a necromancer! This is the work of an evil spirit!”

“It’s not an evil spirit; it’s your ghost doing this!!”

“Alright, fine, whatever it is, just get rid of it!!”

“Huh? Your request isn’t polite. That pisses me off.”

I shook my head seriously.

“I don’t do exorcisms. No, I can’t.”

“Argh!! Fine, you bastard!! Don’t do it, damn it!!”

Thud, thud, crash! 

Rolling around!

The two guys kept falling over but endured with sheer determination.

They had much more grit than I had anticipated.

For about ten minutes, that is.

“…I’m sorry. Please untie this.”

“We were wrong… I’m even getting a nosebleed…”

After falling over about thirty times without even making it ten meters, these idiots finally bowed their heads to me, begging for mercy.

“Why are you doing this? You make me look like the bad guy.”

At least now they’ve shown some basic decency.

I nodded and extended my hand.

“500,000 won.”

“…What?”

“What do you mean, ‘what’? Pay up for the exorcism. Give me 500,000 won.”

I need to make a living too.

Oh, there’s nothing left! 

It’s really tough running a business.

…Trembling! 

The two fools were shaking all over.

“We don’t have our wallets right now…”

“You got your phones back earlier, right? Are you saving the bank transfer for buying fish-shaped bread?”

“Hey, your tone is slipping…”

“So what? Do you have a problem with that?”

These guys still don’t get the situation.

If you’ve got a problem… you know what happens, right?

I shook the phone with their criminal records on it.

Trembling…!

The two guys, veins bulging, went into vibration mode.

Maybe it’s because it’s a bit cold today.

They keep shivering.

They should know they won’t get anything by resisting.

They gritted their teeth and took out their phones.

“You said 500,000 won, right…?”

“Can you, please, tell us the account number…?”

“Account number? Oh.”

Whack! 

I slapped my forehead as if I just realized something.

“Oh no! I forgot my account number. Cancel that!”

Am I really going to extort them and get in trouble for robbery?

I can’t tarnish my clean streamer image.

I smiled at them, whose veins looked like they were about to burst.

“Why so serious? It’s just a joke, a joke.”

Of course, I didn’t forget to throw back the nonsense Hwang Jaejoon spewed earlier.

Ah, having such a good memory can be a curse.

“…Grrrk! Grrkgrrk!!”

Did my kind teasing hit the mark?

The trembling bastards’ eyes rolled back.

Now they’re even foaming at the mouth. 

Are they king crabs?

If I level up a bit today, I might learn how to use a water cannon.

“Huff, huff…! Mr. Jeong Dojin? We get it, just please do the exorcism already. It’s hard to walk.”

Well, that’s true. 

It’s a competitive assessment, so I can’t just play around.

Satisfied, I immediately performed the ritual.

“Here you go~ Feel good~.”

“What. Why?”

I really released them. 

Why do you look so shocked? 

Want to fight?

When I put on a cold expression, the two guys, frightened, couldn’t even look me in the eyes and quickly turned their backs.

Then they cautiously started to take a step.

‘Seriously, look at these scaredy-cats. I said I released you.’

Annoyed, I swallowed my breath and shouted at the top of my lungs.

“Waaaah!!!!!”

“Aaahhh?!”

“Hiiiick?!”

-Flailing!

The two went into a frantic dance, as if they were about to fall over again.

I pointed ahead with my finger and shouted.

“Waaaah! Kobolds! There are kobolds, everyone!”

“……”

“Why are you so surprised? Are you afraid of kobolds too? Sure, I understand. Even if you wet your pants a bit, I’ll just record the video and pretend I didn’t see it.”

“……Grrrkk!! Grrrrrk!!”

“Stop grooming yourselves and go fight. I’ve noticed I’m the only one catching monsters. Are you not going to pass the test? Huh? Do you want me to cancel your exorcism?”

“No, we’ll fight…!”

“We’ll do our best…!”

Hey, stop grinding your teeth. 

It’s bad for your dental health.

Once broken, teeth can’t be fixed by exorcism.

“I’m tired, so I’m going to rest a bit. The guide can rest too, so figure it out and lead us to the altar.”

I left only El Ayla behind and took a potion.

The taste of a meal changes depending on who you share it with.

This bitter medicine tasted especially sweet today.

“Wow, this test is so fun. I want to do it every day. Don’t you all agree?”

“Absolutely…!!”

“It’s really, so fun…!!”

Grindgrindgrindgrind…!


They were grinding their teeth as they switched to guide mode.

The ground hardens after the rain.

Our friendship with the fools grew so strong.

Despite some minor misunderstandings, we had truly become one team, sharing our true feelings.

The K-Sucker Express is now in service.




 
  
    Chapter 41: Promotion Test – 6


Crash! Crack!

The sound of battle from Team A’s direction was rough.

Bok Beomho clicked his tongue.

“… Can’t they even hold one foot properly?”

If the goons hadn’t disrupted Yeto’s attack, how could the battle be progressing so smoothly?

The ones meant to hinder Yeto had failed.

Of course, Bok Beomho had no idea that the noise was from his team members fighting in place of Jeong Dojin.

“… Idiots. I didn’t expect anything from them.”

“Pardon? Mr. Bok Beomho, did you say something?”

It was the leader of Team C, who was in the middle of an attack. 

Bok Beomho, frowning, answered with a smile.

“No. I was just thinking about pace distribution.”

“Ah, indeed. If we keep this up, we might even get first place.”

Other team members, discussing their results proudly, were confident about their pace and aiming for first place.

Unfortunately, that wasn’t going to happen.

“They’re a nuisance. How do I knock them out?”

There was a traitor in their team, someone with a different purpose from theirs.

“Since those fools failed, I’ll have to handle it myself. Unfortunately, I’ll have to abandon the test.”

He had set up a few more traps, but they weren’t reliable.

Doing it himself was the best option.

“20 meters ahead! Kobolds!”

“Four of them. Let’s take them out!”

Just then, a group of kobolds appeared.

The team turned their backs to Bok Beomho and focused.

“Perfect timing.”

Bok Beomho smiled and threw himself.

Not towards the kobolds, but towards the back of his teammates’ heads.

Thud!

“Ugh!”

“Oof!”

Silently approaching, he struck two team members on the necks. 

Confirming they had fallen, he withdrew.

“Now, let’s get the sacrifices. Shoot the tranquilizer darts.”

“Woof woof!”

The kobolds shot tranquilizer darts at the team members.

Bok Beomho blocked the darts aimed at him and retreated far away.

The kobolds didn’t chase him but took the sacrifices away.

The sacrifices were his team members who were candidates.

“That went well. They survived because they were weak.”

After all, even if they were captured, they wouldn’t be killed, right?

Bok Beomho chuckled quietly.

“Even if I fail, the association will think my team members gave up the test because they were knocked out.”

He wasn’t worried about being filmed during his betrayal.

He had secretly brought an item that could see ghosts.

“They said the item was hidden under the wing-shaped rock, right?”

He wandered around the dungeon and found a marked spot. 

Digging under a uniquely shaped rock, he uncovered a box that looked recently buried.

“Here it is.”

Inside was a potion and a scroll sealed with a polymorph spell!

He immediately took the scroll and drank the potion.

Whoosh!

He felt like his muscles had doubled in size!

It was the effect of the enhancement potion prepared by his client.

“Ha ha ha, this is amazing.”

Bok Beomho put the empty bottle in his inner pocket.

Hiding an item in an association’s test site?

Anyone who knew would be astonished.

What kind of influence or supporters would be needed to pull off something like this?

He didn’t ponder the identity of the client who had contacted him through the deep web.

He only cared about one thing.

Laughing at the downfall and failure of others.

Wham!

Bam!

Swinging his fist, a vicious shockwave erupted.

Bok Beomho was originally an E-class hunter.

Now, with the buff, he could probably fight a D-class.

“My stats are now higher than Yeto’s summoned creatures.”

He could probably overwhelm even the Queen Spider alone.

Feeling a sinister superiority, Bok Beomho laughed.

“But there’s no need to take unnecessary risks.”

Rip!

Tear!

As he tore the magic scroll, his appearance transformed into a kobold, commonly seen in the dungeon.

Even if he defeated Yeto, he might end up in prison.

Though he was a criminal, he wasn’t interested in killing.

Hunting wasn’t just about direct combat. 

Using a sword wasn’t the only way to hunt.

“Wait for it, Yeto. I’ll make sure you get eliminated soon.”

Thinking about destroying a rising star made him feel full, despite skipping lunch.


***

“Prison, huh?”

I looked at the place where the criminal bastards had arrived.

These idiots, why did they come here instead of going to the altar?

I glared at the guides.

Covered in dirt and mud, the team members flinched.

“We’re sorry! From a distance, the building looked huge, so we thought it was the altar…!”

“We’ll guide you to the right place immediately!”

“Just speak comfortably. We’re friends now, remember?”

They looked like they had seen a hybrid of a cockroach and a silverfish.

The association’s cameras are watching from above.

“If you mess around now, you’re dead.”

Nod, nod!

They nodded vigorously at my whispered threat.

I’m so happy that we’re all on the same page.

“Damn it, what should I do about this?”

I clicked my tongue, looking at the kobolds’ prison.

The boss monster, the kobold shaman, wasn’t here but at the altar.

Do I have to keep moving? 

It’s getting annoying.

“Since we’re here, let’s take a look inside. Maybe there are other captured candidates.”

“What? Are you going to rescue them?”

“We don’t know how many monsters are inside, so we can’t. If it were a dangerous gate, we’d rescue them, but captured people are safer inside.”

I chanted a spell and summoned little ghosts.

I handed them pens.

“I’ll send a few to scout and communicate through written messages. If there’s someone who came from the altar, we can pinpoint the boss’s location.”

“Brilliant idea!”

“Good luck! We’re rooting for you!”

I looked at them with a blank face.

“You need to work too. Keep watch, okay?”

“… Ah! Sorry!”

“We’ll fix it!”

“Lower your voice. The kobolds will hear.”

I had been joking around so much that they had become overly communicative.

Swish.

The ghosts started scouting.

The pens were small and thin, so they wouldn’t be noticed.

“Hmm?”

Then, behind a tree, I saw a hunter.

A candidate I had met a few times.

“Was it number 36? I don’t see his teammates.”

What was his name again? 

Heo Jitae?

Tap, tap.

He jumped in surprise when ghosts touched his shoulders.

“What, what? Who’s there?”

He scribbled letters on a nearby tree with a pen.

“Damn, it’s not writing well because it’s cheap.”

[I am candidate Jeong Dojin.]

[I had sent ghosts for reconnaissance.]

[I came here wondering what you were doing.]

“Oh..! It’s you, Yeto.”

He relaxed a bit but soon tensed up again.

He’s acting like a hunter, but why so serious?

“…My team members were captured by kobolds.”

Ah, that’s a serious problem.

I kept writing with my pen.

[That’s unfortunate news.]

[Sorry, but wouldn’t it be better to retreat?]

[ Getting hurt would defeat the purpose.] 

Just as I was about to say more, he interrupted.

“…It seems difficult to write on the tree. Why don’t you use my notebook?”

Such consideration? 

Shows his character.

I gladly accepted his offer.

[Association members are monitoring the gate.]

[If something happens, the judges on standby will come.]

[It’s not usually a dangerous gate anyway.]

“No, it’s not quite like that.”

He shook his head and spoke.

“My team members were taken down by just one kobold. I barely escaped and chased it here.”

Listening to Heo Jitae, I was momentarily stunned.

‘Three candidates taken down by one kobold?’

Hunters who passed the physical exam, three against one?

The answer popped up like coffee from a vending machine.

[Is it a mutant monster?]

“Yes. It seemed like an elite monster.”

Unbelievable. I rubbed my mouth.

‘There shouldn’t be elite monsters at the Pengu Altair.’

Elite monsters.

Also called mutants, they’re special monsters.

Sometimes as strong as bosses.’

Did the detector miss an elite monster? 

Unlikely but not impossible.

‘Especially if it was born yesterday or today.’

The detector doesn’t operate 24/7.

The appearance of a boss-level variable is possible.

‘But I’ve never heard of elite monsters appearing at the Pengu Altair.’

At least, I hadn’t.

If there were such dangers, it wouldn’t make sense for the association to conduct such laissez-faire tests.

……But it’s not 100% impossible.

Gates are still an unknown world to humanity.

Unpredictable events are not surprising.

If a mutant appeared today for the first time? 

If I ignored it and candidates got hurt or killed?

I couldn’t completely dismiss that possibility.

‘Even if I pretended not to care, it’s useless.’

Everyone got their phones back for emergency contact.

Once the anaesthesia wears off, the candidates will call for help.

In the end, with a heavy heart, I suggested,

[ Let’s retreat.]

[We need to inform the judges.]

One thing was certain.

‘This promotion test is done for.’

There was no way we could continue the test in this situation.

After struggling till dusk, the promotion test was ruined.

What a shitty life.

The only one opposing the retreat was Heo Jitae.

“Wait a minute! The elite monster might touch the others!”

He said, trying to take on a watch role, but he agreed immediately when I said,

[I’ll leave the ghosts behind.]

“…Hmm. That would be better than me staying.”

Perhaps he saw my broadcast; he retreated quietly.

I can summon undead even from a distance.

We joined up and exited the gate.

“Three from team A and one from team B? Abandoning the test?”

“No. There’s a mutant.”

“…What?”

The judge looked at me as if I was talking nonsense.

I just left the explanation to the clueless team members.

“Uh, an elite monster? A kobold?”

“Yes. It was stronger than the boss monster I saw in the Pengu Alatair’s strategy video.”

“Se, senior! What do we do?”

“Hmm. It’s hard to believe, but…”

The judge who was speaking looked at me.

It was the meticulous association member I saw during the physical exam.

“Yetto… no, even candidate Jeong Dojin retreated. It must be serious.”

Why are they treating me like a beacon of reliability?

Me retreating = a major event, huh.

Do they think I’m someone who doesn’t value life?

‘I also get cautious when lives are at stake.’

Not just my life, but others’ too.

Acting stubborn in such times would be childish.

‘Huh… still annoying though.’

Why spoil my important test?

Thinking about taking the test again made me grind my teeth.

‘Whose fault is it? Let’s see their face.’

I controlled the ghost I left instead of Heo Jitae.

The ghosts hidden in the bushes filmed the prison.

But when I saw the mutant kobold, I realized.

‘This guy, really?’

It became clear with a firm conviction.

‘This guy’s human, isn’t he?’

That elite kobold was definitely not a monster.

-Glancing around.

Carefully checking the empty sky.

That behavior was just like mine earlier.

Just like when I checked for the judges’ ghost cameras to manipulate the clueless guys.

‘For sure. This guy can see ghosts.’

That’s why he’s wary of the sky.

It’s far from typical monster behaviour.

My gaze turned cold with certainty.

I deliberately sent a small ghost in front of him.

“…Woof! Woof woof!”

Then suddenly, he transformed into a native kobold.

It was natural acting, but that’s why it was even stranger.

The atmosphere changed drastically from before.

Like a skilled actor playing a dog.

Can a monster from the past show such vivid actions?


Ridiculous.

I glanced at Hwang Jaejoon and Yang Beomseok who followed me.

They quickly bowed their heads when our eyes met.

‘No doubt. It’s this guy.’

This kobold was surely the ringleader who incited them.



 
  
    Chapter 42: Promotion Test – 7


The one who screwed me over and made me fail the test.

I frowned as I found the source of all evil.

‘But how can this guy see ghosts?’

Didn’t he beat up several test takers all by himself with a club? 

Then there’s no way that guy is a necromancer.

I searched the internet on my smartphone. 

Long live Google. 

The smart era is truly the best.

‘This must be it. Polymorph Potion and Inspiration Glasses.’

An expensive magic potion that changes one’s appearance for a certain period. 

A rare gate drop item that lets you see ghosts.

With this combination, such feats would be possible. 

Even if that guy is just an F-rank hunter.

‘There’s no way he’s actually a high-ranking hunter hiding his true power.’

This test is being observed by representatives from A-rank guilds. 

Hiding his abilities from them? 

That’s absurd.

A professional artist’s skill shows even if they draw casually.

‘Even if he can hide the fact that he’s human with Polymorph, he can’t hide his skill.’

Well, unless he’s an S-rank, maybe. 

He could be pretending to be someone hiding immense power.

In that case, it would be clear that I wouldn’t stand a chance if I tried to confront him.

‘But in that case, I might as well die once and be done with it.’

After all, it’s just my summoned creatures that die, so who cares, hehe. 

I rubbed my mouth as I hid the ghosts.

‘The reason he’s hanging around near the prison is obvious.’

When the rescue team arrives after the test, he plans to sneak into the prison and undo the Polymorph.

That guy wouldn’t want to be attacked by the rescue team, right?

If he doesn’t want to die, he’ll have to undo the transformation midway.

‘He’ll pretend to be a test taker trapped in the prison and then escape.’

That way, he’ll have an alibi.

He’ll escape with the help of the rescue team, and once he disposes of the physical evidence, the perfect crime will be complete.

The suspicion of him lingering around the gate after the announcement to escape will disappear, and he’ll disguise himself as an innocent, unsuccessful test taker.

‘OK. I’ve got the situation figured out.’

Having grasped the situation, I stood up.

Uncontrollable variables are indeed frightening.

But if the person is full of malice, they’re easier to deal with.

‘A third-rate villain is easier to handle than a monster.’

Third-rate villains have three weaknesses.

One.

 Someone with an even more trashy personality than them.

Two. 

Apex predators like the government and giant corporations. 

Three. 

A noble, good, and righteous person.

Of course, I belong to the third category here.

A voodoo shaman who spreads love, justice, and hope.

In other words, there’s no reason to be afraid of a third-rate villain! 

I approached the examiners and spoke up.

“Excuse me, sir?”

“Yes, I was just about to contact headquarters.”

The strict-looking examiner spoke in a detailed manner.

Test takers were steadily emerging from the gate.

They were the ones who had escaped after hearing the emergency announcement from the drone with speakers.

“The test is cancelled. We’ll be going in to rescue the test takers who couldn’t escape on their own, so we ask that you please wait here for a moment.”

“No, that’s not acceptable.”

I firmly denied his words.

The way his sunken eyes widened was quite impressive.

“The test must continue. Even if you prepare for a retest immediately, it will take at least a few weeks. I can’t wait that long.”

“…Are you saying you want to retake the test as it is?”

“I’d appreciate it if you could say ‘continue’ rather than ‘retake.’ I never said I wanted to give up.”

Was my statement that shocking?

Even the other test takers were looking at me with their mouths agape.

The examiner, who had been silent, spoke up.

“Even so, we still need to conduct the rescue operation.”

“Let’s go together. I’ll take care of the monsters, so please focus only on rescuing people.”

“In that case, there shouldn’t be any problem with the rules. But the strength of the elite monster is still unclear, isn’t it?”

“Let’s use the measuring device. It’s a necessary procedure for safety to re-measure the difficulty of the entire gate, including mutant monsters.”

After all, there’s no doubt that guy is human.

If he’s human, he’s not a monster bound to the gate.

His mana won’t affect the difficulty level.

“And most importantly.”

I looked the examiner straight in the eye.

I wanted to add persuasive power to each of my words.

“I’m a hunter, and hunters are those who fight monsters and protect people.”

“…Phew. To think you would invoke the basic ideology of a hunter.”

For a rigid person, straightforward logic is the best approach.

The examiner nodded firmly.

“Alright. Let’s continue the promotion test.”


He spoke to the test takers who were gathered around.

“Is there anyone among you who would like to join candidate 77? I promise you higher evaluation scores than the original test within my authority.”

It was a question asking if any brave hunters would step forward.

The promise of higher scores wasn’t a lie.

Maintaining composure and skill in an emergency situation?

Of course, it was only natural to be highly evaluated for that.

Watching them, I joined my hands together in my mind.

‘Sorry. I only have circumstantial evidence, so it’s hard to reveal the truth.’

What if I’m wrong, and they end up getting hurt?

As a kind person, I’d be tormented by guilt for the rest of my life.

If my judgment now is wrong, I can’t take responsibility for their injuries.

‘I feel a little sorry, but this isn’t my fault, is it?’

If you want to blame someone, blame that kobold.

I’ll beat him up soon and turn him into a proper person.

Once the Polymorph wears off, that bastard will turn back into a person.

It’s what you’d call physical education.

“Please stand up if you’re volunteering.”

The examiner looked around at the test takers.

In this era, where gate raids have turned into entertainment.

It was only natural to expect people with a sense of duty as hunters.

But no one stepped forward.

Everyone was just glancing around hesitantly.

“…I see.”

The examiner looked disappointed, but well.

I thought their reaction was more normal.

‘Gate raids are different from games.’

There’s always another test, but you only have one life.

In a game, you can retry as many times as you want.

All games are made with the premise that they’ll be beaten.

In a level 10 dungeon, there are only level 10 monsters.

There shouldn’t be any gimmicks that a gamer can’t clear.

‘The monsters in games are created to be defeated by the gamers.’

That was, in fact, the essence and duty of game monsters.

Therefore, balancing the difficulty is an essential skill for developers.

Whether the monsters are too strong or too weak, the game becomes trash.

“But gates are a different story.”

The monsters that lived and breathed in dungeons, even if remnants of the past, were undoubtedly creatures that harmed people.

“No point in cursing and calling it a disaster game with broken balance when you’re about to die.”

Monsters are demons that kill and devour people.

They are not creatures born to be killed.

I looked around at the people.

“Is no one going with me?”

There was no answer. 

No one made eye contact.

“I’ll go.”

No, there was one person.

As my eyes widened in surprise, that hunter stood up.

“I’m Heo Jitae. You remember, right?”

“…Well, yeah, I just saw you earlier.”

“Please take me with you. I won’t be a burden.”

He tapped his chest with a bitter smile.

“My team members are still inside, aren’t they? I don’t think I can ever tell my father-in-law again that I make a living as a hunter. Or my girlfriend.”

“How about reconsidering? You shouldn’t risk your life because of pride.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll be fine.”

“No, no, let’s think it over one more time. Please?”

“…What?”

Thump! 

I quickly put my arm around Heo Jitae’s shoulder.

“It’s okay if you don’t go. No one will die because you’re not there, and you’ve already done your duty by reporting the mutation, haven’t you? Just rest here. Okay?”

“What? But…”

“Even if I fail, there are judges here. It’s totally fine if you don’t help at all. OK? Okay, deal! Thank you, thanks!”

“What? Uh, okay?”

Clap!

I high-fived Heo Jitae and turned around.

“You heard that, right? It looks like I’m the only volunteer.”

“………Candidate number 36?”

Are you serious?

That was the expression on his face as he asked.

Heo Jitae hesitated but eventually nodded.

“Yes, well. I’ve already given up on promotion a long time ago.”

“…Very well. We will allow candidate number 77, Jeong Dojin, to continue the exam.”

“Senior! What if an accident happens?!”

Another judge exclaimed in dismay.

The strict-looking judge shook his head.

“Enough. There’s nothing to worry about. I’ll take responsibility.”

“Senior…”

“…No, really, it’s fine. Honestly, I doubt there’s anything to be responsible for.”

“…What?”

The judge spoke to the junior judge beside him.

“We will focus only on saving lives. In fact, leaving it to the Hunter Yeto is likely to result in fewer casualties than if we went ourselves.”

“Why, why is that?”

The strict judge looked at me, as if he could see the little ghosts around me.

“Because there’s no hunter as distant from death as that person.”

It was an answer that even carried a sense of trust.

I smiled at the judges.

It now seemed that this person was the necromancer who had sent ghosts into the gate.

I walked past the inexperienced judge and towards the gate.

Looking at the gaping hole in the space, I half-closed my eyes.

When you gain something, you also lose something.

Time is finite for everyone.

“Just like how I had to delay my stream because of the promotion exam.”

I had given up a few days of streaming for today.

It was like an unintended vacation during a period of growth.

“In fact, that’s why I was more obsessed with passing.”

The opportunity cost of an unwanted break.

Considering that, it was natural that my motivation was low.

And to be honest, I couldn’t shake the feeling that taking this exam was a waste of time.

“For an exam, it was way too easy for me.”

Setting a new record in the physical test was one example.

“Setting a new record means I’m already above the average E-rank.”

When other A-rank and S-rank hunters were as strong as me, they had already taken the exam and become E-rank.

“In other words, my promotion was delayed relative to my skills.”

So, I couldn’t just be happy.

It was like a gold-ranked player competing in a silver promotion match.

“I was annoyed, and the other candidates must have had a lousy day being compared to me.”

An exam that I wouldn’t have needed to attend if not for the Association’s rules!

So naturally, it felt like a waste of time.

“But then… What the heck is this?”

All the candidates left the gate?

Once the rescue was complete, there wouldn’t be anyone left inside.

A gate devoid of people, with only kobolds and ‘fake kobolds’ remaining.

In other words, it was my solo stage.

Ding!

I pulled out my smartphone and accessed the live-streaming platform.


The auto-login screen displayed my channel.

“Judge, did you know?”

I turned to the inexperienced junior judge.

“These days, you can stream with just your phone.”

It was time to return to being the streamer, Yeto.



 
  
    Chapter 43: Kobold of the Day – 1


“The examinees have all retreated, haven’t they? The test must be over as well.”

After driving away the kobolds around the prison, Bok Beomho prowled around the prison with a grin.

“That Yeto guy will probably be stuck with E-rank gates for at least a month.”

A mutant monster had appeared during the test. 

Time would be needed before the next test could be held.

At the very least, a month.

Yeto would be tied down for that amount of time.

The client would probably push Yeto even harder during that month.

“What should I spend the payment on?”

Bok Beomho chuckled to himself as he imagined a rosy future.

But that future plan was a blatant miscalculation. 

He should have been thinking about the immediate crisis instead.

Thud, thud, thud, thud!

The faint sound of footsteps reached him from a distance!

The heavy thudding made Bok Beomho gasp in shock.

“A large monster? What is this… No, wait.”

Wasn’t there a ghost scattered in the gate by the Association? 

In other words, one of the examiners was a necromancer.

“The footsteps of the undead raised by the necromancer!”

The Association members had come to rescue the examinees.

“Damn it! I let my guard down!”

Snapping out of his shock, Bok Beomho slapped his own cheek.

He had let his guard down because he couldn’t see the ghosts.

It was a disgraceful mistake that made even self-reproach feel humiliating.

But Bok Beomho had his own complaints too.

“Crazy fools! Why didn’t they scout?! Did they really think the monsters might notice their reconnaissance?!”

To come without sending scouts when there were ghosts around?

What kind of normal necromancer would do that?

“I was planning to watch the ghosts come to scout the situation, gauge the timing, and retreat accordingly!”

Bok Beomho didn’t know.

Even if he could see the ghosts, he couldn’t spot all the ones hidden in the bushes or trees.

Jeong Dojin, who had caught onto his plan, was scouting inside the gate instead of the examiners.

“Oh. You noticed quickly. Quite sharp ears you’ve got there.”

Jeong Dojin muttered leisurely from outside the gate.

“But it’s already too late.”

The Association’s examiners were already close. 

Five minutes would be enough to sneak the examinees out.

The examiners were lifesavers selected by the Association!

They were skilled enough to manage that.

“Damn it…! No, it’s okay! There’s still a way!”

Bok Beomho decided to escape before the Association members arrived.

Not out of the gate, but into the prison.

“If I mix in with the captured ones, that’ll be enough!”

Paradoxically, the prison was safer for him. 

Even in this situation, Bok Beomho kept his cool.

“I can’t lift the polymorph spell prematurely!”

He had to release the transformation spell inside the prison.

As discreetly as possible, without getting caught.

“If there’s a testimony that a kobold hurriedly hid in the prison, it’s over!”

The anesthetized examinees might wake up soon.

What if only Bok Beomho came out of the solitary cell where the kobold had hidden?

The suddenly vanished mutant kobold and Bok Beomho.

Could the Hunter Association fail to connect those two dots?

Impossible. 

They would definitely figure it out.

“I haven’t even hidden the polymorph potion bottle yet!”

A clumsy excuse wouldn’t work at all. 

The Association might be incompetent, but they weren’t stupid.

“Quickly, quickly!”

Bok Beomho sprinted to the prison with his enhanced strength.

Luckily, there was no sign of anyone in sight.

No Association members, no hunters who had escaped from the prison.

There was just one ghost.

A cute ghost with a tablecloth draped over it.

“Ke-gaeng?!”

A startled voice burst out as a scream.

The cry that came out of the kobold’s throat was quite pitiful.

But there was nothing Bok Beomho could do about it.

“Y- Yeto’s summon!”

That ghost wasn’t supposed to be here.

It wasn’t supposed to be hiding at the prison entrance, waiting for him as if it knew he would come.

“How did it get here? Did it know I’d come here to escape?!”

Caught perfectly in the trap, Bok Beomho stopped in his tracks.

At that moment, when his gaze was fixed on the little ghost.

Flutter-.

A woman landed gracefully in front of the stunned Bok Beomho.

With red eyes descending elegantly from the sky.

Bok Beomho met those glowing eyes.

[You’ve been hit by “Noble Enchantment.”]


[You’ve been charmed!]

[You cannot release the polymorph spell.]

His mind, now blank, couldn’t resist the mental attack.

Bok Beomho’s body froze as if turned to stone.

Like a commoner frozen in front of royalty.

It’s best to finish broadcast preparations 10 minutes in advance.

Jeong Dojin, having finished his work, lightly loosened his wrist.

“Too easy. If only trading stocks were this convenient, life would be great.”

With a chuckle, he sat down leisurely and waited.

Waited for the Association members to evacuate the examinees.

Waited for the late-night hour when he could take the test alone.

And so, when the full moon rose high above the prison.

“Good evening. This is your idol, Yeto.”

The director from another world opened the broadcast with a wide smile, having set up a straight course leading to the finish line.

[The broadcast is live!]

[Unity’s top maniac is streaming???]

When I unlocked the broadcast standby, greetings poured in from viewers who had been chatting amongst themselves.

[What’s this? Yeto’s already started the next broadcast?]

[? But what’s this? Not his usual room today?]

These guys are quick to sense something off.

Well, today’s broadcast is a bit different from usual.

I nodded at the camera mounted on my phone.

“That’s right. As I announced, today’s broadcast has a special theme.”

A picture is worth a thousand words—it’s a saying for cameramen.

I lightly panned the camera around to show the view of the gate.

“Today’s gate is Pengu’s Altar. It’s quite famous, isn’t it?”

[No need to explain this time.]

[Wow, you went to a pretty ordinary place this time.]

[Pengu’s Altar is a major gate.]

[I heard the rights to raid the gate are incredibly expensive.]

[Thanks to that, there’s no need to explain the gate.]

[Good thing, too. There’s a lot to talk about today.]

[But whether it’s ordinary or not, we’ll see soon enough. ᄏᄏ]

[Just because the gate is ordinary doesn’t mean the broadcast will be.]

[No way a channel named Yeto would have a normal broadcast lol lol lol]

[How can someone be named Yeto ᄏᄏᄏᄏ]

Naturally, viewers were sending in their eager messages.

I mean, these people know me too well.

[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[What? Yeto, are you taking a promotion test by any chance?]

“Wow. Long time no see, Baek Gwi DO Jang. That’s correct.”

Our B-rank hunter has graced us with his presence again.

I was a little surprised, but I answered quickly.

“As you guessed, I’m here to get promoted to E-rank today. Just to be clear, this is a live broadcast, and, as usual, my summons will be doing the raiding.”

[What are you talking about? What about the other examinees?]

[You might not be going in, but the other hunters will be in there.]

“Hmm. This explanation might get a bit long. Mr. Heo Jitae?”

“Yes, sir!”

“If I explain, you guys will just think I’m bluffing, so I’ll let Mr. Heo do the explaining for me.”

“Yes, sir! Leave it to me!”

Just as we discussed beforehand, Heo Jitae responded energetically.

For someone introverted like me, this kind of thing isn’t my style.

“Ah, hello! I’m Heo Jitae, the F-rank hunter who took the test today alongside Yeto.”

His face was visibly tense, clearly showing his nerves.

It seems he was overwhelmed by the massive number of viewers.

‘Yeah, I know that feeling well.’

I chuckled to myself and observed the people outside the gate.

“The examinees have all escaped. It’s going to be a race against time.”

That polymorph bastard is still inside. 

The judges will soon realize that too. 

The list of escaped examinees will be missing one name.

“I need to finish the broadcast before the association members realize it.”

The elite monster was actually a person in disguise! 

Once that truth is revealed, the live broadcast will be ruined.

“Of course, even if that happens, I won’t be held responsible.”

Technically, I’m the victim here. 

My exam was ruined because of that bastard.

I didn’t intentionally break the law, so there’s a good chance I’ll be granted leniency.

But… then I can’t get my revenge, right?

And the broadcast would be over too.

I smirked and hastened my actions.

[Camel Dance donated 1,000 won.]

[So, the elite monster showed up, and the examinees gave up on the exam? Except for Yeto?]

“Yes. All the examinees who were captured as sacrifices have been rescued, so there’s no one left inside the gate.”

[Dragon Head donated 3,000 won.]

[So, you’ve met the conditions to start the live broadcast?]

“Yes. Right now, the only person eligible to take the exam is Yeto. So, as long as you broadcast as usual, there shouldn’t be any problems, according to the association members.”

Heo Jitae, who was burdened with the explanation, nodded.

Even though he was nervous, he seemed to have managed to finish explaining.

“Thank you for the kind explanation, Mr. Heo Jitae.”

“Oh, no, it was nothing. Hehe.”

“Viewers, you’ve all understood the situation, right? Because of me, the examinees are waiting for the exam to officially end before they can go home. This is truly a tragedy.”

Now, let’s get to the point. 

You didn’t come here just to hear some useless information, right? 

Let’s go big, shall we?

“E-rank gate, ‘Pengu’s Altar.’ Starting the attack from this moment.”

Whoosh—!

I switched the main screen to the inside of the gate, focusing on it. 

The sun was setting, revealing the forest in all its glory. 

But that’s not what 70% of the viewers wanted to see.

[So, what happened to our princess?!]

[Did you summon her as a familiar or not?! Tell us already!!!]

[BathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathoryBathory]

[Summon Bathory!!! Summon Bathory!!!]

Yeto the necromancer, free the princess…!!! Why are these lunatics spamming like crazy? I should just ban them.

I shook my head and looked into my smartphone camera.

“Alright, let’s go all out from the start.”

I clasped my hands together and squeezed out my mana. 

It was unfortunate that I was without any equipment, but I didn’t mind.

“Call Vampire Princess Bathory!”

A true beauty is beautiful even without adornments.

[At last!!!]

[The Bathory Army!!! Assemble!!!]

[The Ancestor’s Spirit used Intermediate Summon!]

A crimson light flickered in the dungeon captured by the camera. 

Mana shaped like bats gathered to form a human figure.

[You have summoned Vampire Princess Bathory.]

“Please, give me your command, my liege.”

Whoosh~!

Under the night sky, the silver-haired princess spread her wings. 

Her flowing hair cascaded down her bat-like wings. 

Her face, as pale as white jade and noble in every aspect, caused the chat to explode with excitement!

The chat flooded so rapidly it was hard to even read.

[Camel Dance donated 10,000 won.]

[Mr. Bathory’s Husband donated 100,000 won.]

[Human Imprisonment Tower donated 50,000 won.]

[Hundred Ghosts Dojang donated 10,000 won.]

Only the rising donation messages reflected the viewers’ excitement. 

Some fans had already headed to the community boards, and the viewer count kept rising steadily.

“With this, I’ll gain tens of thousands more subscribers.”

It was an overwhelmingly satisfying growth.

I sat down on the chair given by the association members.

“Kyaaaooo~!!”

But as if enraged by this, the kobold sitting in front of the prison let out a howl. 

The forest trembled from the reverberating roar.

“Grrrrrr…!”

Its bloodshot eyes and sharp, protruding teeth gave it a distinctly savage appearance. 

Thanks to that, the viewers immediately identified what it was.

[It’s an elite monster!]

[Is that the mutant that messed up the exam?]

The chat, which had been chaotic, began to return to a more normal pace. 

But despite its menacing appearance, the viewers only laughed.

[How strong could an elite monster from an E-rank gate be?]

[It’s basically on the level of a boss monster. Maybe even stronger.]

[So, it could be a decent plaything for the princess.]

A broadcast where no one dies or gets hurt.

A broadcast you can laugh at, even in a life-or-death crisis.

That’s the motto of my channel.

“Woof woof!!”

The kobold lost its temper and slammed its club against the wall.

Boom!!

The prison walls shook as if a car had crashed into them. 

I stroked my chin and then clapped my hands.

“The normal attacks have decent power? It might be D-rank.”

[Hundred Ghosts Dojang donated 1,000 won.]

[If you look at its stats, it’s probably stronger than a kobold shaman.]

“That’s right. But you also know, don’t you, Mr. Baek?”

While speaking, I issued a command in my mind. 

The Vampire Princess smiled faintly and gestured with her hand.

“Resistance to status effects isn’t related to strength stats.”

Her innocent-looking face glimmered, with only her eyes sparkling. 

They turned blood-red, as if seducing a living being with a pulsing heart.

“Won’t you whisper your love to me?”

[The skill ‘Noble Enchantment’ is activated!]

[The target has fallen into a charm status.]

[Bathory has successfully controlled the target for 5 minutes!]

[Abilities sealed: Combat forbidden, skills forbidden, speech forbidden.]

“Woof! Woof!”

The kobold, boasting stats at the level of a D-rank monster, suddenly had its ferocious eyes turn as harmless as a thousand puppy tails.

-Thud!

The elite monster trembled and even dropped its club. 

But it wasn’t just because of Barothy’s skill.

“For 5 minutes, the target’s actions are under control!”

“Woof! Woof!”

With its tail tucked, the fake kobold whimpered, begging for its life. 

That was the true nature of this fake kobold bastard.

“Scared, huh? You polymorph bastard.”

I chuckled and clapped my hands. 

What? 

The part where it snarled and threatened aggressively?

That was because I ordered it to act that way.

[Lololololol]

[From elite monster to pet dog with one charm spell lol]

[The princess’s expert pet training skills lololol]

“Woof!! Woof woof!!”

The fake kobold whimpered pitifully. 

Hmm, for some reason, it sounded like it was begging for forgiveness.

“Well, that’s understandable. It must be terrifying, right?”

All its abilities, including combat skills and speech, were sealed. 

If it was me, I’d probably feel the futility of life and cry too.

So, I decided to show some mercy.

“Don’t worry. I won’t kill you.”


I’ll just beat you within an inch of your life, though.

After all, you tried to mess up my exam, didn’t you?

So you should have been prepared to get beaten to a pulp.

Today’s your unlucky day, kobold bastard. 

Kekekeke!



 
  
    Chapter 44: Cobalt of the Day – 2


Jegal Seunghwan was the third squad leader of the Illyun Guild.

He was well-known as a tanker who ran a domestic military supply company, but he took more pride in his social skills than his business acumen or his endurance as a tanker.

Who in the 21st century stands above all others? 

In this modern society, even the president has to be mindful of others’ opinions.

Though he was one of the raid leaders of an S-rank guild, he believed that social skills were the true shortcut to success.

As such, Jegal Seunghwan was now suffocating.

‘…This is bad. Why is the lady in such a bad mood?’

The woman he was most careful around looked more displeased than she had in the entire decade he’d known her.

“…Would you like to move to a private room now?”

Perhaps she was irritated by the noise around them?

He hesitated as he asked, and the woman slightly turned her head.

“Move? Why?”

“I was concerned that the noise in the room might be disturbing your viewing experience.”

Despite his inner turmoil, Jegal Seunghwan maintained his composure.

Flattering while keeping his dignity—this was one of his prized social strategies.

However, his superior shook her head.

“It’s fine. Our guild members are doing an excellent job with the test, so as the future guild master, I am deeply impressed. It’s worth coming to observe.”

Then why are you in such a bad mood?

How wonderful it would be if he could just ask that outright. 

Jegal Seunghwan inwardly screamed words he couldn’t dare to say aloud.

The cold-blooded beauty with her legs crossed.

Illyun’s S-rank hunter, Ian.

‘I’m dying here. I’d rather tank a boss on my own.’

Jegal Seunghwan felt dizzy from the suffocating atmosphere.

They were currently in the audiovisual room of the promotion test venue.

A place where scouts lit up as they watched the screens, discussing and analyzing the talents of the test candidates.

Yet, even among all the observers from various guilds, Ian’s presence was exceptionally commanding.

‘That commanding presence is just oozing annoyance right now!’

Though she wore her usual expressionless face, even those who didn’t know Ian well were overwhelmed by her silent charisma, leaving the seats around her empty.

Of course, Ian’s social skills were outstanding.

Even Jegal Seunghwan admired her impeccable manners.

But the success story of a woman who became S-rank in her 20s wasn’t built on polished, dignified flattery like his.

Charisma doesn’t come from compromise.

It emanates from an extraordinary presence.

Even just sitting quietly, she exuded a palpable aura.

In this respect, Ian had a decisive difference from the typical top-tier hunters.

‘Guildmaster, please save me! I’m suffocating here!’

Even Jegal  Seunghwan, who never lost his smile while facing a boss monster, found himself silently screaming inside.

Perhaps that’s why he never noticed.

‘…I thought I’d be able to meet Sister Sowon if I came to the audiovisual room.’

The reason Ian had been feeling down for a while now.

Eyan, sitting with her legs crossed in the audiovisual room, fidgeted like a girl who had missed a fan meeting.

‘Sister got a private room. Missed her again.’

In hindsight, it was an obvious outcome. 

Ian covered her mouth, lost in regret.

Of course, she wasn’t particularly upset about anything else.

She was indeed disappointed that she couldn’t meet Jung Sowon.

She felt like hugging a doll and crying her heart out.

‘Control your expression, control your expression.’

That’s why she was trying even harder to keep her face in check.

To avoid tarnishing the name of the Illyun Guild.

The problem was, her intentionally neutral expression made her look like a mafia boss contemplating whom to bury next.

It was a massive misunderstanding that neither she nor anyone around her realized.

‘Why is there an S-rank hunter at a C-rank promotion test?!’

‘I can’t even complain since she hasn’t done anything wrong!’

‘Eek! We made eye contact! Am I being targeted? Should I retire?’

While the other observers were in tears, Jegal Seunghwan also prayed as he watched the screen.

‘Please, I’m begging you, guys! You’re my only hope now!’

On the large screen showing the C-rank promotion test venue.

The hunters gathered in front of the boss room at the gate.

They were the promising members of the third raid team under his command.

The guild members challenging the C-rank promotion test today.

Perhaps Jegal Seunghwan’s prayers had reached them.

In front of the boss room at the gate displayed on the screen.

The team leader of the Illyun Guild began a brief speech.

[I trust you all understand the importance of today’s stage.]

[Yes, sir!]

]Good response. Let’s finish this quickly—both the speech and the upcoming boss fight.]

The team leader didn’t drag out his speech with unnecessary rhetoric.

Jung Sowon, ranked first in A-rank.

Ian, her S-rank superior.

They were some of Korea’s top hunters, even by global standards.

This promotion test was a challenge being watched over by such individuals.

None of the team members were unaware of the importance.

[Let’s go! Let’s claim an overwhelming victory!]

[Wooooaaaahhh!!]

With fierce determination, they charged toward the boss.

The master of the purple swamp greeted them harshly.

“Syurrrrrrrrrrraaaa!!!”


A monster with a shield and sword flicked its tongue.

A High Lizardman Warrior.

A monster with high HP and excellent swordsmanship.

It was one of the toughest boss monsters among the C-rank monsters!

As such, the raid team’s battle was truly fierce.

[Target the sword, not the shield! Interrupt the second phase!]

[Healers! Heal the tank in 3 seconds!]

[CC skill cooldown ended! Main DPS, prepare to attack!]

Even if they were C-rank examinees, they were talents of the Illyun Guild.

They were hunters who would lead the next generation of the S-rank guild.

So, did they have no need to display their strength?

No. 

Absolutely not.

In a fair competition society, there’s no such thing as an absolute number one.

Even Illyun had many equal rivals.

But that didn’t mean they were willing to give up first place with a nonchalant expression.

Thus, this battle was a triumph dedicated to the hunter world.

‘The Illyun Guild is truly the best guild in Korea!’

‘We will showcase Illyun’s strength with our own hands!’

Who cares about the live broadcast ban or the revival restrictions?

No matter how times change, Illyun’s status will remain unshaken.

With their relentless assault, the battle ended quickly.

“Hah!”

“Kkuaaaaaaa!”

Thud!

With a single strike from the main DPS, the boss kneeled.

The boss collapsed and didn’t move an inch.

The time it took was about 9 minutes!

The boss fight was 9 minutes, and the mob fight was around 40 minutes.

So the total time spent on the raid was less than an hour.

It was an outstanding victory.

[…We did it! We really did it!]

[We won! We took down the boss in less than 10 minutes!]

[This has to be a new record!]

There was no doubt that they were the main stars of this promotion exam.

Even the most composed team member couldn’t hide their joy.

But perhaps it was because of that.

A few minutes later, when the team members emerged from the gate, they had to frown.

“Wow, how could anyone come up with something like this….”

“No matter the idea, carrying it out is the real madness.”

“A genius, sure, but also definitely a lunatic.”

The judges, who should have been greeting them with applause, were distracted by something else.

“Judges?”

The team leader’s voice was tinged with displeasure.

One of the judges snapped out of it.

“Oh, ah! Yes! Congratulations on your success, Illyun!”

“Congratulations! As expected from the Illyun Guild!”

Clap clap clap clap~!

The belated applause from the judges.

Of course, it was obvious they were just going through the motions.

The frustrated team leader strode toward them.

“There’s no way the judges, who are here to evaluate us, would be distracted during work, so something major must have happened, right?”

His sarcastic words were full of sharp barbs, implying that he wouldn’t forgive them if some trivial matter had overshadowed their amazing victory.

“Well, uh, that is…”

“Would you mind stepping aside? I’m curious too.”

He glared at the judge and pulled the chair over.

Soon, the team leader checked the screen and saw it.

“…What?”

He saw what had captivated people’s attention more than their battle.

Whoosh! 

Flames filled the monitor.

It was a gate known as the Pengu’s Altair.

It was a hellish scene covered in crimson flames.

And it was…

A live broadcast by some crazy voodoo shaman.

[I heard somewhere that wild dogs are afraid of fire?]

A man in the corner of the screen poked his palm with his index finger.

[Such an obvious weakness. I guess we have to exploit it, right?]

“What is this… What the…?”

The team leader, forgetting his anger, gaped in astonishment.

If there was one fortunate thing for him, who had shown such a pitiful reaction, it was that there were countless other viewers in the same boat.

“Hello? Sponsor? Yes? What broadcast?”

“Hurry up and turn on the screen! If the C-rank exam is over, put the E-rank exam on the big screen!”

“Do you think he’d accept our scout offer? Who cares! Are you going to miss this golden entertainment moment?!”

Some were in the viewing room of the promotion exam venue.

“…Chief Seunghwan, could you secure a private room?”

“Yes. I’ll do it right away, miss.”

Some were leaving that noisy viewing room.

“S, Seungah! Seungah unnie! Can’t you connect this to my phone?! Can’t we watch this broadcast on this screen?!”

“I, I’m not good with IT devices!”

Others were in a private room, clutching a projector.

As the flames filled the screen, people witnessed this modern hellfire in their own ways.

[Wow. What on earth is happening?]

[I don’t get it. Something… something is happening.]

[What do you mean what? It’s exactly what it looks like.]


The latecomers who joined the broadcast asked questions.

Those who had tasted this madness 10 minutes earlier answered.

[This lunatic Yeto set the forest on fire.]

[Breaking news: A barbecue party has opened at Pengu’s Altair.]

[Yeto just “Yeto’d” again.]



 
  
    Chapter 45: Kobalt of the Day – 3


Let’s rewind time for a moment, to just a few minutes before the audience witnessed the hellfire descend upon the world.

Thud! Bam bam bam!

Inside the forest-type dungeon within the Gate Pengu’s Altair.

In front of that prison, the sound of a brutal beating echoed.

It was the sound of a kobold getting pounded without a chance to fight back, and a beautiful woman, her red eyes gleaming under the moonlight, making that noise.

“Kaeeeeng!! Kaeng!! (I’m sorry! Please spare me!)”

[The princess has a sadistic hobby, it seems.]

Her smiling expression was so kind and refreshing that it made her all the more terrifying.

Even though he was being beaten black and blue, Bok Beomho couldn’t tell if this was reality or hell.

Bam! Bam bam bam!!

The innocent-looking woman was beating him mercilessly!

Her smile was so stunningly beautiful, it seemed like it wasn’t from this world.

Even though he was in unbearable pain, when her delicate fingers brushed against his furry face, his vision blurred.

But despite being battered by such a beautiful woman, looking like a dog drenched in rain, he couldn’t even feel a shred of reality amidst the agony.

‘Bones! Bones! My bones are broken! I swear my bones are broken!’

Of course, pain was still pain.

With kobold eyes brimming with tears, Bok Beomho sobbed.

They say rolling in dung is still better than dying—nonsense!

If this isn’t hell, then what is hell supposed to be?

The real hell was right here in the living world.

And the ruler of this hell was Yeto.

“Kaeeeaaaak!! (My ribs!! My ribs got hit!!)”

Crying out loud, all that came out were the barks of a dog.

Beaten, Bok Beomho rolled around on the ground.

Thunk!

Then, like an unyielding tumbler toy, he stood up and charged again.

Naturally, this was not Bok Beomho’s own will.

[You are under the Noble Enchantment effect!]

[You are being controlled by the Vampire Princess.]

‘Stop! My leg’s cramping! Aaaargh!’

No matter how much he tried to resist, his body wouldn’t listen. 

Bok Beomho appeared to be fighting valiantly on the outside.

Bam bam bam bam!!

To be precise, he was flailing his arms and legs around stupidly, getting hit, and collapsing over and over.

[Boom boom boom. Vampire is dead!]

[Right, she’s a ghost and undead now, so technically, yes, dead. LOL]

[No matter how charmed he is, an elite D-rank mob isn’t even a match for her]

[What’s with the princess’s stats for her to be this strong?]

“Her stats? Well, she’s a named character, and she still retains all the skills she had in life. Though her level did drop to 1.”

[Wow, yet another OP summon.]

[Oh? I’m suddenly starting to get mad at the streamer now?]

[Why is it always him… Ughhhh.]

[I hate everything about this broadcast…]

Jeong Dojin shut his mouth as he watched the chat, reading the room.

‘If I mention she’s an epic class, I might get stoned.’

He had enough sense to read the situation and pick his moments.

■ Summon Skill:

[Summon: Vmapire Princess Bathory (Lv 1)]

◇Summons the soul of a noble vampire princess.

◇Can use skills that manipulate magic and blood.

Vampiric Princess Bathory is an epic-class summon!

Her strength is so great that it’s pointless to even describe it.

Thud! Bam bam bam!!

Even without Jeong Dojin controlling her, Bathory was powerful enough to beat an E-rank hunter, completely immobilized by Noble Enchantment, into a pulp.

‘Dammit, dammit!! How long is she planning to keep hitting me?!’

After getting beaten half to death for several minutes, a thought suddenly flashed through Bok Beomho’s mind.

A highly plausible conspiracy theory.

‘Could it be… that bastard Yeto… plans to kill me like this?!’

It’s obvious, considering how the Noble Enchantment hasn’t worn off.

Yeto must have realized that Bok Beomho is a human.

He’s retaliating against him for failing the test.

But to what extent would that ‘retaliation’ go?

If it ends with a beating, he’ll be lucky. 

But what if it doesn’t?

‘What if he kills me thinking I’m just a monster and then buries me in the gate?!’

Annihilation.

The thought of it sent a chill down Bok Beomho’s spine.

If it became known that he was a person transformed into a kobold, would Yeto be legally punished for killing him?

The chances were slim. 

There was too much evidence.

There was even the polymorph potion that would be proof.

A simple statement of “I didn’t know” would likely get him off with self-defense.

Besides, what difference would it make if Yeto got arrested or not?

By that time, Bok Beomho would have already had his funeral!

‘Please save me! Please save me! What kind of nonsense is this just because I messed up a test?!’

I don’t want to die. 

I don’t want to die. 

I don’t want to die!

Overwhelmed with fear, Bok Beomho began to wail hysterically.


“Kaeeeeng! Kaeng! Kaeeeeng!!”

[No way this is an elite monster LOL.]

[He’s getting beaten up while crying pathetically LOL.]

[Elite trait: actually means a cocky dumbass.]

In Buddhism, there is a realm called the Animal Realm.

It is a place where one reincarnates as an animal to repent for their sins in their previous life.

‘I’m sorry!! I swear I’ll never do something so stupid again!! From now on, I’ll live an honest life!! Please forgive me!! Please, have mercy!!’

As he rolled in the dirt, Bok Beomho learned the hard way.

If hell truly exists, even a lowly sinner like him would repent in just one day of rolling in it.

“Ka… Kaaaaang…”

It was only when Bok Beomho was too weak to feel any more pain that the hand that had been beating his bones suddenly stopped.

…Was he alive? 

Was she letting him live?’

Freed from the fear of death, he shed tears.

Pathetically, he even felt gratitude toward Yeto.

But that gratitude didn’t last long.

“Uhuhuhu, uhuhuhuhuhu.”

“Kaeng?!”

Bathory grabbed him and soared into the air.

Whoooosh…

The ground quickly became distant. 

If he fell, he would surely die.

Bok Beomho was paralyzed with fear, unable to struggle.

[What’s going on?]

[Streamer, why aren’t you finishing him off?]

[He’s an elite mob. If you kill him, the experience will be so juicy.]

“Why would I do that? It’d be a waste.”

Jeong Dojin said with a tear-inducing laugh. 

Of course, he had no intention of killing anyone.

‘But sparing a monster is difficult to justify.’

Leaving a monster alive felt unnatural.

Plus, the violence earlier had been mere punches.

He hadn’t burned or slashed with claws, so the beating didn’t seem to have murderous intent.

It was already a somewhat suspicious and dubious situation.

If he handled this awkwardly, people might start suspecting it was staged.

‘Can’t kill him, but can’t leave him alive either.’

What a pain this guy is, all the way to the end.

Jeong Dojin clicked his tongue as he glared at Bok Beomho.

So what do you do in a situation like this?

It’s simple. 

Distract everyone’s attention elsewhere.

It was time to put the lessons he’d learned at his previous job to use.

He slyly began guiding the audience’s focus in another direction.

“You know, in games, when you get a new party member and their level is like 10 levels lower than everyone else, it really bothers you, right?”

[Gamers, am I right? LOL.]

[So true LOL. That really grinds my gears LOL.]

“Exactly, so I’ve been thinking…”

Snap!

BOOM!

When Jeong Dojin snapped his fingers, an explosion went off.

[What the f1ck is this?]

[Baek Gwi DO Jang: has donated 1,000 won.]

[This guy is playing around with zombie bombs again.]

[Cute prank (Corpse Explosion)]

“You all are funny. It’s not a prank; it’s a funeral. A funeral for these kobold bastards.”

Jeong Dojin spread his arms and smiled brightly.

Today, the studio wasn’t the master bedroom of his rented house, so the viewers watching Jeong Dojin had to tremble with fear.

“But the gate is so wide. It’s cumbersome to deal with all the small mobs, so let’s find another way.”

Whoosh!

A flame erupted from Bathory’s hand.

A red jewel swayed between her breasts.

[Bathory activates the skill ‘Flame Frenzy’!]

“Let the fresh flowers bloom.”

Rat-a-tat-tat-tat!!

A barrage of flames rained down like a cluster bomb!

There were already fires caused by the explosions of zombies.

The forest was engulfed in flames, spreading in all directions.

[Barothy activates the skill ‘Flame Frenzy’!]

[Barothy activates the skill ‘Flame Frenzy’!]

[Barothy activates the skill ‘Flame Frenzy’!]

Flame magic that triggers repeatedly as soon as the cooldown ends!

It was the power of the cursed sapphire soaked in blood and curses.

[Why is the princess’s casting speed so fast?]

[Even if the skill remains the same, her stats should have gone down, right? Why does it seem like her skill performance has improved compared to when she was a boss?]

[It’s probably due to her equipment. There doesn’t seem to be any noticeable changes.]

[It’s probably her accessories or a passive skill.]

[Equipment with this level of performance? And an accessory at that?]

[Didn’t he say she was level 1 earlier? But the speed of the fire spreading is on par with level 10 fire mages. Isn’t that a lie?]

A magic with overwhelming firepower and speed!

The viewers, mesmerized by this, didn’t even realize it.

[Fire Ghost has donated 1,000 won.]

[…Wait, Yeto? How long are you going to keep setting fires?]

Even though Jeong Dojin had already burned hundreds of square meters, he still hadn’t stopped the arson.

Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh.

Watching the spreading flames, Jeong Dojin smiled with satisfaction.

“I don’t care how long it takes. Once you’ve drawn your sword, shouldn’t you at least chop down some trees?”

[It’s not trees but mobs, you idiot.]

[Fire Ghost has donated 1,000 won.]

[Hey! If you set fires like this, all the monsters and summons will burn to death!]

Jeong Dojin blinked as he looked at the screen.

It was a reaction as if his brain couldn’t comprehend the question.

“That’s exactly what I’m trying to do.”

[Fire Ghost has donated 1,000 won.]

[…Excuse me?]

[Baek Gwi DO Jang: has donated 1,000 won.]

[…Excuse me, sir? You’re progressing too fast.]

“No, what I’m saying is, if we burn the whole forest down, won’t all the small mobs die too? Isn’t that simple to understand?”

Jeong Dojin shrugged his shoulders.

“It’s annoying when levels don’t match up, you know? So while we’re at it, it’d be good to funnel all the kobold experience points to Barothy’s so that her level matches El Ayla’s, right?”

He planned to roast the kobolds whole along with the gate.

Why? 

Because that’s how the levels would align.

It was a bold… no, a maniacal declaration.

The viewers’ brains were thoroughly whitewashed, so much so that they couldn’t even recall any rumours.

[Tail has donated 1,000 won.]

[So you’re setting fire to everything just because the numbers don’t match up?”]

[Baek Gwi DO Jang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Is this the murder motivation of a psychopathic serial killer???]

[Fire Ghost has donated 1,000 won.]

[Sir… this isn’t a game…]

What do you mean it’s not a game? 

Who would say such nonsense? 

You might not understand, being surrounded by friends and having a girlfriend, but to me, this screen…

“The world is not a real life; it’s like a game.”

[Fire Ghost has donated 1,000 won.]

[Are you insane, you psycho! It’s not that the world isn’t real; it’s that this isn’t a game! The place you’ve set on fire is 140% real!]

[Real life (really real)]

[Please stop throwing fire at the gaming industry.]

As viewers were starting to feel a creeping fear, Jeong Dojin wiped the confused look from his face.

Then, he beamed and waved his hand.

“I was just kidding~.”

“Come on, everyone. You didn’t actually think I was a real psycho arsonist, did you?”

Of course, it was all an act to heighten the tension. 

For real.

When both the viewers and the aspiring students were left speechless, Bok Beomho, whose vision had turned yellow from anaemia, finally realized what was happening.

He didn’t hear the words being thrown around outside, but it was obvious what was going on.

[The skill ‘Noble ‘Enchantment is activated!]

[Bathory’s HP and MP are being restored!]

Slurp, slurp….

Bathory bit into Bok Beomho’s neck and sucked blood as if devouring an unappetizing can of food.

“Oh, right. You asked why I’m not killing this guy?”

Against the backdrop of a great forest that was now burning furiously, Jeong Dojin giggled as if he had forgotten what he was saying.


“This guy is the princess’s MP potion.”

After all, burning the entire forest requires a lot of MP.

“Squee! Squee! Squeea…!”

The Pengu’s Altair now transformed into a hell of scorching heat.

The sinner of the Animal Realm, Bok Beomho, had become a blood pack.



 
  
    Chapter 46: Kobold of the Day – 4


“You’ve got to be kidding me…”

Shin Seungah clicked her tongue as she watched the screen.

Jung Sowon had finally connected the projector to her phone.

On the screen was a man who had truly turned Pengu’s altar into a blazing inferno.

[Whoa, it’s hot even outside the gate. Oh, leveled up again.]

Not just a small area, but the entire forest.

[Haha! The experience points keep coming in! Look at this! The kobolds look like ants!]

[How’s your brain wired to see burning mobs and think of ants?]

[There’s actually a dish where you eat roasted termites.]

[Ugh, please switch to Yeon Hee’s channel.]

A strategy so insane it made you doubt your eyes!

But Shin Seungah knew.

‘This was his plan from the start.’

That hellfire was part of Jeong Dojin’s meticulous plan.

She looked at the bat flying in the sky.

‘This strategy perfectly maximizes the ability of the new summoned creature.’

That massive wildfire wasn’t just a spur-of-the-moment idea.

It was the result of utilizing all the abilities of the Vampire Princess Bathory: flame magic, blood-sucking skills, and wings to fly in the sky!

All those elements came together.

He set the forest on fire with flame magic.

Refilled his MP with blood-sucking skills.

And soared into the sky to avoid the fire’s effects.

‘It’s simple, yet effective.’

Shin Seungah was impressed as she took a sip of water.

That plan of Yetto’s… It was an idea worthy of being called genius.

‘It looks like madness, but no. He burned the forest to use the fire as fuel to replace his mana.’

Bathory was, at best, D-class.

She didn’t have enough mana to burn the entire forest.

So Yeto set it on fire.

He replaced the insufficient magical flames with real fire.

Maintaining his unique crazy concept, he also managed to hunt.

It was a two-birds-with-one-stone tactic.

Moreover, there was no danger of the fire spreading outside.

Once the gate is closed, that’s the end of it!

‘The embers of the wildfire come from flame magic and corpse explosions, so the monsters will definitely take damage.’

Shin Seungah had also once burned down a dungeon like Yeto.

But that was a calculated burn within a specific range.

She never set a fire that could engulf herself.

‘But Yeto did. Because he had complete confidence in his understanding of his summoned creature’s flight abilities.’

Bathory was a flying summoned creature.

As long as her stamina held up, she wouldn’t burn to death.

She might get scorched by the updrafts, but that was it.

‘Leaving the elite monster alive was clever, too.’

He didn’t kill the monster, but used it as an MP potion.

Broadcasting a plausible battle scene on purpose.

Even if he’d simply set everything ablaze, the strategy would have worked.

But that wouldn’t have been as entertaining for the viewers.

‘So he first showed off by overwhelming the elite monster, making viewers naturally anticipate the next scene.’

Shin Seungah’s eyes gleamed as she anticipated what would come next.

‘He’s setting up the scene to easily defeat the real boss when it appears!’

[Grr!!! Grrr!!!]

Whoosh!

The kobold shaman burst through the flames.

It was as if it had read Shin Seungah’s thoughts.

But in reality, it was a little different.

What Jeong Dojin had predicted was the timing.

It just so happened that her and Jeong Dojin’s ideas of the perfect timing aligned.

The dramatic entrance that set viewers’ hearts racing.

And there was no better timing for that entrance than right now.

‘Of course!’

As her prediction hit the mark, Shin Seungah felt a thrill down her spine.

‘There’s no way that kobold shaman survived those flames and smoke! He already scouted the location before the broadcast and lured it to him!’

Such meticulous planning!

Shin Seungah marvelled at his prowess and came to a solid realization.

‘Yeto will soon rise to A-class.’

Shin Seungah, who had cut her teeth as an A-class hunter, knew there were two major differences between first-rate and second-rate hunters.

One was judgment, including improvisation.

The other was a fierce hunger for success.

‘Judgment is the ability to integrate experience into practice.’

It could be something learned through sheer grit and memorization, or perhaps it was an innate talent.

‘But even more important than judgment is hunger.’

It’s not some outdated praise of grit or obsolete mentality.

Hunger is the desperation in one’s heart.

‘Experience or talent? Or maybe motivation? I’m not sure, but Yeto has both the ability to control the battlefield and a sense of urgency.’

It’s the focus of a professional hunter who’s being chased by debt!

A truly voracious hunger.

The long-range summoning was merely a superficial strength.

His real talent was his resourcefulness in utilizing the cards he was dealt.

A promising talent? 


Hardly.

Jeong Dojin was already a fully bloomed flower.

All that remained was to bear fruit, as a fully grown bloom!

Shin Seungah finally realized why Jung Sowon was so obsessed with Jeong Dojin.

It wasn’t just because he was good at broadcasting.

His ability to build advantageous situations for his team.

His strategies and tactics that dominated ever-shifting battlefields.

These were the virtues of a great commander, the qualities demanded of raid leaders even today.

‘His talent as a broadcaster is his talent as a hunter.’

The genius of broadcasting with a mad level of talent.

That absurd nickname suddenly sent chills down her spine.

If he was missing anything, it was just one thing.

The strength to aim for A-class and beyond.

[For those of you who were curious about how strong Bathory is? I’ve saved the main dish for you. What? No, it didn’t survive by chance. I’m serious, man.]

And if Yeto still lacked strength, it wouldn’t be long before he had it.

Any hunter who saw that bold, arrogant smile would think the same.

[Come on, it’s just an E-class mage-type boss mob.]

Clap! Clap!

With a few claps to grab attention, he shifted the viewers’ focus to the screen with a single gesture.

The screen swiveled at that perfect, ghostly timing.

Even Shin Seungah found herself unconsciously following that hand with her eyes.

[Let’s settle who’s stronger with a head-to-head battle.]

The enraged kobold shaman chanted a spell.

Bathory also completed her incantation in response.

But, in fact, there was no need to wait for the result.

A filthy, soot-covered stray dog barking obnoxiously.

A vampire princess gracefully soaring through the sky.

That contrasting elegance was the difference in their power.

[Wuwwwwwwwwwwww-!!]

[Bloom a fresh flower.]

The skills of the boss monsters collided in the air.

Boom!

The bat-shaped flames summoned by Bathory exploded, obliterating the kobold shaman along with its summoned creatures.

[It attacked first, yet got one-shot. How boring.]

The kobold shaman turned to ashes, leaving only a magic stone behind.

But for Jeong Dojin, this was not a surprising outcome.

He chuckled as he watched Bathory’s back.

‘This one’s stronger than when she fought me.’

Bathory now wielded an azure stone soaked in blood and curses.

Her level had soared after sweeping through a massive dungeon alone.

When combining these two factors, Bathory’s magical attack power was now greater than when she had been a boss monster.

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.]

[Shouldn’t someone that strong not be allowed to have such a pretty face? All the other hunters will starve, you punk.]

[Bathory’s Husband donated 7,777 won.]

[What is this? A subtle hint that you’re an assassin fanatic?]

[Ayla’s Husband donated 10,000 won.]

[You can insult me , but don’t you dare insult El-chan.”]

[Bathory’s Husband donated 77,777 won.] 

[Lol. I’ll forgive you, considering the class difference.]

[Ayla’s Husband donated 10,000 won.] 

[Stop trying to make your donation sound more convincing.]

[Flame Ghost donated 1,000 won.]

[Ugh, aren’t these anime nerds’ over-immersion just disgusting?]

Even the chat was filled with banter in response to the overwhelming result.

Jeong Dojin bowed slightly, as if apologizing for the lack of entertainment.

[Apologies for the underwhelming fight, but with this, the impromptu stream and the promotion test come to an end.]

Of course, it was clearly a playful apology.

Hunters’ fans are naturally drawn to displays of overwhelming strength.

As long as the broadcast is exciting, a strong dealer is a key factor in a channel’s popularity.

[Well then, everyone, adieu! See you next time at the D-rank gate!]

[100 Ghosts Dojang donated 1,000 won.]

[You’re acting like you’re the one going there, but you’re not.]

-Tap!

With the final message from 100 Ghosts Dojang, Jeong Dojin ended the stream.

“Phew…”

Jeong Sowon, who had been holding her breath, exhaled deeply and closed her eyes.

“Today’s stream was amazing again.”

“Right? Watching it on the big screen makes such a difference!”

“I agree. Should we set up a screen in the guild leader’s office too?”

“No, that’s a bit much.”

It’s an office, you know. 

Are you planning to slack off every time Yeto streams?

“You’re so petty.”

Jeong Sowon muttered under her breath when her subordinate gave her a serious look.

Naturally, it was loud enough for Shin Seungah to hear.

“…Anyway.”

But moments later, the playful smile on Jeong Sowon’s face vanished, replaced by an icy expression.

Hwang Jaejoon and Yang Beomseok.

The exam candidates who had been on the same team as Jeong Dojin.

Jeong Sowon had also been watching as they obstructed Jeong Dojin.

Grind. 

A chilling sound came from Jeong Sowon’s teeth.

“They shamelessly held Yeto back, and now that he’s on stream, they’re shamelessly trying to get some attention by lurking around.”

“…Guild leader?”

Shin Seungah flinched as she tapped her on the shoulder.

Jeong Sowon tilted her head as she turned around.

“What?”

“Uh, well… Never mind, it’s nothing.”

Her expression returned to normal, but that made it even more unsettling.

“…By the way, Seungah unnie, can I ask you something?”

“Yes?”

She used honorifics again. 

Shin Seungah straightened her posture involuntarily.

At least she could be thankful that Jeong Sowon wasn’t the type to ask her guild members, “Can you find someone for me to take them down?”

“Actually, since I was active in America, I don’t quite get the hang of Unity’s system, unlike NewTube… So, um…”

The near S-rank top-tier hunter hesitated before asking.

“Where… do you do this ‘donating’ thing…?”

She had primarily worked in the United States.

The UI of domestic platforms felt unfamiliar no matter how much she looked at them.

Because of that, despite wanting to send Jeong Dojin a donation message, she had no idea where to even start.

After asking, Jeong Sowon lowered her head slightly.

Apparently, she was aware of how embarrassing this was, as her earlobes flushed slightly.


Shin Seungah’s eyebrow twitched as she stared at her with a stiff face.

“…Um, sorry, but what’s ‘donating’?”

They were both A-rank hunters at the top of Korea’s hierarchy.

They were used to receiving donations, not giving them.

It was only much later that Jeong Sowon and Shin Seungah figured out how to donate to streamers online.




 
  
    Chapter 47: Misunderstandings and Prejudice – 1


After the exam ended, I sat down on a bench.

I was the only one who passed this time’s E-rank promotion test.

It was expected, after all.

Though it was a shame to have to endure the award ceremony all by myself, conducted with such pomp by the higher-ups, thanks to that, I could quickly return to my free self.

‘Why is everything in my life like a double-edged sword?’

I stared intently at the laminated certificate.

The Hunter Certificate was incredibly short.

[Hunter License E-rank.]

[Name: Jeong Dojin.]

[This certifies that the individual has acquired the Hunter License in accordance with the “International Gate Conquest Law.”]

‘I went through all this trouble just to get this.’

Am I dissatisfied? 

Not at all.

I looked around and, after confirming there was no one else around, I shouted, “…Yes!!!”

I clenched my fist and savored the joy.

“It’s E-rank! Damn it! It’s E-rank!!”

Until just a moment ago, I couldn’t even enjoy this happiness. 

Why, you ask? 

The scouts were swarming all around me.

They were like people who poke at what they can’t have.

They knew it was hopeless, yet they kept poking away.

I felt like a pirate who had just been smacked down by a ray gun. 

That’s why I ran to a place where no one was around.

“Hehehe. It’s E-rank~ E-rank~.”

Now that I could relish my happiness, I smiled broadly.

What’s so exciting about just E-rank, you ask?

Who cares! 

As long as I’m happy, that’s all that matters!

Happiness isn’t something you get by comparing yourself to others, after all.

A promotion for a Hunter was the same as getting a job promotion.

I became an assistant manager and got a 30% raise in salary!

If not now, when else could I celebrate so freely?

And that wasn’t the only fortune that came my way.

■ Item:

[Blood of the Faded Original Wolf (Unique)]

■ Details

A testament to the lycanthrope’s bloodline.

The dog was born from a wolf that trusted humans as friends.

The stray dog emerged from the dogs abandoned by humans.

The faint scent of the night—is it the pride of the stray dog?

(Details unknown)

A drop item from a kobold shaman!

It was an item dropped by a kobold-type monster.

‘Wasn’t the estimated drop rate less than 1%?’

I shook the droplet of blood contained in a special vial.

Even the judge was surprised, saying it was the first time they’d seen the actual thing.

‘I didn’t expect they’d actually give this to me.’

Well, to the Association, it wasn’t a huge sum of money.

A conversation I had a few minutes ago replayed in my head.

-Can I really take this with me? Isn’t the ownership of Pengu’s Altar held by the Korean Hunter Association?

-This is the reward for the ‘Mutation Incident’ you mentioned. The president of the Korean Association also conveyed that you should feel free to reach out whenever you need the Association’s assistance in the future.

A reward.

To put it bluntly, it was the price for information.

‘There’s no reason to refuse something so valuable.’

Considering all that I had resolved, of course, this made sense.

I might have burnt down a gate in the process, but that was necessary for the conquest.

Swish.

The shimmering red blood inside the vial gleamed.

It’s a valuable item, even when translated into monetary terms.

But the real worth of this item lay elsewhere.

‘It’s a crafting item that adds a burst damage option, right?’

A burst damage option.

It enhances the skill effect once a day.

‘And the ingredient guarantees the option.’

The options attached during crafting are mostly random.

There’s a reason why the Valley’s Staff is considered such a good item.

It’s because it got excellent options attached to it.

But an ingredient that guarantees a useful option like burst damage?

‘This blood is more valuable than a vampire’s fangs.’

Losing to a kobold is quite unbecoming of a princess.

As much, I had already decided who to give it to.

‘I’ll use this for a vampire enhancement item for Bathory.’

A combination of vampire fangs and lycanthrope blood?

Sounds like an urban fantasy mix.

They’ll be a great match.

‘This option doesn’t suit me or El Ayla.’

Burst damage is powerful but has its drawbacks.

It’s not compatible with skills that are better used frequently.

So, it didn’t fit me or El Ayla.


We don’t have many one-hit-kill-type skills, so to speak.

‘But Bathory’s blood-sucking skill is different. It’s already hard to use that skill multiple times during a fight.’

Biting a monster and sucking its blood during battle?

Even mosquitoes die if they’re caught while sucking blood!

It’s not like monsters are idiots who would go, ‘Oh, you’re here to suck my blood? Please, go ahead!’

‘Using it repeatedly against healthy monsters would be impractical.’

You’d just get caught mid-drain and beaten up.

You’d probably lose more HP than you gain from draining.

‘But if your HP and MP are low, you could take one quick, powerful drain and then get out.’

Save a small fry and use them as a high-quality potion.

Use it on a boss to drain a huge chunk of HP and leave them with anaemia.

No matter how you combine it, the blood-sucking skill would go well with it.

This option really suits Bathory the best.

‘I was already bummed that the effect of the jade stone doesn’t apply to blood-sucking, but this will make up for that flaw.’

Blood-sucking doesn’t count as a magic skill, after all.

Thanks to that, you can even use it during Blood Frenzy.

Anyway, I should place an order at the blacksmith’s workshop right away.

‘Looks like I already know where to spend my reward from this incident.’

I should ask the Association to recommend a good workshop.

I put the vial away and reviewed the rewards of the day.

The result of the promotion exam was incredibly sweet.

Job: [Voodoo Shaman (Lv 14)]

■ Summon Skill:

[Summon: Vampire Princess Bathory (Lv 8)]
◇Summons the soul of a noble vampire princess.
◇Can use blood and magic-related skills.

‘Both Bathory and I levelled up a lot.’

Bathory’s level went up by 7 in just one day.

My level also increased since the Imprisonment Tower.

‘Ah, this feels great. I feel like I got a power boost.’

The levelling-up speed was unrealistic and astonishing.

Personally, I think it makes sense, though.

‘Of course, after killing over 100 kobolds.’

Bathory had burned down that wide gate all by herself.

She hogged all the experience points from those many kobolds.

Technically, I shared some with her, but isn’t my summoned creature and I one and the same?

This could still count as solo play.

Absolutely.

‘On average, 20 to 30 mobs appear in an E-rank gate.
So, if there are 100, that’s the equivalent of 3 to 4 gates worth of experience points.

Since kobolds are weak, it would probably amount to around 2 gates’ worth.

Thanks to that, Bathory has already hit level 8.

I’m also about to reach the level where I’ll acquire a new skill.’

‘Now I see why Pengu’s Altar is so major.’

The leveling-up efficiency is insane at this gate.

Safe, lots of experience points, and low difficulty.

‘If I keep raiding gates like this, the stream is going to get boring as hell, damn.’

I won’t even make it to S-rank, nor will I be able to pay off my loans.

“Sigh…”

My previously beaming face darkened as if I was wilting.

Reality always rains on people’s happy fantasies.

“I also need to buy equipment for El Ayla.”

I had no money.

Technically, I had some money I could use.

But if I used it, I wouldn’t have any left to live on.

Ordering equipment for Bathory would deplete it even more.

‘El Ayla didn’t level up this time.’

She’s been stuck at level 9 ever since the Isolation Tower.

It was time to upgrade her gear.

‘Not even an upgrade, really. She’s practically gearless.’

She’s only carrying the basic equipment she had when I summoned her.

So, El Ayla also needed some gear.

At this rate, she’d probably build up enough resentment to haunt me in my dreams.

She’s a ghost after all, so I might end up getting sleep paralysis.

‘Should I just blow the money I made from the gate raids?’

Gear that would noticeably boost El Ayla’s stats.

I casually browsed the auction house on my phone.

[Mando of the Sand Dune (Unique)]

[Cloak of the Sand Dune (Unique)]

The best gear for an E-rank assassin was these two pieces.

They were known as the Sand Dune Set.

A combination that granted the Crescent Slash and Sandstorm Block skills!

‘Ugh.’

But after seeing the price, I tightly shut my eyes.

Damn, that’s enough money to buy a decent used car and still have some left.

‘If I had that much money, I should be paying off my loan first.’

It wasn’t feasible to buy them with my own money.

‘The interest piling up on my loan alone is…’

Imagining things I don’t have always brings a sense of emptiness.

I turned off my phone and slapped my face.

“Phew… Alright, let’s get up.”

I turned off my phone and slapped my face.

These conscious little monologues are part of my ritual for staying focused.

After all the hard work, I indulged in a bit of simple happiness.

It was time to get back to work.

More precisely, to take care of the aftermath of my previous work.

***

Heo Jitae woke up in the hospital room.

“Why am I here..? Oh.”

His hazy mind suddenly snapped into clarity.

The memories from before he fainted came rushing back.

‘Right. I collapsed from overexertion today.’

It had been a while since he’d crammed for an exam and taken the test.

He gave it his all, knowing his abilities were lacking.

But raiding gates taxes both mental and physical strength.

They say even a C-rank can only raid 2 or 3 times a month.

It wasn’t surprising that an F-rank like Heo Jitae had passed out.

‘Passed out, huh. I did take a few hits from the kobolds, too.’

If his girlfriend found out, she’d probably scold him for being reckless.

Still, after getting some sleep, he felt completely recharged.

Heo Jitae shook himself up and stood.

“Hmm.”

He picked up his phone from the bedside shelf.

As expected, a rejection message had arrived.

But strangely, he felt relieved.

After all, being a hunter wasn’t really suited to him.

He realized that first-hand today.

‘Hunters are people like Yeoto-nim.’

What came to mind was Jeong Dojin’s heroic feats.

Heo Jitae nodded to himself repeatedly.

‘A relatable yet bold hero. Now that’s a real hunter.’

The events from a few hours ago still replayed vividly in his mind.

He was a hunter, and hunters are people who fight monsters and protect others.

That heroism, stepping up for the test-takers!

Turning a disastrous exam into entertainment!

‘The crazy persona he showed during the broadcast was all an act.’

Of course. 

No way a guy that insane could really exist.

That persona must have been a calculated move to create relatability.

If Jeong Dojin had openly displayed his heroic side, viewers would have surely felt distanced from him.

It was probably a strategy born of necessity to make the broadcast more entertaining.

‘Thanks to him, I feel like my eyes have been opened.’

In this era, the significance of being a hunter had become distorted.

Jeong Dojin was a noble comet that suddenly appeared.

He was reminiscent of the heroes from the great upheaval of the past.

Thinking about his back made Heo Jitae’s heart swell with emotion.

But after seeing someone like Jeong Dojin, could Heo Jitae still dream of being a hunter just to make some money?

For Heo Jitae, it was impossible.

‘Just looking at my state shows I don’t have the talent.’

Heo Jitae chuckled as he tidied up his bed.

He hadn’t been running toward this path to escape from job hunting.

Realizing that alone made taking the test worth it.

‘I should also wake up and start looking for a different job…’

Thud!!!

Just then, the hospital room door burst open violently.

Perhaps because he’d been thinking about Jeong Dojin, for a moment, Heo Jitae thought he had come to see him.

But no, that wasn’t the case.

“Finally found you, you bastard!”

The man glaring at Heo Jitae with bloodshot eyes was even more suited to be in a hospital bed than him.

“Uh… Who are you?”

It was a man. 

At least, that’s what Heo Jitae remembered.

But that was because Heo Jitae didn’t know the whole story.


This man was the one who knocked out Heo Jitae’s teammates and caused Heo Jitae and the other test-takers to fail.

“Who am I…? Who am I?! You bastard! Are you messing with me right now?!”

His bloodshot eyes grew even redder, like someone with rabies.

His entire body was covered in bruises and bandages.

His name was Bok Beomho.



 
  
    Chapter 48: Misunderstandings and Prejudices – 2


“Yeto, that bastard. He must have passed by now, right?”

Inside the promotion exam building, smoking area.

Men with bruises on their faces clenched their cigarettes.

They were the men who had been members of Jeong Dojin’s team.

“Probably. He took bribes and even dropped items.”

“See? He managed to pass and eliminated all the other candidates.”

“How can such a selfish bastard live off broadcasting? He should have been dealt with thoroughly.”

In the smoking area with just the two of them, the men ground their teeth.

A chance to reform and start anew?

Not a chance. 

What they had gained was anger and resentment.

Bok Beomho’s skill is the ability to paralyze reason.

It did not create nonexistent emotions.

“Should we spread rumors or leave nasty comments? Even that won’t alleviate this shitty feeling.”

“What if we get sued?”

“Fuck that. Bok Beomho also got a huge beating, right? He showed up half-dead after getting beaten by kobolds.”

They recalled Bok Beomho, who had just been in the hospital, asking about the details of the interrupted exam.

“But that bastard wasn’t seen when the exam was interrupted. What did he do to get so badly injured?”

“I don’t know. Still, even though his tone was annoying, what he said was all fact. Someone like Yeto needs a proper lesson to come to his senses.”

They exchanged gossip until they had finished their cigarettes.

The accumulated grudge was still lingering.

As the two, pondering how to take revenge on Jeong Dojin, were about to light another cigarette.

“Excuse me. May I have a moment of your time?”

A woman suddenly appeared in the smoking area.

She was a stunning beauty.

“Uh, um? Us?”

Hwang Jaejoon hastily extinguished the cigarette he had just lit.

Though he asked in a questioning tone, it was almost a demand.

Without realizing why they acted that way, Hwang Jaejoon and Yang Beomseok understood the reason when they saw the other person’s face.

“Hunter Jung Sowon?!”

“Oh my. Thank you for recognizing me. I’ve been so busy lately that I haven’t been on broadcasts much.”

The guild master of the S-rank guild awkwardly nodded.

They quickly extinguished their cigarettes and rushed out.

“What are you saying? Who in Korea wouldn’t recognize Hunter Jung Sowon!”

“Of course, of course! I’m a fan club member of Jung Sowon! I’ve been supporting you since you were active in the US! I’ve even applied for fan meetings!”

“Please, don’t say that. You’re making me blush.”

With a sweet smile that seemed genuine, the short-haired woman.

The guild master of the S-rank guild personally approached them?

Looking like she had sought them out, it seemed like the purpose of the promotion exam was also for scouting.

Their hearts swelled with hopeful dreams.

‘Could this be… a scouting offer?!’

‘Has she recognized my hidden talent?’

Jung Sowon, with a warm smile, clasped her hands in a charming way.

“Actually, I’ve been watching your exam the whole time.”

A sweet smile appeared on her innocent face.

Just as Jung Sowon was known in the public eye.

“It seems you have a lot of resentment toward Yeto.”

However.

Her eyes didn’t smile even a little.

“…What?”

“Emotional disturbances against the purpose of the exam. Attacking a team member’s summoned creature. It was a disgraceful act that can’t be condoned as a hunter. Really…”

Jung Sowon’s eyes sharpened like daggers.

“I’d like to have a separate conversation with your guild master… Of course, that would be possible, right?”

A kind smile on her face was overshadowed by a lurking malice.

The genuine anger of an A-rank hunter enveloped them.

“Yikes.”

The two men quietly cringed.

****

Meanwhile, Bok Beomho, who had been beaten, was seething with anger.

“Don’t even think about making excuses. I’ve heard everything already.”

Bok Beomho had gathered all the details of the situation.

Thanks to meeting Jeong Dojin’s team members first.

“Uh… um. What did you hear?”

“Are you talking ignorantly or is this an act? No, it doesn’t matter. Seeing you, it’s clear you’re a complete idiot, so I didn’t bother talking to you. How dare you make a fool of me like this?”

“…I asked who you are, but you’re only mumbling to yourself.”

Heo Jitae, who had some experience in social matters, turned his back.

It’s best not to associate with crazy people or troublemakers.

“You seem to have mistaken me for someone else. Goodbye.”

“Heo Jitae. Former manager of Photon Guild. 36 years old. Has a girlfriend working as a beautician. Both parents are alive, and he now lives independently in Gyeonggi Province.”

“…What?”

The details that came out one after another made his feet stop.

Heo Jitae’s eyes widened in shock.

“What, who are you? How do you know about me?”

“How? The life of a worthless scum like you can be checked in ten minutes. You fool.”

“Y-you investigated me? Why?”

“You talked about everything with that crazy bastard, Yeto!!”

The accidental meeting between Jeong Dojin and Heo Jitae had already been heard.

Because the two who had been Jeong Dojin’s team members had told him.

Bok Beomho, trying to poke Heo Jitae’s chest with his crutch, winced in pain and only frowned.


“Give up on living as a hunter. No, I’ll make sure you can’t even think of stepping into this industry.”

Bok Beomho had no strong social influence.

But there was much he could do with personal power.

He was a genius at tormenting others.

Harassment that barely crossed the line of crime, not enough for the police to arrest him.

A few months of that would be enough for revenge.

Pushing an ordinary person to their limits was simple.

Because there are plenty of loopholes in laws and the motivation of officials.

“I heard your girlfriend runs a shop? Be happy. She’ll soon become a bum like you.”

“That’s just a load of nonsense from a self-employed person.”

Startled!

Bok Beomho’s head creaked in surprise.

It was a somewhat unfamiliar voice to him.

But it was a voice he couldn’t possibly misunderstand.

Turning his gaze behind him, Jeong Dojin was wagging his fingers above his head, mimicking a dog.

“Hello, kobold friend. Your face looks messed up. Where did you get beaten up?”

“You, you…! What are you doing here!”

“Just providing after-service. Hello, Heo Jitae.”

“Ah, yes, yes. Hello, Yeto.”

“Yes. I’m fine.”

Screech— Jeong Dojin closed the hospital room door.

Bok Beomho’s brain was flooded with pain and trauma.

He staggered back like a thousand tails, retreating.

“What, what are you here for? Ah, no, more importantly, you. How much do you actually know—”

“Shut up and look at this first. I don’t want to waste time talking.”

Jeong Dojin showed a video on his smartphone.

[Ugh, ugh… ugh…]

Shara-lak

A video of a fainted kobold turning into a human!

It was the scene where Bok Beomho’s polymorph was lifted.

Jeong Dojin gestured to Bok Beomho, who had a stern face.

“There are plenty of ways to distinguish if it’s a video or not. There are awakened people who make a living from figuring that out, right? Now you know what your situation is.”

“There’s no need for long-winded explanations.”

That’s definitely the case.

This one video explains everything.

“Y-Yes, Ye-to? What’s going on here? Could it be that this human here was actually the elite kobold?!”

“Of course. The polymorph potion bottle, which is evidence, also came from this guy. The association asked for it as evidence, so I just handed it over and exchanged it for this fancy bottle.”

Jeong Dojin pulled out a bottle containing the blood of a boss monster.

Bok Beomho’s grip on his crutch loosened.

“Hah, is this really happening…”

Even a regular person like Heo Jitae understood the full story.

Bok Beomho’s arrest and imprisonment were just a matter of time.

But Jeong Dojin sighed and brushed his hands off.

“It looks like the association is also catching on to this fake mutant case and preparing a report, but from what I see, it might not be enough.”

“What?”

“If you make a fuss about getting revenge later, it’s a hassle. I can’t predict what a madman with crazy eyes might do, so it’s bothersome.”

“…Heh heh heh. You’re more perceptive than I thought. I was planning to focus on revenge since I’ve got nothing more to lose anyway.”

With a desperate attitude, Bok Beomho said.

He was trying to maintain his composure while putting on an act.

‘Who the hell is this jerk calling a madman?’

Of course, he was grinding his teeth internally. 

Madman? 

Is that a self-introduction?

He wasn’t actually thinking about revenge.

To Bok Beomho, Yeto seemed like a real lunatic.

A madman whose actions were completely unpredictable!

Revenge against such an unmanageable psycho?

What if he ends up getting dragged through a gate and ends up dead?

‘But if Yeto thinks I might be that kind of person, there’s no need to correct that misunderstanding.’

He had no hope of getting the reward or avoiding arrest.

At the very least, he planned to extort a large settlement.

“Alright. Did you come here to make a deal with me? Good thinking. Even if I serve a few years for this, I’ll get out quickly. I might not make a living as a hunter, but I can still deal with this guy.”

Bok Beomho pointed his chin at Heo Jitae.

“But would the benevolent Yeto just stand by while the innocent Heo Jitae’s life is ruined? It’s better to negotiate to avoid interfering with a few bucks.”

Bok Beomho’s attempt at a compromise.

But Jeong Dojin just smiled brightly.

“Hey, stop barking like a dog.”

“What?”

“Since the polymorph has been removed, don’t talk nonsense. Did you think I’d give you money and settle things?”

Tsupat!

Jeong Dojin pulled out a business card from his wallet.

Like a gladiator drawing a sword from its sheath.

“You’re the type of fool who’s weak against either vile villains, saints, or the upper-class rich. And I happen to be a saint with connections to some high-profile people.”

“…You’re insane. What nonsense are you talking about?”

“I’m saying I’ll introduce you to my acquaintances.”

“Introductions? What the…?”

Bok Beomho, who was about to mock the nonsense, widened his eyes.

The name on the business card Jeong Dojin handed over was familiar.

“I received a scouting offer a while ago. I declined, saying I’d think about it, but they said they’d be happy to welcome me anytime.”

The business card was as dry as could be, with no embellishments.

It contained only basic personal information.

After all, no design in the world could waste ink compared to the name written on it.

[Illyun Guild Gate Raid Team 2nd Unit Leader.]

[Hunter Ian.]

Compared to those two words, any design in the world would be an ink-wasting endeavor.

‘No way… Is that Ian?! The Hunter Ian?!’

The world’s youngest S-rank hunter’s business card?

Bok Beomho’s face turned as white as a blank sheet of paper.

“D-Don’t lie! Who do you think you are to…!”

“Try calling.”

Jeong Dojin casually offered the business card as if to say, “What’s the point?”

“All you need to do is call the number on it. It’s a chance to speak with an S-rank hunter.”

“T-Talk… w-what’s that…”

Bok Beomho trembled and didn’t take the business card.

A man who only had guts against an F-rank opponent.

A small-time crook who was content with earning money from minor crimes.

Bok Beomho’s capabilities were only at that level.

“Looks like you don’t have a phone. That’s understandable.”

But the man who came to mess with Bok Beomho was a Human Meteor who matched even the S-rank in madness.

He spun his smartphone around.

“It’s okay. I’ve got a phone. I’ll make the call for you.”

“W-What?!”

Tring-tring-tring— tring-tring-tring…

Tring-tring-tring— click.

The other party picked up after three rings.

To avoid any questions like “Who is this?” Jeong Dojin introduced himself first.

“Hello, Miss? It’s me, Jeong Dojin.”

[Congratulations on passing, Dojin.]

The cold voice on the other end was famously recognizable.

Even over the phone, it was easy to identify.

Thud!

Bok Beomho’s legs gave way, and he fell on his bottom.

[So, what is it? You made the call.]

“Oh, just a moment. I have someone to hand you over to.”

Jeong Dojin extended the phone to Bok Beomho, who was lying down.

His chilling gaze whispered.

Take it.

“…Y-Yes! There’s no need! No, no, I have nothing!”

Bok Beomho bowed so deeply it was almost like prostrating.

‘Damn! Damn! Damn! An S-rank hunter came personally to scout him? I threatened such a person with a knife?!’

He was someone who believed in rank and ability.

He had no intention of going against an S-rank hunter.

“I’m sorry, Jeong Dojin! I made a mistake! I’ll quietly rot in prison! No, please let me rot!”

“Shut up and bow your head. Don’t even think about running away.”

Jeong Dojin spoke calmly and brought the phone to his ear.

“The situation has changed a bit. My acquaintance doesn’t want to answer the phone, so I apologize for making him talk to such a rare beauty as Miss Ian.”

“It’s an opportunity, isn’t it interesting?”

[Consider it as handling the unpaid interest.]

A response with a faint sigh.

It was the attitude of someone who had figured out the whole situation.

“Quick to understand the situation and so generous.”

Well, if it’s an S-rank guild, they’d be quite experienced with these kinds of situations.

Jeong Dojin smiled slyly.

“Thank you. I owe you again.”

[Is that all you need?]

“No. I have something I’d like to ask. Could you spare a few minutes later?”

[I’ll be on the terrace of the association’s 3rd-floor training hall. If you don’t arrive within 5 minutes, the discussion ends.]

“I’ll find you soon. It won’t take long.”

Click! 

Jeong Dojin hung up and gestured to the bowing Bok Beomho.

“Did you hear that?”

“Yes! …Eh? Oh, no, what are you talking about?”

“She said she’d wait for 5 minutes. But I can’t keep an S-rank hunter waiting just to hear your apology, can I?”


Bok Beomho, trembling, raised his bowed head.

A smile appeared on his face.

A sly, devilish smile.

“I’ll give you one minute. Beg like your life depends on it.”

And Bok Beomho did just that.
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The criminal, genuinely terrified, offered a lengthy apology.

“I don’t know the client! I just accepted the request and received money and items in return…! I’m telling the truth!! I’ll confess everything I know to the association and the police!”

One minute after Bok Beomho began pleading.

Jeong Dojin, growing bored, lightly tapped his head.

“That’s enough, now shut up. You know what happens if you cross our path again, right?”

“Y-Yes!”

Bok Beomho nodded, trembling.

He didn’t know who was behind the job. 

But could their wrath be more dangerous than that of an S-rank guild?

‘No! Whatever it is, it’s better than being targeted by an S-rank hunter!’

Caught between an S-rank hunter, a mysterious client, and Yeto.

He couldn’t risk being the shrimp caught between whales in a fight.

Prison would be safer than being out in society.

“I’ve called the association members. Turn yourself in once your treatment is done.”

“Y-Yes! Thank you for your mercy! I will never forget today’s grace for the rest of my life!”

“Do as you please.”

Bok Beomho, bowing every few steps, returned to the medical room.

Heo Jitae, who had been watching Bok Beomho retreat with his head bowed, belatedly bowed his head to Yeto, just as Bok Beomho had done.

“Th-Thank you! Thanks to you, I survived!”

“No worries. I’d appreciate it if you’d call me by my real name.”

Jeong Dojin chuckled and walked to one side of the hospital room, rubbing his hands with sanitizer after touching Bok Beomho.

“By the way, do you think the punishment was too lenient?”

“…Well, um, y-yes, a little.”

Heo Jitae awkwardly smiled and agreed.

The chill he felt when he was threatened had been no joke.

Jeong Dojin then beamed widely.

“It’s fine. Honesty is a virtue. That idiot picked the wrong person to hold a grudge against, didn’t he?”

“The wrong person…? Ah!”

Heo Jitae’s face brightened as if he had just realized something. 

He chuckled, as if admitting he could never beat Jeong Dojin.

“How many people know the full story of this incident?”

“All the applicants. Word spreads fast.”

jeong Dojin shrugged, gesturing toward the open door.

“I hope no one decides to take justice into their own hands out of revenge. The police should handle him.”

“Found him!! That bastard Bok Beomho is right here!!”

“Screeeeeam-?!”

Thwack! 

Wham! 

Crunch!

A scream, the sound of punches, and bones breaking followed the outburst, as if on cue. 

The two exchanged glances and burst out laughing.

“It seems Yeto’s ‘concern’ hit the mark?”

“Indeed. What a pity. Hehe.”

Jeong Dojin, chuckling, checked the time on his smartphone.

It wouldn’t take long to reach the gym where Ian was waiting. 

Even if he took the stairs, it would only take about three minutes, allowing him a free minute or so.

“By the way… Heo Jitae, did you fail the exam?”

“Yes, well, I suppose so. I’m just grateful my score didn’t drop any further.”

Heo Jitae scratched his head awkwardly and laughed.

The smile of the innocent-looking young man made Jeong Dojin smile as well.

“You used to be a chat manager, right?”

“Yes. I also did some video editing.”

“So, you’re not particularly passionate about or dedicated to the work of a hunter?”

“Pardon?”

“I’m asking if you’re doing this job just for the money.”

“Ah, well… yes, that’s true.”

“Then, do you have any intention of returning to being a manager?”

“…Excuse me?”

Jeong Dojin shrugged.

“I’m still poor, so I can’t pay you a salary yet. I can only give you a daily wage for each broadcast. But, if I continue to succeed without failing?”

He shrugged again and smiled brightly.

“Wouldn’t I naturally consider hiring a formal manager who helped me when I was struggling?”

“R-Really?! Is that for real?!”

“Yes.”

Jeong Dojin nodded, as if it was an obvious question.

“I could fail in the future, but you don’t have many job prospects at the moment either, right?”

“Fail? And besides, Yeto’s manager? Surely, there are plenty of talented people who would jump at the chance, even for free!”

Heo Jitae responded in shock, almost leaping in surprise.

Who was Yeto?

A rising star with subscribers increasing by tens of thousands daily on his channel.

A name recognized worldwide.

“Yes. If I announced I was recruiting a manager, many people would surely apply.”

Jeong Dojin nodded calmly.

“But I don’t have time to meet them and assess their character. During this growth period, I want to focus on broadcasting as much as possible.”

“So… you’re considering me?”

“You’re an experienced and skilled manager with good character.”

Jeong Dojin chuckled and waved his hand.

“As long as we don’t end up grabbing each other’s throats over salary issues or differences of opinion, it should be fine.”

“…Am I really worthy of such an opportunity?”


“Is that a roundabout rejection?”

“N-No way! I’ll do it! Please let me do it!”

Heo Jitae blurted out without thinking.

Wasn’t there an S-rank hunter standing right in front of him?

There was no time to deliberate for hours.

And, more importantly…

‘Hyena! Your brother might just make it big!’

There was no room for hesitation; Heo Jitae’s heart was already captivated by the offer the hunter presented before him.

“Then it’s settled.”

Jeong Dojin held out his smartphone.

“Please give me your contact information. I don’t plan on setting up a studio, so let’s work remotely from our homes.”

“Y-Yes!”

Heo Jitae quickly nodded.

Working from home? 

How amazing was that?

Who even liked commuting?

After exchanging contact information, Heo Jitae bowed at a 90-degree angle.

“Thank you! I will work as hard as I can!”

“Yes. The platform will likely assign another manager, so coordinate with them. If I give instructions during a broadcast, please follow them.”

“Yes! I’ll get ready as soon as I get home!”

“Thank you for your hard work. Please be careful on your way.”

After seeing off Heo Jitae with a gentle expression,

It wasn’t until Heo Jitae was out of sight that Jeong Dojin smiled.

It was a wicked smile, as evil as that of a villain.

‘What a nice, obedient fool.’

Jeong Dojin acquired a chatroom manager!

A black cow works better than a yellow cow. 

A black cow is better than a lazy yellow one. 

Of course.

‘Oh, such loyalty and a sense of ownership. I appreciate it.’

It’s not even a salary, but a daily wage. 

Practically extortion.

No, since I gave him stock options, it’s only fair.

I gave him shares in Yeto, a company that’s hard to buy into.

Isn’t that rather a favor?

‘Though, if I told him that, he’d probably grab me by the collar.’

Well, I just won’t tell him. 

Hehehe.

Naturally, Jeong Dojin didn’t feel the slightest bit of guilt.

After all, even a black cow’s fate depends on its owner.

If, instead of being sold for 10,000 won per 100 grams at the butcher’s, the cow could plow the fields and idle in the barn, wouldn’t that be a splendid life for a cow?

‘Oh right, I should go see Ms. Ian soon.’

Jeong Dojin checked his watch and headed for the stairs.

There was a reason he had made an appointment with Ian.

‘Why are there so many people who don’t know my background?’

As everyone knows, Jeong Dojin is from the Illyun Guild.

However, strangely few people knew that.

Yeah. 

The guy who found out everything about Heo Jitae in such a short time had no idea that I was from Ilyun.

Even Bok Beomho didn’t seem to notice.

Bok Beomho had been completely fooled by Jeong Dojin.

He had no idea about the connection between him and the Illyun Guild.

If he had known, he would have been suspicious of jeong Dojin and Ian’s relationship.

Bok Beomho, who must have done some research on Jeong Dojin, didn’t know.

There was certainly someone behind the scenes.

So, who could that someone be?

Jeong Dojin already had a hunch.

Ilyun must have silenced the guild members and the media.

‘Our dear Miss Ian must not want it publicized that I am a runaway hunter who escaped from their care.’

In that case, of course, she should pay the hush money.

The payment is going to be duplicated!

“Hehehe.”

Jeong Dojin’s confidentiality service is thorough.

Therefore, the fee was absolutely not free.

***

After ruthlessly crushing those who had tried to sabotage Yeto,

Jung Sowon hurried down the hallway of the promotion exam site.

‘Those fools made me waste too much time.’

Her steps down the hall were quick, revealing her impatience.

Some people recognized her, renowned as she was.

But none dared approach her.

She was Jung Sowon, the owner of an S-class guild.

With her looking frantic and searching her surroundings as she walked, who would have the guts to block her path and talk?

Jung Sowon bit her lip to hide her expression.

She felt like a lost child in the dark.

‘Yeto, he has not left already, has he?’

Had she lost her chance to meet him due to her emotions?

Even without certainty, her heart grew cold.

‘You fool. You should have considered your priorities.’

Regret only led to self-blame.

Jung Sowon pinched her cheeks, scolding herself.

‘And where’s Seungah? She’s nowhere to be seen.’

She had promised to be with her when they met!

Jung Sowon’s pale forehead wrinkled with irritation.

‘You were planning to mock me from the start, weren’t you? Just wait and see.’

She wasn’t answering her calls either. 

Clearly, she was hiding on purpose.

After playing pranks on her superior, she wasn’t around when actually needed?

It was a cruel betrayal by a mischievous subordinate. 

The back of her head stung.

But despite the betrayal, more urgent matters took precedence.

Jung Sowon got into the elevator and pressed the button.

‘I heard from the associate member that he went to the third floor.’

The ascending elevator felt heavier with gravity.

Yet the sensation of blood rushing to her toes was surely not caused by this insignificant force.

“Ugh.”

The suitcase in her hand felt heavier.

She knew the cause—tension.

It was an equipment item for El Ayla.

A gift intended to break the ice in her conversation with Yeto.

Ding!

As soon as the elevator stopped, Jung Sowon dashed out.

But the room was eerily silent.

Her steps came to an abrupt halt.

‘If I meet Yeto here … it’ll just be the two of us?’

Alone with Yeto? 

On their first meeting?

Wait. 

Come to think of it, that had always been the plan.

It’s a pivotal meeting that will define their future relationship.

This conversation should be held somewhere private.

Most likely, sitting across from each other at a table.

Her vision darkened again, and her pace slowed.

That was fortunate for Jung Sowon.

Had she not thought about it and continued walking quickly like before, her footsteps would have been louder.

‘Yeto?’

The sight of Jeong Dojin’s back brought a smile to her face.

At that moment, even the tension washed away.

And so, the shock that followed hit her even harder.

‘…Who?’

The person she had been searching for was in the secluded hallway.

But he wasn’t alone. 

He was with a woman.

Lush, curly, sun-like blonde hair.

Jung Sowon recognized her instantly. 

It was Ian from Ilyun.

That alone wouldn’t have been cause for surprise.

What made Jung Sowon feel like her heart had been struck by a hammer was what happened right after.

Sssrrrk-


Jeong Dojin and Ian whispered something to each other.

Then, they leaned their faces closer together.

At that distance where their breaths could touch, they continued to stare at each other for several more seconds without moving.

‘…No way.’

To Jeong Sowon’s eyes, they looked like secret lovers sneaking a kiss.
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Contact lenses feel awkward if you can’t get used to them.

Especially for someone who has never even worn glasses.

The foreign sensation when putting them on and taking them off. 

The vision impairment when you take them out. 

That unfamiliar feeling literally makes you squint.

There’s no end to the discomfort and mistakes in everyday life.

For example, a lens you took out for a moment could be swiftly sucked down the sink drain with the water.

“…I really hate this.”

3rd floor of the stadium after sending Jegal Seunghwan to standby.

Ian, who had lost her lenses, covered her eyes with her hands.

As soon as she had dropped it from her fingers, the lens was swept away by the rushing water, disappearing forever.

A pitiful mistake that made her sigh.

It was because she wasn’t yet used to the lifestyle of wearing lenses.

‘I should have gotten glasses.’

Of course, it was nothing but a regretful thought.

She had chosen lenses for unavoidable reasons.

‘I had no choice. Dealing with the reporters is such a hassle.’

Getting injured during a raid wasn’t exactly a matter of honour. 

She didn’t like the idea of her injury becoming public knowledge.

Moreover, if it was to affect the guild? 

Ian shuddered for a moment, thinking of her father.

Shick. 

Ian turned off the water and stepped out of the restroom.

“Ah, there you are, Miss Ian.”

And at that moment, she ran into Jeong Dojin.

Ian hesitated and instinctively mumbled to herself.

‘…Who is this?’

It was hard to recognize him because she had lost her lenses. 

Squinting her eyes at him would be rude.

‘I do have an appointment, so it’s probably Dojin, but…’

She couldn’t be 100% sure that it was Jeong Dojin.

Broadcasters often change their tone when they work.

They have to speak loudly and brightly to maintain energy.

And Ian didn’t know what Jeong Dojin’s usual voice sounded like.

‘If it’s someone who just sounds similar, that would be a huge embarrassment.’

Calling someone by the wrong name right in front of them? 

That’s no different from insulting them.

Maybe that’s why. 

The polite Ian hesitated to speak, to the point where Jeong Dojin found it odd.

“Miss?”

Jeong Dojin peered at her face in confusion.

“Is something wrong? Are you alri—”

“I’m sorry. My eyesight is currently—”

But at that moment, Ian did the same thing.

She leaned her face slightly toward him.

It was an unconscious action to gauge the expression on his face.

Their foreheads lightly bumped together.

The two froze on the spot like statues.

Jeong Dojin was greatly surprised, but Ian was even more so.

Her blue eyes widened to the point of tearing.

“…Ahem.”

Maybe it was because they both saw how embarrassed the other looked.

Or perhaps because they both knew causing a scene wouldn’t do them any good.

Instead of reacting in panic or raising their voices, after a few seconds of silence, they withdrew their faces as if nothing had happened.

“I lost my contact lenses.”

Ian calmly took a step back.

“I’m not used to putting them on and taking them off yet, so I dropped them, and they went down the sink drain. So, um, right now, I can’t see very well.”

“I see. I was wondering what had happened.”

It was a small mishap caused by a mutual mistake.

Jeong Dojin cleared his throat, trying to lighten the mood.

“Have you always had poor eyesight?”

“I temporarily lost some vision after fighting a monster that emitted a blinding light during a gate raid. There’s no lasting damage, and I’m receiving treatment, so it should recover soon.”

“I see.”

After all, in a world with healing potions and healers, the vision of an S-rank Hunter would recover quickly.

“In any case, that’s good. So, have you finally decided to return to my side?”

Perhaps they were both equally flustered, though it didn’t show on the outside.

Ian absentmindedly brushed back her hair while grasping for words.

Jeong Dojin shrugged and joked around.

“No way. You haven’t forgotten our relationship, have you? I remember us both agreeing clearly last time.”

-The next time we meet, we’ll be rivals.

It was what Ian had said to Jeong Dojin as she left.

The normally silent Ian shook her head.

“I don’t plan on revealing my connection to you, but you’ll probably hear about it in the media soon. I was just hoping you’d be there when it happens.”

The fact that Jeong Dojin was affiliated with the Illyun Guild.

There was no benefit to Ian in revealing that.

Predictably, Jeong Dojin laughed at her reaction.

“There’s no such thing as a secret that lasts forever, you know?”

“I’ve already made sure the people who know are keeping quiet. Rumors might spread, but it won’t make the headlines.”

Ian lightly passed by him.


“I’ll announce it when the timing is right. I don’t think I need to tell you when that is, right?”

“Of course.”

When the rivalry between Yeto and Illyun Guilds becomes even more established.

Or when Ilyun defeats Yeto.

“Then I suppose I should refrain from going around telling everyone about our relationship.”

“…Thank you. Is there anything you’d like from me in return?”

If you want hush money, set a reasonable price.

That’s what her answer implied.

Now we’re getting somewhere. 

Jeong Dojin rubbed his hands together.

“I never thought I’d get to make a wish to Miss Ian. I must be living a long life.”

“Excessive demands are troublesome. I have a reputation to maintain too.”

Ian almost sighed but held back for the sake of dignity.

In the end, a shallow breath of excitement escaped her.

“It wouldn’t do either of us any good if rumors spread that, while we’re enemies in public, we’re secretly maintaining a close relationship behind the scenes, would it?”

Jeong Dojin smirked bitterly. 

It was true.

For a broadcaster, the most frightening thing is being suspected of manipulation.

“Alright. When would be the best time to contact you?”

“If it’s a call from you, I should pick up anytime. But it would be more convenient if it’s late at night. I need to avoid the prying eyes of guild members during the day, so I prefer private time.”

“Would after 10 PM be okay?”

“Let’s make it 9 PM. Despite how I may seem, I go to bed early.”

“Understood. Have a safe trip home.”

That was the end of the conversation.

Both Jeong Dojin and Ian turned around and left the area.

It would be troublesome if anyone saw them.

So, in the end, they didn’t notice.

The faint presence of someone eavesdropping on their conversation from the opposite corner of the intersection.

***

Ssss… Thud.

Leaning against the wall, Jung Sowon slid down to the floor.

-You haven’t forgotten our relationship, have you?

-I have no intention of revealing my connection with Jeong Dojin.

-There’s no such thing as a secret that lasts forever.

-The people who know have already been silenced.

The conversation…

A string of whispered words.

The meaning within, so clear that no guessing was needed.

It clouded and trampled Jung Sowon’s mind.

A secret relationship that the two trusted and kept hidden from the world.

And the kiss she had witnessed when she first arrived.

The puzzle pieces were coming together.

The full picture was becoming clear, even without needing to force them into place.

And yet, strangely enough…

Nothing came to mind for her.

She couldn’t complete the answer with the words she had overheard.

The sharp eyes that once flaunted their broad knowledge now felt blind.

There shouldn’t have been any reason for her to be this confused in the first place.

A junior Hunter with potential.

A streamer who produced entertaining broadcasts.

That was all Yeto had meant to her.

That was how Jung Sowon herself had thought and evaluated him.

…But even trying to soothe herself with those words…

Her heart still ached as if stabbed by a knife.

She couldn’t figure out why.

She couldn’t comprehend the mistake in her own heart.

Jung Sowon stayed there alone for dozens of minutes, gasping as she clutched her chest, trying to calm the pain that never subsided.

***

“Miss Ian. The Chairman is calling for you.”

“The Chairman? I understand. I’ll be right there.”

Ian, who had returned to her private room, was summoned by the Chairman.

In the end, the content was nothing much.
It was a round of ear-piercing praise.

After exchanging simple conversation for a few dozen minutes with the Chairman, who said he personally wanted to congratulate her for becoming S-class, she bowed her head and stepped out into the hallway.

“Ah.”

Just then, Ian’s eyes widened.

A tall, mannequin-like beauty was standing in the hallway.

Sleek, jet-black hair. 

Long, slender limbs.

Jung Sowon, the sultry hunter who was as sharp as a well-honed blade.

“So… Hunter Jung Sowon.”

She almost greeted her with excitement but held back.

It wasn’t thanks to her patience or rationality.

It was because she saw the muddy look in Jung Sowon’s eyes.

Her pupils were as dark as the depths of the ocean.

Colder than ice, heavier than a mountain.

There was nothing wrong with Ian’s first impression that she stood there like a mannequin.

The air around Jung Sowon was eerily calm, like the eye of a storm.

Or perhaps like a volcano about to erupt.

“It’s a coincidence. Nice to see you, Hunter Ian.”

Jung Sowon said, her expression unchanged.

“Are you here for the Chairman’s call as well?”

“…Yes. From what you’re saying, you are too, Hunter Jung Sowon?”

“That’s right. It must be because the conquest of the top ten gates is near.”

Whoosh.

Jung Sowon brushed past Ian without a second thought.

“Good timing. I’ve been wanting to have a talk with you.”

No, it wasn’t thoughtless at all.

Not in the least.

Jung Sowon stopped in her tracks just as her shoulder was about to brush against Ian’s.

There was quite a height difference between the two.

Ian, being of mixed blood, stood a head taller than Jung Sowon.

“This is fate as well. Could you spare a moment?”

Jung Sowon said, gripping the doorknob.

The words Ian had longed to hear all her life.

It was a meeting with Jung Sowon, something she had even seen in her dreams.

“I’ll be quick with the Chairman.”

Then why…?

Cold sweat dripped down Ian’s spine.

“…As long as you’d like.”

“Thank you.”

Knock knock.

A response came from inside, telling her to come in.

Jung Sowon opened the door and stepped into the Chairman’s office.

“Oh? Ah, if it isn’t Hunter Jung Sowon. It’s been a long ti—”

The Chairman, who was about to greet her, clamped his mouth shut.

It was because he saw the look on Jung Sowon’s face as she walked in.

“…Did something happen?”

“That’s a question I should be asking. You’re the one who summoned me, Mr. Chairman, aren’t you?”

Jung Sowon sat down without asking for permission.

The Korean Chairman shut his mouth.

Her unusually sharp response and gaze…

She was definitely in a bad mood, though he didn’t know why.

“…Let’s skip the preamble. Take it. It’s the investigation team’s report.”

It’s always best not to cross dangerous bridges.

The Chairman immediately pulled out photos from an envelope.

“An elite monster has appeared at one of the top ten gates.”

An elite monster that had appeared in an S-class top-tier gate.

It was shocking news that would have stunned any Hunter, making them gasp for breath.

“I see.”

But…

Jung Sowon showed no reaction.

She merely accepted the photos and flipped through them.

It was the Chairman who was even more surprised by her lack of reaction.

“Ahem… Ahem… Would you care to watch this video for me?”

Beep.

He played the footage on the monitor on the wall.

It was a drone’s surveillance video.

“Do you see that cave in the bottom right? That distinctive appearance—it’s definitely a Golden Lycanthrope.”

“That’s right. Oh my, it’s blond.”

“Huh? Oh, yes, well, it’s a Golden Lycanthrope. Of course, its fur would be gold. And we suspect this one is of the Lycanthrope Lord class. There’s no record of sightings or subjugation, except—”

“The Great Cataclysm. It was during a dungeon break, once.”

Her gaze was fixated on the monster in the footage.

Her eyes locked onto the sight of the golden fur, and turbulent emotions surged within her.

“…You know your stuff. So, the reason I called you here today…”

“Is that because the Natu Guild alone can’t handle the threat, you’re suggesting I either abandon the attack or work with another S-class?”

“…Well, yes. That’s correct. After all, it is an S-class monster.”

That cold, collected demeanor—it was just like her usual self.

The Korean Chairman felt a wave of relief inside.

“Well, knowing you, you won’t cooperate, but you’ll take Doshik or Hunter Ian with you, right?”

“I’ll pass.”

Thud!

She closed the file, shocking even Shin Seungah, who was standing firm next to her.

“…Sowon, is this really the time to be stubborn?”

“Live-streaming is a thing of the past.”

“What?”

“If we’re editing the footage afterward, it doesn’t matter if the raid takes longer.”

It was an unexpected answer, one that skipped explanation and went straight to the conclusion.

Of course, the Korean Chairman quickly caught on.

“Wait a moment. You mean to first deal with the mutated monster and then, after a break, handle the boss monster?”

“That’s correct.”

Jeong Sowon handed the file over to Shin Seungah as she spoke.

“Considering safety, this is actually better than live streaming, where we had to defeat both the boss and the mobs in one go. The viewers will understand since it’s an S-class monster.”

“Hmm…”

It was a brief summary, but there were no flaws in her reasoning.

Her suggestion hit the mark in an unexpected way.

‘That’s true. Splitting it into two attempts is safer than dealing with both mobs and the boss in one shot during a live broadcast.’

Natu had been planning the top ten gate raid for a long time.

Ever since the era of live streaming, in fact.

They were confident they could complete the entire raid, including the mob fight and the boss hunt, in a single live broadcast.

‘If they were confident enough to clear it in one go, there’s no reason they can’t succeed by splitting it into two attempts.’

The first attempt would sweep away the mobs.

The second attempt would take down the elite monster.

And the third attempt would finish off the boss monster.

The three-part edit would be seamless.

It was a hunter’s method of slaughtering their prey.

‘If it’s edited, they can afford breaks in between. This way, there’s no need to pass this on to the other three Korean guilds. And with the rare S-class mutant monster’s drop items at stake…’

There would be no reason for the viewers to criticize Natu.

The target was a rare S-class mutated monster, after all.

‘The viewers would be happy it’s edited, actually.’

If it was a live broadcast, they might have had to cancel the stream due to the danger.

The Chairman hadn’t thought that far.

‘I guess I was still stuck in the live-streaming era. I couldn’t even come up with such a simple idea.’

It was a flaw in his thinking.

A Copernican shift that shattered his bias.

The Korean Chairman realized how careless he had been.

He was embarrassed by how he had tried to lecture her earlier.

‘How foolish of me. I thought she was rejecting it out of jealousy for Hunter Ian, but that was a ridiculous assumption.’

He had mistaken Jung Sowon for some naive girl who acted out of jealousy.

That’s why he had scolded her thoughtlessly, but the reality was far from that.

‘She’s not someone who would be swayed by pride or personal feelings.’

Jung Sowon was the young and beautiful lioness of the Natu Guild.

A living legend who founded an S-class guild in her twenties.

One must never underestimate her capabilities due to her beauty.

“The Golden Lycanthrope is quite the boon. It’ll add some spice to an otherwise dull pre-recorded broadcast.”

Jung Sowon stood up and grabbed her suitcase.

“Is there anything else you’d like to say?”

“No, nothing. Sorry for keeping a busy person like you.”

“Not at all. Thank you for providing me with a good opportunity.”

“…What? Oh, yes, well… If we hadn’t discovered the elite monster in advance, it would’ve been a disaster. I’m glad to have been of help.”

Whether the Chairman was left scratching his head or not, Jung Sowon opened the door and stepped out into the hallway.

Ian was sitting on one of the chairs meant for those waiting their turn.

Sitting two seats away from Jegal Seunghwan…

Two seats away.

That overly cautious distance between her and the man caught Jeong Sowon’s attention.

‘So she doesn’t sit close to her subordinates.’

Yet with that person, who wasn’t even in her guild, she had been so close, chatting away joyfully.

“Hunter Jung Sowon?”

Ian stood up from her chair, looking slightly surprised.

“You’re very fast. It’s been less than three minutes.”

“It’s been three minutes and eleven seconds.”

Ian, at a loss for words, found herself mumbling.
It was rare for her.


“Then, shall we head somewhere quiet?”

Step, step…

Jung Sowon walked past Ian without a trace of a smile.

“I’m sure we both have a lot of questions for each other.”

Even now, she didn’t look at Ian.



 
  
    Chapter 51: Misunderstandings and Prejudice – 5


“First of all, congratulations on your promotion to S-rank.”

The association’s building had several consultation rooms, common in every location.

These spaces were made for guilds to have discussions.

Jung Sowon and Ian, each accompanied by their subordinates, sat at the table with a canned drink from the vending machine.

“Although I already sent my congratulations earlier, I can’t help but feel proud as a fellow Korean Hunter.”

“Not at all. Compared to you, Hunter Jung Sowon, I think my achievements are not that great.”

Ian tried her best to speak in a calm and emotionless tone.

She had to, because otherwise, she wouldn’t be able to suppress her excitement.

“I’ve been cheering for you for a long time, Hunter Jung Sowon. To think that the day would come when we would sit face-to-face and talk like this… Honestly, it still feels like I’m dreaming.”

“Your words alone make me happy. I sincerely hope that we continue to have a healthy and fair competition.”

Jung Sowon nodded without the slightest hint of a smile.

She didn’t even touch the canned drink she had opened.

Tick, tock, tick, tock…

Even as they conversed, time flowed by.

This meeting had played out in Ian’s mind more than a thousand times until today.

Ian kept the conversation going, and Jung Sowon responded.

“Oh my, really?”

All of her answers were brief and to the point, though.

“Sorry. It’s been so long, my memory’s a bit fuzzy.”

“I’m still lacking in many ways, so I don’t know what to say.”

“Really? What do you think, Hunter Ian?”

Of course, her every word and action was full of courtesy, and her pure demeanor was even humble.

But that was all there was.

There was no hint of personal affection.

‘…Phew, that’s a relief. This is the usual Guild Master.’

‘She’s very polite, appropriately businesslike, and well respected by Hunters at home and abroad.’

Shin Seungah and Jegal Seunghwan both thought so to themselves.

This was just an icebreaker before getting down to business.

It was merely an appetizer before the main course.

Because of that, no one could fault Jung Sowon for being passive in the conversation.

‘Ugh… I didn’t expect the conversation to be fun, but at this rate, we’re just talking business…!’

The only one growing anxious and feeling her insides burn was Ian, who had been eagerly anticipating this appetizer since middle school.

“…Come to think of it.”

Jung Sowon, who had been quietly observing Ian, finally spoke.

“As the only S-rank summoner in Korea, there’s something I’ve always wanted to ask you, Hunter Ian.”

“Sowon Un… Hunter Jung Sowon wants to ask me something? I’m very curious.”

Ian, feeling nervous, replied with a bright face.

Finally, Jung Sowon had brought up a topic of her own!

This was surely what Jung Sowon wanted to talk about.

“Hunter Yeto.”

Jung Sowon stroked the top of her can.

Her leisurely movements were strangely alluring.

“From what I hear, he’s the next most famous summoner after you recently. Are you aware of this?”

“Of course. Ilyun Guild always keeps an eye on talented people, wherever they are.”

Finally, I’ll get to have a real conversation with Sowon Unnie!

As if the excitement had broken through the poker face she’d worked so hard to maintain, Ian responded eagerly without hesitation.

“Mr. Jeong Dojin, he’s quite impressive, isn’t he? Personally, I really respect his spirit of challenge. Unlike me, my father has been somewhat sceptical, though.”

Her voice quickened, her tone turned positive, and her expression brightened.

Her attitude was a stark contrast to a few moments earlier.

…Suddenly.

Jung Sowon’s fingers stopped moving.

Ian didn’t notice.

She was too focused on keeping her facial expression and words in check.

‘Does Sowon Unnie like Dojin, or not?’

She didn’t know. 

How could she figure that out in such a short time?

But the answer was clear.

Only praise would work here.

‘Sowon Unnie isn’t someone who asks people to join in criticizing others, nor does she get upset when people defend someone she doesn’t like!’

Ian’s belief, built from watching Jung Sowon for a long time, was firm.

Her subtle pride brought a smile to her face.

But is now the right time to smile? 

She didn’t know. 

Smile anyway. 

When you’re happy, you should smile. 

How could she not when she was enjoying herself?

Ian, beaming with joy, thought deeply.

‘Soon, I’ll be running a summoner corps. If I undermine Dojin here and later end up copying his methods, it’ll only make me look disloyal and petty.’

However, full-blown praise wasn’t the best option either.

A guild had to adjust its stance based on its interests.

That’s why Ian deliberately mentioned her father’s conservative stance, subtly indicating that some people had reservations about Jeong Dojin.

…Still, I will keep praising Dojin!

Ian resolved this abruptly.

It was because Jung Sowon had finally smiled for the first time.

A deep, quiet smile, like a cave in the middle of the night.

“Opinions may differ even within Ilyun Guild, but I started a trend. There are many guild members who see Mr. Dojin favourably. And understandably so, as he’s also a summoner like me.”

With a hand placed on her full chest, Ian smiled brightly.

“You know this as well, Hunter Jung Sowon. How reassuring it is to have capable people around during an attack. Take Captain Jegal Seunghwan here as an example.”

“It’s an honor, Miss.”


Jegal Seunghwan bowed gracefully.

His elegance made them look like a lady and her butler.

The beautiful, half-blooded woman looked like a portrait.

Born as the daughter of an S-rank Guild Master.

Her life resembled that of a 21st-century noble.

Even when Jung Sowon created an uncomfortable atmosphere, Ian never lost her gentle smile. 

It was as if she truly enjoyed this conversation.

And what about Jung Sowon in comparison?

She was the complete opposite of Ian.

Thin body. 

Small height. 

A tenacious businessperson.

There was nothing about her that would attract the attention of men.

She looked at the large window that filled one side of the wall.

She saw a foolish idiot, consumed by ugly jealousy.

“…Heh.”

At the moment she realized this, her heart no longer ached.

Only a deep sense of defeat lingered on her tongue.

“…I see. Thanks for sharing your opinion.”

After a brief silence, Jung Sowon finally spoke.

“It seems like you know him much better than I do.”

She lost before the fight even began.

The moment she realized this, Jung Sowon became aware of something else.

She was much more conscious of Jeong Dojin than she had thought.

An opponent she could never defeat, no matter how hard she tried.

She hadn’t realized how dazzling he was.

Jeong Dojin already had a lover.

She hadn’t known how painful it would be to accept that fact.

Jung Sowon clenched the table as she stood up.

Otherwise, she felt like her legs would give out.

“It was a pleasure meeting you. I should be going now.”

“What? You’re leaving already?”

“As much as I’d love to stay, I have another appointment.”

It was a lie. 

She had no appointments.

She just didn’t want to wallow in this sense of defeat any longer.

“…I see. At least let me walk you out…”

“No need for that.”

Ian, feeling disappointed, stood up to see her off, but ultimately couldn’t do so.

Jung Sowon bowed and bid her farewell.

It was a clear refusal, with a weak smile on her face.

“We’re rivals, aren’t we? We can’t be too friendly.”

Rivals.

It felt a bit ridiculous to call themselves that.

What was the use of being on par as Hunters?

When the differences in charm and character were this stark.

“Ah…”

Ian could tell from Sowon’s smile.

From now on, Sowon would avoid her.

“…Let’s go, Seungah.”

“Huh? Oh, yes, yes!”

She had said what she needed to say.

Turning on her heel, Jung Sowon left the room.

On their way back to the parking lot following Jung Sowon, Shin Seungah’s heart was pounding with fear.

“Uh, Guild Master? Did something happen?”

Shin Seungah glanced nervously at Jung Sowon’s hand.

She was still holding the suitcase.

It was something she had originally intended to give to Jeong Dojin.

‘Did I mess up? Was it bad to briefly leave the Guild Master alone?’

Jung Sowon stopped in her tracks and waved her hand dismissively.

“It’s nothing. It’s not your fault.”

“Then that’s a relief. Did you not meet with Hunter Yeto?”

“I did. But I’ve decided to stop sponsoring him.”

“What?!”

“Oh, I misspoke. To be precise, I’ll just deliver the item from the British Association. There’s no need to meet Yeto in person and give it to him.”

See? 

There was something after all!

The way Jung Sowon spoke so deliberately seemed calm.

Shin Seungah hesitated for a moment and glanced at her watch.

“Guild Master. You still have time before your next appointment, right?”

“Of course I do. The meeting with Yeto was canceled. Why?”

“Could you spare a little time for me?”

Jung Sowon thought for a moment and nodded.

“Alright. You helped cover for me while I was resting last time.”

“Wow, that’s low. You’re not going to hold that as a debt, are you?”

“Of course not, I’m not that stingy.”

With a nod, Shin Seungah fell into thought.

They needed a private place to talk.

A café… no, that wouldn’t be good. 

Too many eyes.

Shin Seungah led Jung Sowon to one of the consultation rooms arranged for the scouts.

“You said nothing happened earlier, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then I can ask what’s going on. You had a chance to make contact with Hunter Yeto, but I don’t think you’d turn down such an opportunity without reason.”

“…Right.”

Jung Sowon opened her mouth slightly, then sighed.

“Sponsoring Yeto is pointless. It seems he and Hunter Ian are in a relationship.”

“Who and who?”

“Yeto and Hunter Ian . I found out by coincidence.”

She explained in detail what had happened earlier.

Shin Seungah’s jaw dropped as she listened.

“They kissed in secret, you say?”

“From the conversation, it seemed like that. That’s why I said sponsoring him is pointless. There’s no use feeding a fish that’s already been caught by someone else.”

“What? Wait, hold on.”

Something didn’t seem right. 

Shin Seungah clutched her head in confusion.

There was nothing strange about kissing or dating.

She also understood the reasoning that sponsoring him might no longer be advantageous.

If Ian was in a relationship, even if they built a good connection for a hundred days, Yeto would still choose Ilyun over Natu in the future.

But that only applies if they were really in a relationship.

Shin Seungah, her eyes wide with urgency, quickly made a call.

“What are you doing? You’re not trying to report something, are you?”

As if she’d make such a foolish move. 

“Hello? Oh, Reporter Kim? It’s Shin Seungah. I just wanted to ask you something briefly. Do you have time right now?”

About ten minutes later, after calling a few places, Shin Seungah closed her phone.

“Alright. From now on, just listen quietly, Guild Master.”

“What’s with you today? Your expression has been strange since earlier, Seungah.”

“As you can see, I’ve been quite popular since I was young. Even before I met my husband, I had my share of relationships. Not to brag, but I’m sure I was much better than the Guild Master.”

“…I’ve had at least one or two boyfriends.”

“I know you haven’t had any, so just listen quietly. If you listen for just 10 minutes, I’ll clear the debt you owe me.”

Jeong Sowon closed her mouth with a dissatisfied expression.

Confirming that she had her listener’s attention, Shin Seung-ah raised her fingers.

“Let’s go over this one by one. First, you said those two are in a relationship, right? Then why are they hiding it?”

“Obviously because they expect opposition from those around them.” 

Jung Sowon answered, furrowing her brow, as if to say, “Surely you thought of that.”

“Though Yeto isn’t quite on Ian’s level yet, if he keeps growing at his current pace, he’ll become a Hunter worthy of dating Ian. They must be waiting for that time.”

“Would people like that really share an unguarded kiss in a hallway, not knowing who might come by?”

“…They say love makes you blind.”

“It’s quite convincing when the Guild Master, who seems like she’s never even held a guy’s hand, says it.”

“…Are you going to keep making personal attacks about my love life?”

“Secondly, people don’t easily fall for others.”

Shin Seungah counted on her fingers as if to indicate she didn’t want to waste time.

“There needs to be at least some kind of motivation or contact point for that to happen. Just like you were drawn to Yeto’s achievements as a Hunter, there must be at least a minimum spark.”

“…Setting aside your misconceptions, what’s the issue?”

“For them to be at the level of sneaking kisses because they can’t contain their burning love, their relationship must have been going on for a long time or they must have deep affection for each other. Naturally, they’d need some deep connection.”

Shin Seungah showed her phone, displaying a message. 

It was a message from a journalist she knew, sent through her network.

“Take a look. Reporters who knew Yeto when he was a journalist said he submitted his resume to the Ilyun Guild. He probably got assigned to the camera team, right?”

It was information that couldn’t have been known through ordinary investigation.

‘Ilyun must have cut off the rumors.’

This added even more to the evidence that they weren’t lovers.

There was no record of Jeong Dojin ever working as a Hunter. 

He was a former journalist and necromancer who barely earned his certification. 

If he had been hiding his power, where would he have gone?

The answer was obvious: the camera team.

“…Then it’s even clearer. There’s the contact point.”

“Ugh! Why are you being like this all of a sudden? Think about it for a second!”

Shin Seungah leaned close to Jung Sowon.

“Let’s say Eyan, a top Hunter, fell for a mere cameraman. But after they became lovers, that cameraman quit the Ilyun Guild? Why? It would be better for him to stay at Ilyun and receive their support!”

“That’s…”

“Even if they were hiding their relationship, with his talent, there wouldn’t be any controversy if Ian supported Yeto!”

If Jeong Dojin had remained a member of the Ilyun Guild, he would have easily become an A-rank Hunter within a year.

He was a genius worthy of full support.

As a member of Ilyun, he would have had plenty of opportunities to connect with Ian.

It would have been much easier to publicly announce their relationship.

If they were really lovers, Jeong Dojin would have stayed in Ilyun, received Ian’s help, and quickly risen to A-rank.

“What would Ian gain by risking separation from her loved one and facing the possibility of a breakup?”

Neither Ian nor Yeto would gain anything from it.

Jeong Sowon’s expression turned blank.

The heated Shin Seungah looked at her in disbelief.

“Would two people who can’t live without each other to the point of kissing in public really choose such a difficult path? I think the chances of them being lovers are incredibly low.”

Ding! 

A message notification rang.

Shin Seungah quickly slid the smartphone screen.

“Weren’t they near a restroom? Because of sexual harassment concerns, they usually place CCTV cameras near the restroom entrance. So I asked someone I know at the association for a favour.”

“A favour? What kind of favour?”

“I asked them to check the footage from today.”

There was no worry about leaks since the person was trustworthy. 

Even if the two were really in a relationship, there was no way they would release footage that would anger Ian and incur her wrath.

“Look at this. They didn’t kiss. Their foreheads just bumped into each other.”

Shin Seungah showed the message she received from her contact at the association.

The contact had been reluctant to provide the footage but had at least answered Shin Seungah’s question after reviewing it.

“How about now? Do they still seem like lovers to you?”

…Shaking her head.

Jung Sowon shook her head like a child, and her innocent expression made Shin Seungah feel oddly irritated.

‘Who would’ve thought I’d be teaching the Guild Master one day.’

Shin Seungah sighed and sent messages to her contacts.

She had to thank them and delete the footage.

There was no point in holding onto something like this, as it could easily be refuted and would be game over.

‘Haa… At least that’s one issue resolved… Huh?’

Tap tap tap.

The sound of typing on a smartphone keyboard overlapped.

Jung Sowon was also staring at her phone.

“…Who are you texting right now?”

“Hunter Ian… Madam.”

“Madam?”

Why the extreme formality?

Shin Seungah’s expression turned dumbfounded.

“I just… felt bad for being snippy… so I’m apologizing…”

Jung  Sowon’s face turned bright red when she looked up.

It was the unmistakable color of guilt and shame.

She couldn’t help it, recalling her disgraceful behaviour.

“…Ahem.”

The person who had pushed her so hard cleared her throat awkwardly.

“Don’t worry too much. You were polite enough during the conversation, and first love always comes with big and small mistakes. It’s not like anything catastrophic will happen, right?”

“…It’s not love. And definitely not my first love.”

“Is that so? Well, no one really knows for sure. Maybe it’s all my misunderstanding, and they really are dating.”

…!!

Jung Sowon raised her head like a startled rabbit.

“Ahhh~? Hmm~?”

And there, she saw Shin Seungah smiling mischievously.

Fooled again. 

That was the second time now.

“…I’m grateful that you cleared up my misunderstanding, but isn’t this a bit much to do to your superior?”

“What do you mean? What if Hunter Ian really steals away Yeto? Even if they’re not lovers, the fact that they met separately suggests they have some connection, right?”

“Be quiet. I didn’t ask.”

She said that, but just the thought of it made her dizzy.

What if Ian really did have feelings for Yeto?

She wouldn’t stand a chance. 

She’d lose every time.

‘Honestly, I feel like I wouldn’t even be able to raise my head out of shame…’

An insurmountable opponent, even in a fair fight.

And now she owed an emotional debt too.

If they declared they were dating, she felt like she’d give up while crying.

It was getting to the point where the thought of meeting Ian directly scared her.


…But still, someday, she would have to meet and apologize in person.

She couldn’t just turn away from her mistakes because she was embarrassed.

As she sent an apology text to Ian, thinking about meeting her in the future, Sowon found herself frowning like a child without even realizing it.

Though she could lead her guild across the world as her stage.

She couldn’t seem to grasp her own heart at all.
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After Jung Sowon finished her conversation with Ian and left.

In the room, which felt as if the temperature had dropped a few degrees, Jegal Seunghwan shivered unconsciously and muttered quietly.

“Why is Hunter Jung Sowon acting that way? … Miss?”

Even though Jegal Seunghwan asked the question, Ian remained silent. 

Finding it strange, he tried to look at Ian’s face.

Swwik.

But Ian raised her hand and stopped his steps. 

Jegal Seunghwan, who had been trying to peek at her expression, froze in place.

“…It seems the Natu Guild is sponsoring Yeto.”

“Sponsoring, you say?”

With her back turned, Ian crossed her arms.

For several seconds, she tapped her fingers as if pondering.

Then she nodded, as if there could be no other explanation.

“If we assume that they are sponsoring Yeto, it makes sense. Whether I oppose him or try to win him over, I must be a real thorn in their side.”

“…Indeed. Your reasoning is quite sound.”

If things were as Ian suspected, it all fit together. 

There didn’t seem to be any other plausible explanation.

Tap, tap, tap. 

Ian slightly flicked her crossed arms.

“It’s not necessarily a bad thing. If we change our perspective, when our summoner raid team surpasses Yeto, it’s highly likely that we’ll become the new investment target.”

“That’s a brilliant plan. Is there anything I can help with?”

“For now, let’s return to the guild. There’s no reason to remain in the testing site… sniff.”

“Yes. Shall I call the chauffeur right away?”

Did I just hear a sniffle?

What? 

Was that a hallucination? 

Jegal Seunghwan’s mouth opened.

However, Ian did not turn around and only fiddled with her nails.

“Go ahead first. I have something to think about.”

“…!!”

Her voice was devoid of any emotion. 

Was it really a hallucination?

Jegal Seunghwan headed downstairs to call for the chauffeur.

After he left, leaving her alone in the spacious reception room.

Ian stood there in a daze for quite some time.

“…sniff.”

Tears welled up in her eyes, for reasons she didn’t understand.

Her mind was consumed by one thought.

‘I’ve fallen out of favor with Sowon unnie.’

Though she didn’t know why, she had clearly gotten on her bad side. 

Otherwise, why would she be avoiding her so much?

Ian had been standing like that for several minutes when—

Ding!

Ian’s smartphone buzzed with a message.

When she checked, it was from Jung Sowon.

She assumed it was just a polite farewell message, but it wasn’t.

The content was an apology for being overly sensitive earlier.

“Oh…?”

But the moment Ian read it, her mind went blank.

It felt as if all the blood had drained from her body.

And for good reason.

The content of the message was that shocking.

[To Hunter Ian,

This is Jung Sowon. I apologize for sending you a message so soon after that unpleasant farewell.

However, I couldn’t rest until I extended my apologies, so I’m leaving you this message.]

The message was long enough that Ian had to scroll to read the rest.

Every sentence was filled with politeness. 

The formal language and embellishments were straight out of a textbook apology.

But to Ian, it appeared entirely different.

In essence, the message boiled down to this:

[I apologize for being rude earlier.

Actually, I thought you and Yeto were in a romantic relationship.

I overheard your conversation by chance.

In my foolishness, I mistook a forehead bump for a kiss.

I was so shocked that I ended up eavesdropping on your conversation.

Including that, I sincerely want to apologize.

I’m deeply sorry for making such a ‘misunderstanding.’

One of my competent subordinates, trying to correct my ‘misunderstanding,’ reached out to Yeto’s former workplace.

Thanks to that, I found out he’s from the Illyun Guild.

I also realized that I made a ridiculous ‘misunderstanding.’

The CCTV footage that led to this ‘misunderstanding’ has been erased.

I will ensure that the footage will ‘never’ be circulated publicly.

Once again, I sincerely apologize.

I hope we can talk about this in person soon.

I truly hope we can ‘get along well’ in the future.]

“A-aah…?”

It was a threat.

No matter how she looked at it, it was nothing but blackmail.

The fact that Ian and Jeong Dojin had met secretly.


The investigation that revealed Jeong Dojin was from the Illyun Guild.

The existence of CCTV footage showing them together.

These were all prime material for a scandal.

Just one of these topics could make a journalist ecstatic.

Yet this message contained three or four such pieces of information.

“A-aah-aah…!”

Ian trembled violently as she realized the full implications of the message.

‘She’s telling me to cooperate with her…!’

Rumors of a scandal. 

Allegations of manipulation. 

The material for lifelong rumours.

Each one could create a massive uproar.

But none of them were fatal enough.

And that terrified Ian even more.

‘If this gets out, I can kiss the guild leader position goodbye…!’

The fact that Jung Sowon had targeted her with non-fatal weaknesses implied that she had the means to turn those into fatal blows.

How could Ian, with such a scandal hanging over her, ever hope to become a guild leader?

‘So Sowon unnie knew all of this and threatened me!’

It was a ridiculous assumption, far from the truth.

However, Ian couldn’t take the apology at face value.

From her perspective, Jung Sowon hadn’t done anything serious enough to warrant such a heartfelt apology.

“Hic, hic…!”

A fierce onslaught from none other than Jung Sowon.

As a devoted fan of hers, Ian hiccupped and sniffled.

‘W-what should I do? What should I do? Not just me—this could hurt Dojin too…!’

Amidst her confusion, Ian worried about Jeong Dojin.

It was an innate kindness that even her acting couldn’t hide.

Just as she debated whether to send a message to Jeong Dojin about this,

“…Huh?”

Suddenly, it was as if a bolt of lightning struck her mind.

Jeong Dojin’s name echoed in her now-cold thoughts.

‘This scandal… will it hurt Dojin too…?’

No, it wouldn’t.

He could easily escape this scandal unscathed.

Jeong Dojin had already established a dominant position.

She crouched down, as if replaying a Go match.

Her sharp mind began spinning rapidly.

‘Given Sowon unnie’s reaction, it’s clear she holds Dojin in high regard. With Sowon unnie’s decisiveness, she must have started sponsoring Dojin a long time ago.’

Based on this strong assumption, Ian’s thoughts unfolded.

‘Yes… when I think about it, it’s been odd from the start. If Dojin had Sowon unnie as a sponsor, there’s no reason for him to come to me for help.’

Hush money? 

That much could be requested.

After all, sponsorship from Jung Sowon wouldn’t come for free.

Thus, if that were all, it would be a weak suspicion.

But there was still one part that didn’t add up.

Ian rubbed her tear-warmed cheek.

‘Dojin and him are, at best, equals.’

Their relationship was an equal and competitive one without any hierarchy.

Their relationship was far more detached than his connection with Natu.

They must have already formed a deep bond.

Yet, even in the midst of a quarrel with another Hunter, Dojin had called her. 

Not Sowon unnie, but her.

•When he attempted to psychologically overpower Bok Beomho.

When Jeong Dojin, needing backup, had called her,

Ian could have ended the call right then and there.

She wouldn’t have been out of line to ask for something in return for her name. 

Or, at the very least, there was a high chance she wouldn’t have picked up at all.

So why had he contacted her instead of Sowon?

Knowing full well that he could fail, why?

As she shivered with realization, Ian came to the answer.

“…It was to make me believe that he had no sponsor comparable to Illyun.”

That was the only explanation.

What other reason could there be!

‘If I fall into the trap of believing that Illyun is Dojin’s top sponsor, I’ll end up revealing my relationship with him indirectly.’

At the very least, I’ll lose my caution in expressing my thoughts.

The conversation from earlier was a prime example.

Ian had clearly shown her affection for Jeong Dojin.

In front of Jung Sowon, who was likely sponsoring him, and with confidence.

Had she been a bit more cautious, she wouldn’t have made that mistake.

‘If I had known Sowon unnie was sponsoring Dojin, I wouldn’t have slipped like that.’

However, the result was that Jung Sowon and Ian grew further apart.

There was only one Jeong Dojin, but two of them.

The rivalry between Natu and Illyun!

It was a subtle trap that exploited their psychology.

‘It was all… all part of Dojin’s plan!’

No doubt about it.

All of this was a premeditated murder plot orchestrated by Jeong Dojin.

‘To think he would use Soweon unnie to tie me down…!’

This was his response to Ian’s declaration of war.

There was no need to engage in a direct fight with him.

It was as if he was saying, “I can easily neutralize your attacks.”

Squeeze…!

Goosebumps ran up Ian’s arms as she clenched her fists tightly.

She had known all along that Jeong Dojin’s specialty was manipulating crowd psychology.

But she had never imagined he could wield his psychological control with such agility.

‘Maybe even the incident where our foreheads bumped into each other today was part of Dojin’s plan.’

The misunderstandings kept piling up, fuelling even more misconceptions.

If Jeong Dojin knew, he would be utterly shocked at how far Ian had taken this misunderstanding.

Yet the evidence and reasoning were too solid, leaving no room for Ian to doubt her conclusions.

‘I’ve lost. It’s my complete defeat.’

Ian felt a strange sense of respect, surpassing her frustration.

This was the first time she had ever experienced such a refreshing feeling of defeat.

Now, there was only one way for Ian to become the next guild leader or restore her relationship with Jung Sowon.

‘From now on… I have no choice but to support Dojin.’

It didn’t matter whether it was through sponsorship or some other means. 

The method wasn’t important.

She had no choice but to mend the relationship through him.

‘It feels like I’ve been whipped and then thrown a carrot.’

She had been exposed and lured into his trap.

She had been utterly ensnared by Jeong Dojin.

‘Well, if even Sowon unnie was caught off guard, there’s no way I could have escaped.’

Now she understood why Jung Sowon had been uncomfortable around her.

The Natu Guild was already backing Jeong Dojin.

How must Ian have appeared to Jung Sowon in such a situation?

A woman brazenly inserting herself into someone else’s business.

A shameless junior, pretending to be competent while actually being a stray cat.

That’s probably the impression she had given.

“…Hmph, hic.”

Dojin oppa, you’re terrible.

Really, really terrible.

Ian rubbed away the tears that had started to leak out.

However, from another perspective, this trap must have been a desperate struggle for Jeong Dojin as well.

Jeong Dojin had established a solid alliance with himself as the cornerstone. 

So that he wouldn’t be crushed between two massive guilds.

‘It won’t do any good to tattle to Soweon unnie.’

Even though she had been used, it wasn’t as if she had been stabbed in the back.

Jung Sowon had also gained solid benefits from this situation.

The benefit of Ian’s weaknesses, to be precise.

Even if she found out the truth, there was no reason for her to take Ian’s side.

She would probably just give her a condescending look as if she was watching a naive child.

‘Still, if Dojin oppa and I work together, we can refute the weaknesses and minimize the damage.’

Moreover, if Yeto actively cooperated with Ian?

The next guild leader position would be hers for the taking.

‘If that happens, Sowon unnie will have lost Dojin oppa, the game-changer of the new era, to her rival.’

And on the flip side, if Jung Dojin sided with Jung Sowon?

Ian could fall from grace in an instant due to a scandal.

‘For that reason, neither Sowon unnie nor Dojin oppa would dare order me to betray the guild.’

If they did, Ian would refuse to follow the orders.

She had no intention of betraying the guild.

For the same reason, Ian couldn’t threaten the other two either.

Thus, this precarious alliance stood on such terms.

‘The three of us are holding each other’s weaknesses and advantages in our hands.’

The three-way alliance of Illyun, Natu, and Yeto.

All of them in a mutually destructive symbiosis.

…But.

‘If we can actually cooperate properly.’

This alliance could solidify into a strong system of cooperation.

A full-scale alliance between Illyun and Natu.

A strong alliance that could stand tall across the world.

It could even bring about the miracle that Ian had once dismissed as a fantasy, a miracle that her father couldn’t achieve because he didn’t trust Jung Sowon.

That miracle might become a reality.

“For now… I’ll have to watch the situation.”

Eyan sighed with a surprisingly clear mind.

Upon realizing it, she found herself sitting on the floor.

If this alliance ended up harming the guild, she would break it off then, even if it meant burning herself in the process.

This was not the despair of a tragic heroine.

It was a conclusion reached after stripping away all personal emotions.

Simply, if a miracle truly happened as things stood now…

For Ian, Jeong Dojin would become a hero.

A very vile and wicked hero, but a hero nonetheless.

Ding!

With a sigh, Ian sent a reply to Jung Sowon.

[To Sowon unnie.]

[I understand what you meant now.]

[For now, I’ll back up Dojin oppa as much as possible.]

[Let’s talk more about it when we meet in person.]

[If you have anything else to say, tell me then.]

The die was cast.

The white flag had been waved, and the alliance had been signed.

Would they end up tearing each other apart in ruin?

Or would they achieve a monumental success that would go down in history?

No one could predict the outcome just yet.

“…I’ll trust you this once and invest in you, Dojin oppa.”

Still, Ian whispered with a soft smile.

As she thought of the genius necromancer, who was probably busy right now crafting a plan that would benefit the entire alliance.

***

“…Seungah unnie. I’ve been declared war by Ian-nim.”

“Congratulations. First love usually fails anyway.”

On the same day, Jung Sowon returned to the Natu Guild, completely unaware of the birth of her formidable new rival.

***

“…What is this?”

Meanwhile, when Jeong Dojin returned home, he was left dumbfounded.

Several large boxes, marked with express delivery stickers, were piled up at his front door, blocking the entrance rather shyly.

‘Looks like some guild sent me a gift.’

The recipient was indeed Jeong Dojin.

Thinking it was just some sponsored items, he opened the package.

Without a sender’s name attached, he opened it with a light heart.

“…Ah, this.”

As soon as he opened the box, he regretted it.

It was something that would have been better opened during a broadcast.

Inside was a single note and a set of equipment elegantly packaged like luxury goods.

That was all that the delivery box contained.

“Damn it. I lost content for a stream… Wait, what? It’s from the Natu Guild?”

A gift from the Natu Guild?

And it was a Sand Dune Set for El Ayla?

Shocked, Jeong Dojin alternated between the letter and the equipment.

[Congratulations on passing your promotion exam, Yeto-nim.]

[From the guild master who supports you.]

Not just any guild member, but a personal gift from the guild master!

Realizing this, Jeong Dojin gasped in disbelief.


“Wow! Top-tier hunters are really on another level! Both the Natu Guild Master and Ian are incredible!”

What an amazing day! 

He felt like he hit the jackpot!

Yelling in excitement, the bright-eyed madman hopped around in joy.

“Today’s a steak party day! Woohoo!”



 
  
    Chapter 53: Unboxing – 1


Since I was promoted to E-rank.

The day before I was about to prepare for my next broadcast.

“…Is it time to pull out my trump card?”

I was sitting in the thinking chair, pondering whether I should reveal the ace up my sleeve. 

As I spun around in the chair, my foot hit a package.

The last sponsorship item from Summoner’s Valley.

It was the package I received as soon as I started streaming.

‘Judging by my level-up pace, now is the right time to open it.’

The real problem was that if I didn’t open it now, it might become useless. 

• You can’t use low-level equipment once you’re over level 15, right?

Moreover, a more pressing need had recently arisen.

It was the lack of DPS (damage per second) in our raid.

‘Considering the next gate, our firepower is a bit shaky.’

Lack of DPS!

To put it simply, our raid’s firepower was insufficient.

Of course, other Hunters would tell me to stop exaggerating. 

After all, my dealing ability was top-notch among E-ranks.

‘But the gate I’m heading to next is D-rank.’

The D-rank gate, ‘Slaughterhouse.’

A place that required even more DPS.

‘Bathory has offensive magic, but her skill tree is more suited for suppressing interviews.’

She had the power to pound one powerful enemy for a long time, and hard.

From that perspective, she fell a bit short.

Of course, that didn’t mean it was a flaw.

It’s common sense that each raid member has their own specialty.

Bathory can even duel if she activates her Blood Frenzy.

‘But when it comes to landing a massive burst of damage on a strong boss, only El Ayla can do it.’

Ah, of course, Gigantic Queen Spider isn’t bad either.

Being a boss herself, she can deal a decent amount of damage even without equipment.

‘The problem is her massive size makes it hard for everyone to gang up on her.’

Imagine beating someone up alongside a fully accelerated truck. 

That’s not a beatdown; it’s a multi-vehicle collision. 

A hit-and-run with two victims.

If Gigantic Queen Spider and El Ayla fought together?

El Ayla would inevitably take some splash damage.

She’d get hit by the spider truck and be sent straight back to the other world.

Is this some kind of slapstick comedy? 

A grudge from her past life?

‘I don’t need anything fancy. Just a piece of equipment to boost my damage, or at the very least, an item that increases my mana would be a godsend.’

For a magician and their summons, MP (mana points) equals damage output.

I sat down and grabbed a box cutter.

“…But opening this on my own feels kind of wasteful.”

And so, I put the cutter back down.

Human greed truly knows no end.

When it came time to actually open it, I felt a twinge of regret.

‘I really regret not doing unboxing content this whole time.’

But what choice did I have?

Up until now, the gifts I received were of uncertain quality.

Honestly, there was always a risk that I’d open them up only to find a bunch of junk items.

‘And showing off after checking beforehand… that would be lame.’

If we unboxed them together, I could spin it into content.

But if I opened them beforehand and then presented them on the stream, that would just be deceitful.

‘Doing unboxing content early in a stream is not ideal.’

It would come off as blatant self-promotion. 

This wasn’t an industry rule but just my judgment.

Being a show-off and attracting attention are two sides of the same coin, right?

‘In a situation where I barely have time to prove my skills, it wouldn’t be a good idea to start off by boasting. And if the gift turns out to be trash, I’d be humiliated.’

But now, it’s fine.

Why?

“Who am I? I’m a popular streamer supported even by the Natu Guild.”

I’m the one who even received the Sand Dune series for free.

I’ve seen enough of the generosity of A-rank guilds and above.

‘Whatever’s in there, there’s no way it will be embarrassing!’

Ding!

I grinned from ear to ear and posted a broadcast notice.

This was a chance to make my viewers super envious, wasn’t it?

Good deeds should be done publicly, after all.

The viewers gathered within an hour of the broadcast notice.

[Unboxing content, finally?]

[A lowly bastard like you getting sponsorships? What a messed-up world we live in.]

Since it wasn’t a gate raid, the numbers weren’t large.

But that was better. 

Too many would be overwhelming.

‘My channel is for gate raid broadcasts.’

As the number of viewers increases, so do their tastes.

More viewers would mean more people who were against unboxing content.

‘It’s like going to a tonkatsu restaurant just to eat udon, which would be a shame.’

So the stream wouldn’t be too long.

I approached it with the mindset of adding another source of income for the channel.


“Good evening! Thank you all for joining on such short notice. Now, let me introduce today’s stream topic.”

I spun the camera around to reveal El Ayla standing behind me.

“Ta-da! It’s the Sand Dune’s Set! Let’s give a round of applause!”

El Ayla, wearing a new Mando and holding a sword, smiled at the camera.

[Oh, wow, Noona~]

[Ayla Husband has donated 30,000 won.]

[Fire Ghost has donated 10,000 won.]

[Sitenstien has donated 10,000 won.]

“…Your reactions are a bit different from what I expected? You guys are looking at the equipment, right?”

[We are, so get your big head out of the way, Yeto.]

[Ayla Husband has donated 10,000 won.]

[Show us the back, too! It’s a cape! Come on, show us!]

[Fire Ghost has donated 10,000 won.]

[Ah, the sword is in the way, put it down lol.]

These guys are so superficial. I sighed.

‘Everything is going according to plan.’

Heheh! Dear fans, it’s time to cash in!

Since I ordered Bathory’s gear, I need to replenish the funds I spent.

With a reluctant expression, I gestured toward El Ayla.

“Turn around. Let’s show them the cape’s emblem.”

Whirl. 

El Ayla did as instructed.

The black cape filled the frame, and El Ayla slightly lifted the cape, as if to show off the lining. 

Was this some kind of primal instinct?

[Teeeeeeeeeeeng!!!!! MAAAMAAAAA!!!!]

[I… no longer… have any… regrets…]

[Wow, lmao this will never survive the original upload lol]

[If this gets demonetized, I’d totally understand lol]

[Everything was great until I realized Yeto was controlling her from behind. That killed the mood.]

[Aaaah! Stop with the red pills!]

[Damn, it’s creepy how this is turning into a real-life VTuber situation.]

What the heck? 

These people are under some weird impression.

I waved my hand in front of the camera.

“Oh no, that’s a misunderstanding. It’s on auto mode.”

[?]

[You mean like auto-mode during hunts?]

“It’s the same as when I hunt. Summons and monsters repeat the behaviours they had in life, right?”

The dictionary defines the word “pattern” like this:

Pattern.

Noun. 

A consistent form, style, or type.

The term “monster pattern” comes from this.

“So, auto-mode refers to when El Ayla acts based on memories left in her body.”

Therefore, in combat, she uses the skills she had in life.

When idle, her old habits surface.

Despite this, she has no emotions or ego, so calling her an NPC is rather fitting.

“Just as NPCs in games seem to act like real people but are ultimately performing predetermined actions based on a program, the same applies to summons.”

I pointed at El Ayla.

She stood quietly, waiting for the next command.

But she wasn’t completely robotic or motionless.

Smile.

When our eyes met, she smiled sheepishly, different from when she was dancing.

Sometimes she’d reach up and fix her bangs.

“Those small gestures may be unrelated to combat, but they are part of El Ayla’s patterns.”

[Smiling], [Fixing her hair], [Dancing].

El Ayla had such patterns as well.

If we included the minor ones, there must be at least a hundred.

‘Trying to observe all her patterns would be meaningless.’

It would take years of careful observation, like studying a living creature.

‘And even then, new patterns might emerge.’

Monsters have countless patterns.

While there aren’t that many combat patterns.

Even real fighters only have about ten or so well-practiced techniques they rely on in life-or-death situations, right?

And this fact is crucial for Hunters, too.

It could become the key to clearing a gate.

‘If you can trigger certain actions or conditions, the monsters will respond with specific patterns.’

This is what Hunters call pattern inducement.

Our raid’s next target is the Slaughterhouse.

Pattern inducement is the key and central technique to clearing that place.

[Whoa, so is that how True El would react?]

“Yeah, it’s the same as how El Ayla was in life.”

[Barothy Husband has donated 10,000 won.]

[What about our princess? Can she show some everyday patterns too?]

“Barothy? She might have her own unboxing content someday.”

There were no plans for unboxing her vampiric enhancement gear anytime soon.

If you do unboxing content too often, people accuse you of taking the easy way out.

[Barothy Husband has donated 10,000 won.]

[Why not right now? Why not right now? Why not right now? Why not right now? Why not right now? Why not right now? Why not right now? Why not right now?]

“Ah, jeez, calm down! You crazy bastard! I’ll do it next time, alright?”

[Barothy Husband has donated 4 won.]

[Who are you calling crazy, you censored piece of (redacted)?]

[Instant calm in 0.1 seconds.]

[When logic immediately returns thanks to a hilariously blunt statement lol]

[What did he even say to get censored lololol]

[Ayla Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[Kekeke! Begone, loser!]

[Barothy Husband has donated 44,444 won.] 

[(Redacted) (Redacted) (Redacted) (Redacted)]

[Ayla Husband has donated 1,000 won.] 

[Saw the level of the Barothy fanboy’s banter lol]

I rubbed my eyelids, pretending to be tired.

‘This might be a good chance to milk this rivalry.’

Of course, I was just acting.

‘El Ayla VS Bathory. If I build up a rivalry between them and encourage competition every time they get equipment upgrades or new skills… wouldn’t the donations come pouring in? Isn’t that the best?’

It would be fun for me, and fun for the viewers, right?

Hey, this isn’t manipulating donations; it’s just free competition.

If this is considered rigged, then even sports events are just ticket sales!

The thought of making easy money made me grin from ear to ear.

I aimed the camera at El Ayla and spoke.

“So, everyone, where do you think that sand dune set came from?”

[Didn’t you buy it?]

[No way, was it a donation?]

“Correcta! That’s right, it’s all donated!”

I turned the camera to show the box.

There wouldn’t be a better chance to switch angles than now.

El Ayla’s fans were 100% going to freak out.

“Moreover! These donations were sent by none other than the Natu Guild! Applause! Clap clap clap clap!”

But when they see the guild’s emblem on the box?

They’ll be too caught up to even care about the camera angle change.

[Wait, what? Natu?]

[The guild emblem is really from Natu???]

[??? It’s real?]

The moment my words echoed through the speakers.

The viewers caught sight of Natu’s guild emblem.

[Haha why is this actually real haha]

[Damn it, have we actually gone global now? haha]

The viewers’ chat exploded like never before.

Is this what it feels like to borrow the power of a tiger as a fox?

It’s insane. 

Maybe I should’ve just gotten scouted by Ilyun.

[My little streamer has grown too big…]

[My little streamer (500,000 subscribers in just a month)]

[But how much were those two sets donated for?]

[At least a few hundred, at the very least;;]

Seeing the excited viewers, I held back my words.

Bragging too much now might cause resentment.

As they say, “speech is silver, silence is golden,” right?

“But this isn’t the end, folks.”

However, I prefer silver to gold.

Not in color, of course—if it’s gifts, I prefer gold.

“There are some people who gave me massive donations even before the Natu Guild did.”

[Before Natu?]

[What did you get? You even used it during a Gate raid?]

Someone already had a clue about the massive damage during the siege, huh?

Well, that’s fine. 

Speedy and smart is the motto of my channel.

“Look here. This suit I’m wearing so casually, and this wand!”

The suit and wand of the canyon!

Top-notch rare items with exceptional performance.

I even brought the certificate so that the options would be visible.

And, the value of this gear was not just in its performance.

[Summoners’ Valley gave you their special-made goods???]

[Weren’t you wearing that suit from the second stream?]

[So they reached out to you as early as back then?]

Although there’s no official statement, handing over a guild’s uniform?

It’s as clear as day what this means.

It showed how highly they valued me!

This gear set was proof of that.

[Isn’t this basically a scouting offer? haha]

[Scouting? No way, there’s no reason to go haha]

[That’s true haha If I were to go, it would be to Natu haha]

[Natu vs. Summoners’ Valley? This is getting epic.]

[Illyun ahould step up to match their calibre.]

What’s that? 

I did get a scouting offer from the Ilyun Guild.

How the hell did they know? 

These people are scary.

Information in this age is frightening, people.

“Remember today’s stream theme? It’s an unboxing!”

I rubbed my hands, looking at the ghost camera.

“What’s unboxing? It means to unwrap something, right? But El Ayla’s equipment was already unwrapped, wasn’t it? So, today’s real unboxing content is something else.”

Thunk!

I picked up a small box and placed it on the table.

“Tada~! Here it is! This is the last box sent by Summoners’ Valley as a donation!”

[Bathory Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[Why did you open the gift from the Natu Guild ahead of time?]

“I was so moved that I couldn’t resist opening it right then and there. Even though it was my own doing, it felt like a kid spoiling their Christmas present.”

[Classic streamer behavior, with zero professional sense.]

[You blew a piece of content for free, dummy haha]

“But I’m thanking them properly on stream, right? Natu Guild, thank you so much! Hehehehe! Kekeke!”

[This guy laughs like a proper necromancer, huh.]

[Kekeke Kleklekle Kiikikik]

What’s wrong with my laugh? 

It’s not like I’m cackling like some villain.

“I guess it’s time to open this up, huh? The final donation from Summoners’ Valley! The gift I’ve been saving and saving! The grand reveal begins now!”

Dugudugudugudugudu…!

No, that sound isn’t coming from my mouth.

Humming a tune, I began tearing off the tape.

And at that moment, I realized something.

…Whenever I get this excited, the world always screws me over, doesn’t it?

As they say, bad premonitions never miss.

This world wasn’t about to let me be happy.

Rustle.

Amidst the bubble wrap, a red bottle appeared.

The final item sent by Summoners’ Valley.

The one and only, [The Carolina Reaper].

[?]

[?]

[?]

[The Carolina Reaper].

[In Korean pronunciation, it’s “Kaerolina Ripeo.”]

[Chili pepper?]

[Pepper?]

[It was one of the hottest peppers in the world.]

“A… pepper?”

Summoners’ Valley.

The top summoner-specialized guild in the U.S.

The guild that should know summoners better than anyone sent me… a simple pepper instead of a potion or accessory?

The screen showed the dumbfounded face of a man.

A man with his mouth wide open, as if a woodpecker had drilled a hole into his head and was wondering whether to make a nest there… in other words, my face.

[Bathory Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[LOL]

[Fire Ghost has donated 1,000 won.]

[That expression is priceless, LOL]

[Beanie has donated 5,000 won.]

[Flaming Pepper Man, haha]

[Ayla Husband has donated 3,000 won.]

[Ah yes… This is called ‘pepper,’ a plant used in kimchi.]

The world faded, and my mind went blank.

It was the kind of psychological shock that made my brain shut down.

Now, here’s something you all should know.

If I pass out, what happens to the summons?

Obviously, most of them get unsummoned immediately.

And since my broadcast cameras are actually summoned spirits, not real cameras…

You know what that means.

“Krerererek…!”

Because I passed out from shock, today’s stream ended with a bang.

Did you all not know?

It turns out, your brain can display a blue screen too.

You damn Bill Gates. 

Just how long is the service warranty on the microchips you put in your vaccines? 

I can see the green hills of Windows XP in front of me.


“System… shutting down…”

Thud!

And so, I collapsed backward from my chair.

That day’s stream ended at the hands of my managers.

It was the first broadcast accident in the history of the Yeto Channel.



 
  
    Chapter 54: Unboxing – 2


Top 10 Gate, ‘Moonlight Plague Outbreak Zone.’

In a forest where a pitch-black moon eternally loomed, she was taking a nap.

‘She’ was a golden lycanthrope of high lineage.

She had no name. 

She never needed one.

After all, a name is just a symbol.

Symbols are used for communication.

A desperate measure for the weak who can’t live alone.

That’s why names were invented—to be cries of identity.

Thus, she had no name.

Not even a cry to address her among her kin.

Though she was a purebred wolf ‘human,’ she was closer to being a wolf.

Unlike her kin or their ruling king, she drew her strength from the sun, not the moon.

She didn’t disguise herself as a human, unlike her kin.

Nor did she infect humans to turn them into kin.

Even the king kept his distance from her—a true monster.

So she settled alone in a cave.

She never felt lonely.

Male suitors who admired her would occasionally visit.

But that day was different.

“It’s dark. Dingy, and it smells, too.”

A slender voice, unlike her kin. 

A female. 

It was the first time a female had set foot in her den.

“Grrrrr!”

At the voice echoing from the entrance of her den, she rose. 

She didn’t act arrogantly and immediately took a combat stance.

She was only twenty paces away, yet she hadn’t sensed any presence.

A foe that neither her sense of smell nor hearing could detect.

In other words, an absolute powerhouse on par with her.

“Sorry, could you turn on the light? It’s a bit dark.”

Flash!

An intrusive light invaded her den.

Behind the female were humans who created the light.

Even with the pouring light, she didn’t squint.

Would her eyes be dazzled by some human-made light?

She, who basked in sunlight and drew power from it?

But that didn’t mean she wasn’t displeased.

They had trespassed into her territory and bathed her in vulgar light.

That was reason enough to kill.

“Kkung-!!!”

She ran on all fours and swung her arm.

Her claws could cleave through iron-clad humans and crumble cliffs.

Even the king would reconsider his stance if she bared her claws.

Chaaang!!

However, her proud claws were blocked by the slender sword raised by the human female.

The female was more than three times shorter than her.

It was clear that her build and weight were less than a twentieth of hers.

Screech, screech!

Yet her claws were halted.

Blocked by a single blade, they couldn’t advance an inch.

・・・Flash!

At that moment, the sun rose behind the female.

She felt joy. 

She thought she was lucky.

That her power would now more than double.

“Gru…?!”

But she couldn’t overwhelm her opponent.

She couldn’t push away the sword; instead, she was pushed back.

Perhaps because of this, she realized.

The light pouring into the cave wasn’t sunlight.

“Even an S-class monster is only like this at dawn. No need to come back after a break.”

The light was a force surging behind the female.

The light enveloped the black-furred female.

The Seven-Branched Sword, Nine Gates Mandala.

An epic-class skill symbolizing Jung Sowon.

“…Wow, that’s a pretty gold color. It’s a bit distracting.”

Jung Sowon, who had blocked the attack with her sword, shuddered.

Then she mumbled quietly as if talking to herself.

“Ha, what am I going to do from now on?”

Even though she couldn’t understand the words, the golden lycanthrope instinctively knew.

This female didn’t even see her as an enemy.

And that hinted at something far more terrifying.

“I’ll handle it alone. Everyone else, stand back.”

Today, she would die here.

Thud!

The golden lycanthrope’s head fell to the ground.

Jung Sowon, having finished her hunt, silently shook off her sword.

“Sigh….”


Then she sighed again, as if the previous battle was of no concern.

The 1st team members of the Natu Guild, who had observed their guild leader’s solo kill of an S-class monster, gulped involuntarily.

“Guild Master… she’s even more amazing than usual.”

“She’s reliable, but kind of scary, isn’t she?”

Such words circulated even among the A-rank Hunters!

It made sense. 

An S-class lycanthrope was the strongest kind of monster they couldn’t hope to defeat, even with the entire 1st team combined.

Despite the support members’ buffs, to take it down alone?

The petite guild leader seemed more like a monster herself.

Jung Sowon’s prowess was enough to send shivers down their spines.

At that moment, Jung Sowon approached her party and extended her arm.

“Sorry, I got a bit hurt. Can you heal me?”

“Y-yes! Emergency team, managers!”

“!”

The startled Shin Seungah shouted orders to the managers.

The managers rushed over to tend to Jung Sowon’s wounds.

Flash—

Healing magic mended her scratched forearm.

The managers worked swiftly, fixing Jung Sowon’s hair, wiping away her sweat, and tidying her disheveled clothes.

“Thanks, everyone. You’ve worked hard.”

“Worked hard? This is our honor!”

They laughed brightly, even at her light compliment.

However, even these workers, who acted like handmaids, were all Hunters.

This was a top-tier, S-class, top 10 gate.

The presence of the weak would only burden the raid team.

“Guild Master! Here’s a drink!”

“Thanks.”

Even the one bringing the sports drink was a B-rank Hunter.

So, would these B-rank Hunters, who could hold their own anywhere, feel embarrassed or humiliated being treated like coordinators or managers?

‘The Guild Master is so pretty. Her eyelashes are super long…’

‘Park Mikyung, if you leave a scar, I’ll kill you myself!’

‘That bitch is cursing at me with her eyes. Does she think I’ll scar Sowon unnie’s skin? Should I really beat her up?’

Not at all.

It was a privilege to serve a Hunter who was no different from an S-class.

They even took pride in their work.

Why wouldn’t they, making money while enjoying the view?

The hefty paycheck that came with it was just a bonus.

At that moment, the tank team leader ran to Jung Sowon.

“Guild Master, which team should we assign for the boss monster reconnaissance while you rest?”

“Wait. Let me think.”

Jung Sowon closed her eyes halfway and fell into thought.

The wound was shallow. 

She could even proceed with the boss battle as is.

But this was a top 10 gate.

Being cautious wouldn’t be a bad idea.

Calmly lost in her cold contemplation.

That was Jung Sowon’s true nature.

Because of that, Shin Seungah found herself in deeper agony.

‘…What to do? What to do? What to do?”

A report from the rear team.

Should she tell Jung Sowon about it or not?

She had a feeling that if Sowon, who seemed to have finally regained some sanity, heard this news, she might turn back into a fool again.

“…Seungah? What’s wrong?”

“Y-yes?”

However, Jung Sowon, with her keen perception, noticed Shin Seungah’s strange behaviour.

“Are you bored resting? Or do you have something to say?”

It wasn’t a rebuke. 

Just a pure curiosity.

Hesitating, Shin Seungah decided to confess.

“Y-yes, there’s news from the Hunter Yeto.”

“…Is that so?”

A very brief moment, too short to notice.

However, the joy in her voice was undeniable.

Jung Sowon’s bright-eyed expression made Shin Seungah feel uncomfortable.

“What kind of news has you pacing around like that?”

Having finished her treatment, Jung Sowon sat down in a chair.

It was a portable chair set up by her managers.

“If it’s news worth reporting during an S-rank gate raid, it must be serious. Is it something I need to know?”

“Well, um…”

Should she report exactly as she had been told, or not?

But it was the guild master who asked first, right?

So, whatever happens, it’s not my fault, right?

Shin Seungah, rolling her eyes, finally spoke.

“Um, well, during the broadcast, Hunter Yeto collapsed.”

“………What?”

Thud….

The drink bottle slipped from Jung Sowon’s hand.

“Collapsed? What do you mean… Why would Yeto…? How did that happen?!”

“Well, it seems the Unity manager and his personal manager took down the broadcast and called 911 just in case, but beyond that, even the rear team doesn’t know—”

“What do you mean, they don’t know? What kind of report is that?!”

Her desperate voice echoed through the forest.

The raid members turned around with wide eyes.

But Jung Sowon paid them no attention, grabbing Shin Seungah as if she was about to dive in.

“Collapsed during a broadcast?! Did he actually enter the gate himself?! Is he injured? Did the rescue team go?!”

“N-no! Not a raid broadcast! He collapsed during an unboxing broadcast!”

“…………Unboxing?”

This time, Jung Sowon’s eyes became as small as beans.

“So, um… Oh, seriously!! Just come here already!!”

Shin Seungah, who had been running her hands through her styled hair, grabbed Jung Sowon’s arm and pulled her away mid-sentence. 

The guild members were staring in shock, wondering what on earth was going on.

“W-wait, Seungah! At least explain what’s going on…!”

“I will, just hurry up! Or do you want to get scolded?!”

“Alright, alright… I’m coming. I’m coming.”

Jung Sowon’s feet, which even a Golden Lycanthrope couldn’t stop, dragged powerlessly.

The two moved to a quiet clearing, and a moment later—

“…Chili pepper?”

“Yes, chili pepper. It’s called the Carolina Reaper. Have you heard of it?”

She had heard of it. 

Jung Sowon’s mouth opened and closed like a fish.

“They say he didn’t get hurt, but since the broadcast runs with ghost summons, the stream seems to cut off if he faints. And it happened yesterday, apparently.”

“So, he’s not injured, right?”

“They say he fell, so at most, he might have a bruise.”

The word “concussion” briefly flashed through her mind and then vanished.

That’s an overreaction, after all. 

I’m not his mom or anything.

Jung Sowon nodded.

“…Is that so? Well, that’s a relief.”

The words “That’s a relief” got caught in her throat.

Why is it a relief?

Yeto is a Hunter too. 

It’s possible for him to get hurt.

Thinking about it, it wasn’t something to get this worked up over.

At least, it wasn’t a mishap that warranted losing her composure.

…No, it makes sense to be surprised. 

After all, she decided to sponsor Yeto. 

It’s perfectly normal to hope your investment is healthy.

The sensible explanation tumbled around on her tongue.

It sounded like a lie, even to herself.

“…Let’s head back. We shouldn’t stray too far from headquarters.”

“Who do you think is responsible for this?”

Jung Sowon squinted her eyes.

“That would be you, Seungah. If you had just explained properly from the start, this wouldn’t have happened.”

“…Ehehe. I have no excuse. Please let it slide.”

“…You didn’t do it on purpose, did you?”

“No way! I know how to pick my time and place!”

“So, depending on the time and place, you mean you’ll tease me?”

Jung Sowon frowned and crossed her arms.

Her pouting expression wasn’t particularly intimidating.

“Alright, let’s go back. I’m the only one who fought after the break anyway, so I’ll head straight to the boss battle.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Shin Seungah walked ahead, while Jung Sowon followed behind her, keeping a cautious eye on the rear as if protecting a subordinate.

Yet, even as they moved, her mind remained unsettled.

…Today was the day for Yeto’s streaming, wasn’t it?

According to Yeto’s channel, it was.

She had checked the announcements frequently, so she was sure.

Naturally, she couldn’t watch the broadcast inside the gate.

It was a factor that deepened Sowon’s gloom.

Just as Sowon wore a gloomy expression—

“Auuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu—!!!”

A wolf’s howl pierced through her sunken thoughts.

Jung Sowon and Shin Seungah widened their eyes.

“…Lycanthrope King? How did it notice us already?”

“Well, maybe… it’s because you shouted, Guild Master.”

“…Ugh, sorry.”

“No worries. We were going to catch it soon anyway, right?”

She wasn’t wrong.

One mistake is something you can make up for yourself.

Shin Seungah flew up with magic, while Jung Sowon matched her speed, running toward the raid headquarters.

Swoosh—!

By the time they returned, the raid party had already formed up.

“Guild Master, you’re here! Are you ready for battle?!”

“No problem. Are you all ready?”

“Anytime, ma’am!”

“Hehe. We only watched the Guild Master take down the Golden Lycanthrope, so our stamina is still full.”

Shin Seungah chuckled as she cast her attack magic.

Because she had single-handedly taken down the Golden Lycanthrope, the raid party of the Natu Guild was in good enough condition to immediately start the boss battle.

“Alright. I’ll handle the King.”

Jung Sowon drew her sword and looked toward a corner of the forest.

The howling from afar mixed with the wind and dirt.

The dust clouds were caused by the Lord and his army.

“Separate the Lycanthrope King from its army.”

“Yes! All teams, take your positions! Camera team, get good shots!”

Jung Sowon was the main damage dealer. 

The commander was Shin Seungah.

The commander had to read the battlefield from the rear.

Fwoosh!

A powerful aura radiated from behind Jung Sowon.

It was Jung Sowon’s epic skill, the Seven-Branched Sword: Nine Gates Mandala.

It’s the ultimate buff that converts a Hunter’s attack into one of seven physical attributes or nine magical attributes.

“Attribute change. Strike, Flame, Holy.”

The three attributes were the Lycanthrope’s weaknesses.

The shimmering light imbued itself into Jung Sowon’s sword.

As if to shake off the tension, the team leaders giggled softly.

“The boss battle has begun. We might finish early today.”

“Right? I wonder if we’ll get home by 7 p.m.”

At those words, Jung Sowon unconsciously tightened her grip on her sword.

…7 p.m.

Yeto’s broadcasts usually started around 7 p.m. too.

If they cleared the raid quickly, she might not be late.

Fwooooosh!

The light of the Mandala intensified sharply.

With such a noticeable change, Jung Sowon pursed her lips.

This aura didn’t serve to make Jung Sowon herself shine.

Instead, the light of the Mandala cast shadows.

It painted deep contrasts on her otherwise dull, dark form.

A stark difference from someone who shone like a lone sun.

“Awooooooo—!!”

The enemy was close. 

Time to set aside her worries.

The Lycanthrope King raised its elongated claws.

“…Ah, right. The king’s fur is black.”

A werewolf with thick black fur.

Not exactly a romantic waltz partner, but at least it’s not golden fur, so I feel less guilty about it.

Raising her sword high, she tightened her grip.

Pouring all her worries and distractions into the blade.

Jung Sowon charged toward the Lycanthrope King.

***

South Korea’s S-rank guild, Natu.

One of the world’s top ten gates, ‘Moonlight Plague Outbreak Zone.’

Successfully conquered.

The night I got hit hard by Summoner’s Valley.

The first thing I did after waking up from unconsciousness was laugh.

“Heh, heheh, heheheh…”

A sinister laugh befitting a necromancer came out naturally.

Yeah. 

Damn, in hindsight, it was bound to happen.

‘I’ve already received the guild’s emblem suit and a wand. It was ridiculous to expect anything good in the remaining box after all that.’

An excessive favour for a complete stranger like me!

Expecting more than that was just my greed.

‘Let it go. Forgetting stress is the secret to a long life.’

I took a deep breath and refocused my mind.

Alright. 

Now my heart is like a calm, clear mirror.

No trial can shake my faith.

[The Carolina Reaper].

“Oh, for f—”

The moment I turned around, it caught my eye. 

Damn thing.

‘…How am I supposed to deal with this cursed burden?’

A chicken rib? 

No, it’s not even that. 

It’s just a nuisance.

At least chicken ribs are edible for humans.

But what’s up with this pepper? 

Even Kirby from a faraway star would give it a double middle finger and fly away. 

If you force-feed it, it’ll spit hellfire from its mouth.

This must be that magma fruit or whatever.

‘And I happened to unbox this burden, of all things?’

On a live broadcast, no less.

I clutched my head and groaned.

‘Since I opened it on air, I can’t just pretend nothing happened.’

I don’t even need to search my name on the internet.

People will be chatting away, expecting me to eat it.

If I don’t eat it? 

I’ll be a jerk ignoring their goodwill.

I could end up as a resurrected California Cherry Picker.

If I eat a whole box? 

I’ll be a corpse.

Why does everyone keep trying to turn me into a lich?

If I do become a lich, the Jeong family’s Carolina Reaper will be like a banana without seeds.

An extinction critical hit from a cellular apocalypse.

Should I build a seed vault in the Arctic?

Weird thoughts kept popping up. 

Was I that shocked?

“Good grief! For an A-rank guild to pull such shady tricks, those shameless American bastards! They should learn a thing or two from K-guilds!”

Guild like Illyan and Natu are angels! 

Their hearts are as kind as their faces!

Honestly, can’t I sue them for racism?

Foreigners are never good. 

Trust only in Koreans.

As I rolled on the floor like a college student on a working holiday who got betrayed by a fellow countryman abroad.

‘…Huh?’

Suddenly, an idea flashed through my mind.

The nuclear peppers sent by Summoner’s Valley.

There was a way to use this capsaicin uranium.

‘Well, let’s search! Start by searching!’

I quickly turned on my smartphone and began surfing the internet.

O wise people of Earth, lend me your strength!

‘If my memory serves me right…!’

Tap-tap-tap~! 

I frantically typed on my smartphone.

I searched for detailed information on the association’s website.

The boss monster’s abilities and patterns, to be precise.

…This is it.’

And the result I wanted came out in just five minutes.

Such a ghostly timing and luck?

It’s clear that God must be my fan.

I wiped my nose and grinned.


Good ingredients taste best raw.

Like sashimi, like meat, and yes, like peppers too.

“That’s why living life raw is the best, right?”

Tough guy traits: eats everything raw.

Except for peppers.



 
  
    Chapter 55: Unboxing – 3


The scheduled broadcast date announced on the channel arrived quickly.

“Wow, they cleared it in just four days? As expected of the Natu guild.”

I marveled while reading an article that had popped up just ten minutes before the broadcast. 

It was news of the Natu Guild successfully conquering a top-ten gate.

The New Year had already passed, and it was now early January. 

Our Yeto Channel hadn’t prepared a single piece of New Year’s content, but the Natu Guild had kicked off the Year of the Black Cat 2023 with a top-ten gate conquest.

“I guess I can’t just sit around doing nothing.”

After all, we had received a lot from Natu. 

Crunching on potato chips, I let out a small chuckle.

“Thanks for the great gear, Guild Master Jung Sowon.”

I decided that today I would make an effort so as not to disappoint my generous sponsors, who were kind both in heart and appearance.

‘It would be nice if I could thank them in person someday.’

A sense of gratitude toward them suddenly came to mind—Hunter Jung Sowon and Miss Ian. 

After all, I had received some very expensive gifts from them.

‘But of course, there’s no way Hunter Jung Sowon would actually meet me.’

Naturally. 

Thanking them during the broadcast should be enough.

I nodded and started the broadcast. 

The screen changed, and the landscape of a gate appeared.

The broadcast began.

“Good evening, everyone. Nice to see you again after that broadcast mishap. Since I’m not really sorry, I’ll count this as an apology.”

[Journalists, smh.]

[A punch-worthy statement right from the start.]

[Even if you die, you never apologize.]

“But the timing of the broadcast ending was good, wasn’t it? It’s 7 PM now, so I hope you’ve all had your dinners.”

[I plan to eat while watching.]

[Watching you eat Carolina Reaper pepper while I eat.]

[I ordered chicken, should be here by the time your capsaicin challenge ends.]

Ordered chicken? 

I acknowledge you as a prophet.

I gave a thumbs-up to the camera.

“Good call. Today’s broadcast might run a bit longer than usual, so if delivery is quick, you might just be able to enjoy a drumstick or two.”

[Does that mean the conquest will take long? What’s up with you?]

[Well, speed isn’t everything.]

[This is true, haha. A 12-hour broadcast with 10 mid-roll ads is a proper corporate broadcast.]

Don’t worry. 

I’ll do that once I make it on public TV.

But no producer with an eye for talent has reached out yet. Damn.

“Last time, I took it easy with an unboxing. Today, it’s a D-rank gate conquest broadcast. And I’ll also eat the peppers sent by Summoner’s Valley, so hold on, you troublemakers.”

[Haha, I’ve recorded that; face the consequences.]

[Time for Yeto’s funeral!]

[If he die, won’t that mean saying goodbye to El Ayla and Bathory too?]

[Oh, crap, that’s right. Yeto, may you live forever.]

You lich-loving maniacs. 

Go eat some chicken bones.

“Now, shall we call in today’s stars? Summon Gigantic Queen Spider! Call Vampire Princess Bathory!”

[The Ancestor Spirits uses Intermediate Summoning!]

[You have summoned Vampire Princess Bathory.]

[You have summoned Gigantic Queen Spider.]

Thud! Flap, flap!

The queen spider and the vampire princess descended into the cave. 

A spider and a vampire. 

A princess and a queen. 

An unbalanced yet strangely fitting combination.

[Bathory squad?]

[Assemble!]

Donations started pouring in as soon as Bathory appeared.

Still, it wouldn’t be polite to ignore them entirely.

“Thank you for the donations. Bathory, give them a greeting too.”

Bathory glanced around as if searching for the camera.

Well, of course, she would; she cant see the ghosts.

Grinning, I pointed her in the right direction, and she gave a graceful bow, lifting her skirt. 

Was the smile a bonus? 

Her smile alone could sell for money.

[Knight Trainee donated 5,000 won.]

[Why is the princess looking around so cutely, haha.]

[Bathory Husband donated 10,000 won.]

[A broadcast where you can see a real princess in the 21st century.]

[Slipperin donated 3,000 won.]

[A class above mere ghost performers.]

[El Ayla Bunny Girl Please donated 5,000 won.]

[Ghost performer? Who the hell are you talking about, you piece of sh*t?]

Never mind, turns out I was selling her smile after all.

This sweet taste of donations, this is what it means to be a streamer.

To entice more donations, I continued summoning.

“Shouldn’t we call in some backup dancers too? Summon Carnival Zombie Platoon!”

[Ugh, please, visual terror, stop.]

[If you cover our precious child with the camera, you know what’s coming, right?]

[There’s a guy who looks like a villain from a crime movie.]


Thud, thud!

The carnival zombies moved with rhythmic precision.

There were no sponsors. 

Damn, these zombie newbies.

I sighed at the frivolousness of the mundane world and pointed the camera.

“Oops, sorry for the late introduction. Today’s stage is the D-rank gate, ‘Slaughterhouse.’ It’s quite famous, so I don’t think it needs much explanation, right?”

I quickly panned the camera around the dungeon inside the gate.

Just like the opening scene of a movie.

[Why is the gate’s atmosphere like this today?]

[Is this a horror special for the New Year? I can’t watch stuff like this… ]

[Ah, scary stuff is a bit too much for me.]

Oh dear, what am I supposed to do with these scaredy-cat viewers?

Still, I could understand their feelings to some extent.

The ‘Slaughterhouse’ gate was just that eerie of a place.

It had a spooky atmosphere, like an abandoned butcher shop.

Red moss, spread out everywhere like splattered bloodstains.

A place that could easily serve as the backdrop for a splatter horror movie!

Whoooosh…

A lukewarm wind swept through the cave.

The moss seemed to wriggle, as if watching the intruders.

[This is crazy. Today’s video is going to be insane again.]

[Looks ripened as hell.]

[Princess Bathory is about to faint.]

Not all the viewers were just scared, though.

Some were paying attention to the amount of red moss.

‘I always think about this, but my channel sure has a lot of professional viewers.’

That’s knowledge you wouldn’t find even on Namuwiki; you’d have to check the Hunter Association’s information site to know that.

‘Well, I did attract a lot of attention in the Hunter world.’

It would be a miracle if only a few Hunters were watching me.

Considering my karma, I’m lucky there aren’t more backseat gamers.

[What are those people above even talking about?]

[What’s ripened? Is this sexual harassment? ]

[Looking at the princess with those eyes? You bastard, execution!]

However, their comments made other viewers frown.

[To be fair, it’s a tone that’s easy to misunderstand if you don’t know the context.]

[Hey, you sex-crazed idiots, that’s not what it means!]

[If not, could it be… getting aroused by the Queen Spider…?]

[Aaaargh!! Spider lesbians are increasing!!]

[Aw, damn it!! That’s not it, you perverted bastards!!]

[User “Left Shoe Of El Ayla” has donated 10,000 won.]

[When it looks ripened, it means the gate has been around for a long time. Turn off your porn habits, you perverts.]

[Hehehe… so that’s what it meant.]

[The more moss around the entrance, the older the gate is.]

[Judging by the moss, it’s been sitting for at least 30 days?]

[Shit? Then isn’t the dungeon about to break?]

[Aren’t the people around the gate area screwed?]

“Come on, gates like that never make it to the market.”

The audience’s mood was heating up.

I had to speak up before it got overcooked.

“Hunters are only allowed to trade in gates that have at least a week left before a dungeon break.”

There was still plenty of time before the dungeon break.

Although, the time I had left was much shorter than that.

‘If I don’t clear it within a week before the time limit, the Association people will forcibly reclaim the gate and clear it themselves.’

The one-week grace period is meant for that.

It’s also the time the Association needs to handle the gate.

And this ‘Slaughterhouse’ was nearing that time limit.

“The seller said that only about three days are left until the limit for this ‘Slaughterhouse.'”

[User “Camel Dance” has donated 1,000 won.]

[Why was it left alone for so long? Is it another unpopular spot?]

“Could you please not talk about me like I’m a dung sommelier?”

I shrugged my shoulders and crossed my legs.

“The ‘Slaughterhouse’ is actually a very popular gate. The longer it sits, the more monsters spawn, so it’s cost-effective. You can hunt here as if you’re dealing with three or four gates at once.”

Even the mobs summoned by the boss monster give experience points.

One of the few advantages of the ‘Slaughterhouse.’

[What kind of monsters appear here?]

“Orcs. Weapon-wielding orcs.”

[The summoned mobs are orcs armed with spears.]

Naturally, the drops from them would be quite lucrative.

There’s a reason why this is a popular gate.

“Each one isn’t particularly strong, but since they’re armed, their damage output is high due to the equipment.”

[User “Knight Trainee” has donated 1,000 won.]

[Do they increase by about a dozen every three days?]

“Yes, it’s a textbook example of a proliferating gate.”

A dozen every three days.

Left unattended for a month, there would be over 100 now.

‘The ‘Slaughterhouse’ has an average size for a D-rank gate.’

The difficulty of a gate is determined by the mana density relative to its size.

So, the ‘Slaughterhouse’ right before the time limit is quite challenging.

Because the boss monster keeps summoning armed mobs.

However, this could also be interpreted differently.

I intentionally gave a wicked smile.

“The more time passes, the more mobs there are. In other words, the longer you leave it, the more experience points you can earn! Hehehehehe!”

Leave it for 30 days, and there will be a hundred orcs!

Holy moly! 

It’s another experience-burning event, isn’t it?

Other hunters also tend to leave the ‘Slaughterhouse’ alone for at least a week before clearing it. 

Some even enter every few days to level up slowly.

[No, you crazy Cthulhu-headed bastard. That’s only for raid groups with more than 10 people.]

[You mean there’s a Hunter going to clear a slaughterhouse solo with only a week left before the time limit?]

[Not to mention, the cost of this place must be sky-high. How did you even manage to get it?]

[You need connections too. Did the Natu Guild sponsor you?]

“No, the funding came from somewhere else.”

I chuckled as I looked at the phone on the desk.

‘Miss Ian, thank you for the hush money.’

And I’m supposed to get one more after this.

It’s like getting two of those expensive, popular gates for free.

‘Is that why she sounded so flustered when I called?’

It was almost like she was scared of me or something.

Of course, that’s probably just a figment of my guilty conscience.

Would an S-rank really be scared of me? 

Why would they be?

Maybe they’re just fed up with my shamelessness.

‘Sure, it was a bit pricey for hush money, wasn’t it?’

But it’s cheap compared to a drop in stock prices.

Besides, suffering when you’re young is an investment.

‘Just bear with it and think of it as experience.’

Of course, I’ll have my summons do all the suffering.

This is all for their growth, you know. 

Other people pay to learn this stuff. 

They should be grateful. Ugh, tsk tsk.

As I was clicking my tongue, a donation notification popped up.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Did other Hunters clear a few rounds before you bought it?]

It seemed like a question about how many mobs were left.

If someone else had hunted there, the numbers would be lower.

Obviously, Ian wouldn’t gift me something secondhand.

I shrugged.

“No, you know what? It had been over three weeks since it was discovered. So, I heard the price for this slaughterhouse was 30% off.”

[Crazy… absolutely crazy…]

[So there are really over 100 inside?]

[Is this an orc challenge after the kobold one?]

[Why are you doing this?]

“Because it’s fun… No, because it’s necessary. I just hit E-rank, so I need to reach D-rank quickly.”

“It’s fun watching the monsters get obliterated by my summons. Though not everyone enjoys that, this is a strategy channel, right?”

[There’s no way you can handle that many with your numbers difference!]

[You didn’t forget that you’re E-rank, right?]

“Of course, it’s possible, and no, I didn’t forget.”

But you seem to have forgotten something important.

“No matter what, even if the raid group wipes, I won’t die. Hehehe.”

“Impossible is just short for ‘possibly with fire,’ kiddos.”

The raid members died? 

Well, then I’ll just restart.

[Oh, right, this was the kind of guy you were.]

[Right, I keep forgetting this bastard is a conscience zombie.]

And then, more nonsensical comments came flooding in, which I cheerfully ignored.

Can’t you guys come up with some new material? 

This is getting old. 

Your vocabulary is way too limited, dear viewers.

“Hehehe. I’m still riding high from the level-up rush I got at the Pengu’s Altair.”

I made a coin shape with my index finger.

“Today, I’m aiming for level 20.”

I’m currently at level 14, so I only need to gain 6 more levels.

At my level, I usually gain about 1 level every four days.

“So I just need to level up 24 times faster than everyone else, right? Piece of cake!”

“So, by now, you should all have an idea of how I’m going to hunt, right?”

I whispered with a happy expression.

“From now on, kill each other.”

“Waaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!!!”

[Carnival Zombie Platoon activates ‘Mad Howling!’]

The zombies’ deafening roars filled the air.

It was a mob-gathering skill that drew the aggro of all nearby monsters.

Right after that, a thunderous noise echoed throughout the cave.

Thud thud thud thud…!


The sound of countless orcs charging.

Wow, it’s like an earthquake.

“Today’s main event: slaughtering 100 orcs.”

I smiled as I changed the stream title.

“We start now.”
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Thud-thud-thud-thud-thud…!

The sound of marching echoed through the Mossy Cavern.

I pretended to listen closely to the speaker.

“Ka, do you hear this sound? They’re really swarming in, aren’t they?”

[That crazy bastard… A D-rank doing a Monster Wave.]

[A fight for survival against over a hundred monsters!]

It was a strategy Hunters despised—a monster-gathering tactic called a Monster Wave

[Ahaha, the madness of actually going through with this. Haha.]

[Today’s going to be another day of intense battles, haha.]

On the other hand, the viewers loved this kind of content.

A swarm of monsters. 

Relentless combat with no room to breathe! 

Isn’t the sight of armies clashing in movies a spectacle?

The difference between the needs of the supplier and the consumer, based on cost-effectiveness—this is a typical example of that.

[I never thought I’d see a Monster Wave live in my life, haha.]

[The channel owner might be crazy, but he sure knows what makes for some epic fun, haha.]

Especially since Monster Waves are usually not broadcast live.

There are too many variables, so the chances of it going horribly wrong are high.

The excitement in the chat conveyed their anticipation.

[Now I finally have something to counter when Dad brags about the 2002 World Cup and the 2003 Korea-Japan Monster Wave!]

[My teacher’s father is watching it at work too, apparently.]

[You didn’t see the 2003 Korea-Japan Wave? Why is a kid watching strategy streams? Go to your cram school already.]

[I’m on university break! Born in ’04, so I’m 20 this year.]

[??? Someone born in 2004 is 20 years old?]

[This isn’t reality!!!!!]

Even the chat filled with their banter was about to get washed away.

There were probably more people typing in the chat than there were orcs swarming in.

“Everyone excited? I am too. It’s going to be a real mess from here on out.”

Already, the orcs were slowly appearing on the screen, haha.

Inside the cave tinged with red moss, the orcs, holding torches, were coming forward, their spears gleaming.

Their eyes, teeth, and the shine of their metal glinted in the darkness. 

Even through the spectral vision, it was enough to make one shiver.

“Guests have arrived! Everyone, get ready! Mount the Queen!”

TETE

Whoosh, thunk!

Bathory mounted the back of the Giagantic Queen Spider.

She gently patted the spider’s back.

“Warg? Warg!”

Bathory wasn’t alone. 

The zombies had already mounted up.

If all ten were to get on, it would be too heavy, so just three for now.

‘The remaining seven? Well, they’ll have to die. There’s no room, is there?’

It’s unfortunate, but they’ll have to understand.

I’m running low on mana, so I probably can’t do a corpse explosion either.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[But why are you on the Queen Spider?]

Hmm, good point. 

Now the queen is going to be the main target.

“Why else? To make her the main target, of course.”

I chuckled as I set up mana potions and plum tea.

“Surviving against a Monster Wave? I’m not interested in such obvious, petty tactics.”

[Skill ‘Spectral Rush’ activated!]

Boom-boom-boom-!

The orcs at the forefront fell to the spectral bombs.

Whoosh, thunk!

The ghosts picked up the weapons dropped by the orcs and flew away.

The zombies, struggling to receive the flying spears, built long lances atop the Queen Spider.

Like soldiers of Greece and Rome riding on chariots.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Insane.]

Seeing this, the viewers realized.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Are you planning to charge into the Monster Wave?]

They understood what kind of performance I had prepared.

“KIEEEEEEEEK!!”

And so, the Queen Spider charged forward like a maniac.

To dispatch the oncoming orcs as quickly as possible.

I filled a wine glass with mana potion, and with the glass sloshing, I spoke elegantly.

“A real man never hits the brakes, even when a car is coming from the opposite direction.”

[Hey, you pig-headed fool, are you that good at charging?]

Then let’s see who crashes harder.

Do you know what’s most important in a battle?

The answer is securing a safe zone and having high mobility. 

Chariots embody these crucial elements.

The height difference makes it hard for infantry’s spears to even reach! 

Absolute mobility through horses and wheels!

Chariots combine the three essential aspects: firepower, armor, and speed.

An icon that men find irresistibly cool.

Chariots have always been the masters of ground warfare.


Times changed, and chariots evolved into tanks, but the concept and tactics remain the same.

“Attack from a place where they can’t reach you, and then flee.”

I laughed, discussing the fundamental purpose of all weapons.

“That’s the concept of this spider chariot.”

“KIEEEEEK!”

The Queen Spider, carrying three zombies and Bathory, charged forward.

The savage tyrant rampaged as usual, like a runaway train.

Thud, thud, thud, thud, thud, thud!

Using its weight, it stomped on the enemies with its eight legs.

An orc caught in its jaws was chewed once and spat out.

“Ch-chwik?!”

The orcs couldn’t react to that speed.

No, even if they reacted, it was meaningless.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[The cave is too narrow, so the orcs can’t dodge.]

The cave corridor was filled with the spider chariot and the zombies’ lances.

There was no space to escape from the tyrant there.

“Chwak! Chwaak!”

“Chwik… Kwak!”

Even the retreat was blocked by other orcs!

The front line, kicked by the spider’s leg, toppled over.

Thud!

Unable to withstand their own weight, they fell like dominoes.

The spears they thrust while falling couldn’t pierce the carapace.

In fact, it was a remarkable sight.

‘These orcs are actually stronger than the Queen Spider.’

Even a powerful spider-type boss monster would only be E-rank.

And its stats were cut in half because it was undead.

A group of just ten orcs would be enough to take it down.

Yet it was overwhelming D-rank dungeon orcs this way?

Even without exaggeration, it was a miraculous feat.

‘If our party only had the Queen Spider, that is.’

I laughed heartily, pointing a finger at the monitor.

“Let’s go all out! Everyone, charge forward!”

“Waaaaaaah!”

In my view, the zombies thrust their spears.

Their two legs were bound tightly with spider silk.

“Gyaak!”

“Gyak!”

Thud! Thud! Thud!

The orcs were skewered by the zombies’ spears.

Our zombies’ sluggish speed? 

Right now, it doesn’t matter. It’s the Queen Spider that does the running.

“All the zombies need to do is keep stabbing with their spears.”

The speed issue? 

That’s something the spider tank can handle. 

The zombies’ feet are fixed in place with webs, so they don’t fall off.

Spear skill proficiency? 

Why would you need that?

“A spear is a weapon that even soldiers who’ve never trained a day in their lives can use to easily take down enemies, right?”

True spear mastery is something only professional fighters worry about. 

Regular soldiers just need to thrust forward.

“Guaaargh!”

Then, the enemy soldiers stumble around and get stabbed by the spears.

Those who tried to rush in couldn’t even get close because the spears blocked their path.

Isn’t this control capability the true value of the spear as a weapon?

[‘Knight Trainee’ donated 1,000 won.]

[Zombie phalanx, what even.]

[‘Hundred Ghost Dojang’ donated 1,000 won.]

[Control skills are the worst, whether it’s a card game or real combat.]

Spearmen protecting the Queen Spider, who is both queen and tank. 

That’s all the role of the three zombies was — like spikes mounted on the back of a turtle ship.

‘But you know what? These guys are just side characters.’

The real main damage dealer is someone else.

I looked up at the cave ceiling and thanked my luck.

‘Good thing it’s a cave. No sunlight streaming in.’

A cave covered in bright red moss, illuminated by torches.

The perfect atmosphere.

A fitting stage for the entrance of a vampire.

Whoosh!

The main camera focused on the protagonist.

Silver hair filled the screen as it fluttered.

[The main dealer is here!]

[Whoa, even the princess’s back is sexy!]

Flap!

Barothy spread her wings and soared to the ceiling.

The spider tank completely broke the enemy formation.

The orcs were surrounded by the tank, corpses, and walls.

‘And there’s no better target than an army that’s come to a halt.’

The stage was set for the diva.

I shined the spotlight on the star.

[Bathory activates the skill “Blaze Frenzy”!]

“Let fresh flowers bloom.”

Boom!

She disregarded any notion of mana management and cast spells in rapid succession. 

Flames poured down on the orcs who were stuck with no way out.

“Shreeeek?!”

“Shrieeek!!”

There was no space to dodge, and even throwing spears wouldn’t reach.

In an instant, the cave turned into a trench of death.

[Lol, the mobs can’t even survive one hit lol]

[Princess’s solo rampage lololol]

[Wait, is this an A-play story? Lololol]

It was bombardment after bombardment. 

Truly a solo stage.

Bathory simply burned her enemies, over and over.

‘A spell-casting mage is always flashy.’

At this rate, it seemed like Bathory could wipe out all the orcs with magic alone.

Of course, reality wasn’t that simple.

‘Even Bathory doesn’t have infinite MP.’

The blood- and curse-stained gems have an MP drain effect.

Still, Bathory’s MP was nearly depleted.

The Vampire Princess is fundamentally a mage-type summon.

What happens when her MP runs out?

[Bathory activates the skill “Flame Frenzy”!]

What happens? 

Nothing at all.

The intelligent gleam disappeared from Bathory’s eyes.

“Ohohoho, ahahahaha!”

“Shrieeek?!”

She folded her wings and dropped into the middle of the enemy ranks like a falling spear.

Even without magic, the result was the same in close combat.

The orcs were no match for Bathory.

[She’s saying they smell nice, even when dealing with pigs.]

[The princess is so straightforward!]

[You could tell just by looking at them; they really do look like they smell lol.]

Only a handful of viewers were joking around in the chat.

Bathory, slashing down her enemies with her long claws, commanded all the attention with her overwhelming presence.

‘Looks like I don’t even need to control this.’

I rested my chin on the table, chuckling.

What? 

Out of MP?

Then just take a break from being a mage for a bit.

When there are no skills, just use basic attack combos, right?

The Frenzy skill exists for this very purpose.


“You pig-headed fools. The slaughterhouse you dared to raid has become a butcher’s shop. I offer you my condolences.”

Didn’t I say? 

As long as Bathory is here, there are no problems with mob battles.

So reliable! 

Noblesse oblige!
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“Have we already taken down about 40 of them?”

I surveyed the battlefield through the perspectives of the ghost cameras. 

Fewer than ten orcs remained from the first wave. 

This incredible speed was almost entirely thanks to Bathory.

“Uhuhuhu, uhuhuhuhu!”

Slash~! 

Bathory attacked with elegant steps. 

The number of orcs she had taken down alone exceeded thirty. 

As an Epic-class summoned creature, originally a boss monster, she truly lived up to her name. 

However, in a chaotic melee like this, it was inevitable for Bathory to sustain some injuries.

“Chiiiiik! Chichik!”

“…!”

Just now, a soldier’s spear had grazed the princess.

Thud!

A broad-headed spear flew at Bathory. 

Unlike El Ayla, Bathory wasn’t very good at dodging. 

With damage accumulating little by little, her HP had decreased quite a bit.

[A donation of 1,000 won has been made by Bathory’s Husband.] 

[What are you doing, fool?! The princess is getting hit!]

“You worry too much. She’s fine with this much.”

I waved my hand dismissively, as if it were nothing. 

Those injuries were of no consequence to her.

[Bathory activates the skill ‘Noble Enchantment’!]

“Please forgive the neck bite. I am, after all, a body with an owner.”

“Chiiik? …Chyaaah?!”

Crunch!

When her HP reached 50%, Bathory bit into one orc and began to drain its blood. 

Her HP and MP quickly replenished.

[A donation of 10,000 won has been made by Bathory’s Husband.] 

[Ah, right. I forgot. Our princess is ridiculously strong.]

The subdued orc turned into a dried-up squid strip.

Though it took some time, the recovery speed was quite decent.

‘I can’t just activate the blood drain immediately when the MP runs out.’

As you know, it’s a recovery skill with a long cooldown.

During the blood drain, the burden on the other raid members increases.

So, it’s best to carefully manage and use HP recovery sparingly.

Moreover, using it in the middle of combat leaves many openings.

“Kiiiiieeeeee!”

Ting! 

Tung!

The Queen Spider covered the gaps during the blood drain.

A spear that had embedded itself in the queen spider’s carapace bounced off.

“Uhuhu. This meal has a strong stench.”

Lick.

Bathory, having finished her meal, licked her crimson lips.

Her HP was fully restored to 100%, and her MP had been significantly replenished.

[A donation of 1,000 won has been made by Knight Trainee] 

[One blood drain, and she’s back to full health. Where’s the balance?]

[A donation of 1,000 won has been made by “100 Ghosts Dojang.] 

[The cooldown must be long. It took a while too.]

[A donation of 10,000 won has been made by Aralia.]

[Being undead, she can’t use healing or potions.]

Vampires take damage from healing spells or potions. 

In fact, it’s the same for all undead.

“Yes, it is indeed a skill with certain disadvantages.”

As such, blood drain is not a perfect skill.

I frowned as I glanced at the clock on the monitor.

‘It takes at least several tens of seconds to recover 50% HP.’

Several tens of seconds.

During combat, that’s enough time to make your head spin.

“But then again, can’t she just drain blood slowly after the battle?”

Thump!

Bathory kicked away the orc she had drained dry.

She seemed quite satisfied, with a smile on her face.

[Princess, if you eat right after exercising, you’ll get indigestion. LOL.]

[Those orcs look so pitiful. LOL.]

Before I knew it, there were no more moving monsters.

With the end of the orc that had been drained of blood, the first wave came to a close.

Rumble, rumble, rumble…!!

Ah, of course, that only meant the end of the “first” wave.

The monster waves weren’t over yet.

[A donation of 1,000 won has been made by 100 Ghosts Dojang.] 

[The second wave is coming!]

“Chyaaaah! Chyak!!”

The summoned creatures threw themselves into the fray, piercing through the first wave, but their victory was not complete.

They had not yet achieved even half of the objective.

Listening to the orcs’ roars, I started counting on my fingers.

‘Considering the numbers, there are at least 50 more left.’

Fifty.


That was a daunting number for the remaining summoned creatures.

‘Even if they withstood the first wave, assuming they can get through the second wave without any problems would be arrogance.’

There are countless hunters who can run 100 meters in 10 seconds.

But can they run 200 meters in 20 seconds?

Ridiculous. 

Are they using some infinite stamina cheat or what?

Even game characters these days have a stamina bar.

[A donation of 1,000 won has been made by 100 Ghosts Dojo.] 

[This is quite a problem, isn’t it? All the skills’ cooldowns are up.]

A hunter with all their skills on cooldown becomes useless.

When no skills are available, combat power drops significantly.

Of course, it does. 

All you can do is basic attacks, and how effective is that?

This rule applies to summoned creatures as well.

[A donation of 10,000 won has been made by Aralia.] 

[All the raid members are injured, and Bathory’s blood drain is on cooldown.]

[A donation of 10,000 won has been made by Knight Trainee] 

[It turns out, the maximum number of monsters that can be defeated in one battle is about 50.]

Even the viewers supporting me were showing dismay.

It seemed a bit like an overreaction, but it was understandable.

The situation was one where the phrase “outnumbered” was fitting.

To be frank, it seemed like there was almost no chance of winning.

[A donation of 1,000 won has been made by 100 Ghosts Dojang.] 

[On the other hand, how one overcomes such an extreme situation can determine the ability of the hunter.]

[The boss is a summoner, so this is practically the turning point.]

“Damn, I can’t even eat my ramen because I’m too busy watching the screen.”

[Yeto, you need to focus hard!]

The viewers were making a fuss as if they were scared.

I twisted my head while rinsing my mouth with plum tea.

“Focus? Why should I?”

[?!]

[This guy has no sense of danger again, damn it.]

“Hey, no sense of danger? This is all strategy.”

I downed the damn mana potion in one shot and said.

“From here on out, it’s the real full-scale war.”

It was bold to say, but the situation was dangerous.

Hunters generally avoid dangerous battles.

‘Even the Echelon hated melees and skirmishes.’

Let alone a melee against countless monsters. 

Any sane hunter would avoid such a battle.

Ideally, the number of monsters should be close to the number of party members.

If it wasn’t a broadcast, they’d prefer having more party members.

Hunters like battles with a safety margin.

It was only natural when you consider risks like stock prices dropping.

Except for one person—me.

A tingle of pleasant tension ran down my spine.

It was a sensation I hadn’t known just a few months ago.

‘Well, that’s because I had the worst of the worst job.’

We Necromancers suffer from neurosis every day.

Raising and maintaining the undead is that difficult.

But not in today’s broadcast.

Because I awakened a second time as a Voodoo Shaman?

Wrong.

It’s the uniqueness of the “Slaughterhouse” gate.

And the wave of 100 Orc monsters.

These two factors combined are what make the miracle happen here.

“Let me show you the true value of a Necromancer.”

I crossed my arms while watching the screen.

This time, there’s no need to extract souls from corpses.

There are plenty of same-level monster corpses.

I have enough mana and ways to recover it.

And, of course, my level and skill are exceptional.

“Undead Rise.”

For the brief moment mana allows, a Necromancer can become the most powerful profession.

[Ancestor’s Spirit uses Intermediate Summoning!]

A lukewarm wind imbued with mana swept through the dungeon.

When my mana flooded every corner of the dungeon,

“Groooooaah…!”

“Gr-r-r-r… Hiss!”

The corpses that had lost their lives stood back on their feet.

A rolling torch emitted smoke on the moss.

They reached for their former partners.

A dull spear gleamed in their grasp.

Thud, thud, thud.

In perfect sync, they marched forward.

They raised their spears, pointing toward the direction the enemies were coming from.

They looked more disciplined than they were in life.

And for good reason.

They have no life, so they fear no death.

When commanded by their master, they gladly rush into the flames.

They know no death, no betrayal, and no retreat.

Brave and loyal undead soldiers.

An ideal army that every king throughout history dreamed of.

“Do you like zombie movies? I do.”

I chuckled while commanding the army of orc zombies.

“But if I had to choose, I prefer fantasy war movies over zombie ones.”

The incoming enemy force was 50 orc warriors.

My zombie army matched that number exactly—50.

Faced with this unbelievable sight, the chat went wild.

[Oh my god!! This is a crazy orc zombie pandemic!!]

[The red background makes it even creepier, haha.]


Was it my performance and calm demeanor that served as a catalyst?

The audience was ecstatic, eagerly anticipating the second round.

However, the reactions from the real pros were somewhat different.

[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]
[“No, what the hell.”]
[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]
[“What in the actual fu-“]
[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]
[“How is this possible at an appropriate level gate?”]
The more knowledgeable and experienced they were, the more they expressed their bewilderment in the chat.
[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]
[“Even if you summon undead, can your mana hold out?”]
[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]
[“What the hell is the host’s level right now?”]
“17. I leveled up three times in the first wave.”
I opened the status window to check my MP.
Look at the leveling speed. If this isn’t awesome, what is?
If I take down the remaining 50 and the boss, I’ll hit level 20.
[Vampire’s Husband has donated 1,000 won.]
[“An E-rank commanding a D-rank? Rank reversal world.”]
[Knight Trainee has donated 1,000 won.]
[“Real-life online… what a shit game.”]
Can’t you guys just donate all at once later?
I’m really busy right now and can’t reply to everyone.
“Oh, that’s right. I almost forgot to announce how long it would take to clear today.”
Ah, but I should say what needs to be said.
I smirked, feeling the massive mana drain.
“Let’s say… around 30 minutes, just to be safe?”
Monster wave? Don’t make me laugh.
I’ll show you what an undead wave is.
Round 2, the slaughter show begins.
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These days, it’s getting harder to find fantasy war movies.

“Well, that’s obvious. They don’t make any money.”

Imagine the cost of wages if you have just a thousand actors. 

Plus, you’d have to get them all into makeup.

I don’t know for sure, but it would be a struggle just to break even.

“That’s why there haven’t been any large-scale fantasy war movies since ‘The Lord of the Rings.'”

Oh, sure, there are quite a few period war films.

But those aren’t filled with romantic fantasy, are they?

The era of true fantasy war movies has ended. 

The fans could only sit back and suck their thumbs.

“So I’m here to satisfy that craving, even if just a little.”

This zombie horde was directed for that very purpose.

Most of my strategy stream fans are also action movie fans.

“Screeeech!!”

“Shreeek? Traitor… Screech!!”

The stage was set, moving from a cave tunnel to a vast cavern!

A hundred orcs clashed in perfect formation.

Clang! Clang-clang-clang! Clang!!

Spears, arranged in formation, suddenly thrust forward.

The orcs deflected the zombies’ organized attack.

“Screeech! Hyaa!!”

At the shout of one orc, a counterattack flew out.

The orcs defending with spears retreated, switching offense and defence. 

The second line swapped places and thrust their spears, like water flowing smoothly.

Thud! Thud-thud-thud!

Spears pierced the torsos of the orc zombies.

The staggering zombies lowered their heads.

“Hmm. In a group battle, they’re no match.”

Well, that was to be expected.

After all, the one controlling them was me, who knew nothing about spearmanship or tactics. 

In a clash of armies, I was doomed to lose, a hundred times out of a hundred.

But I didn’t feel disappointed.

Because zombies have an advantage that orcs do not.

“…What?”

The expressions of the orcs who had been pushing their spears changed. 

The orc zombies didn’t budge.

No matter how much force was applied, the zombies wouldn’t be pushed back. 

Even with their hearts skewered by spears, they showed no sign of falling.

The zombies, who had been drooping their heads, raised them. 

A chilling light burst from their eyes.

“Graaaargh!”

Grabbing the spears that had pierced their bodies, they delivered a single thrust.

This time, it was the orcs, who had let their guard down, that got skewered.

Thud-thud-thud!

Spears lodged into the heads of the front-row orcs.

“The drawback of the undead is that they rot.”

Undead made of rotting corpses are naturally weakened.

That’s why a necromancer needs a freezer.

But these zombies were freshly dead orcs! 

They had their limbs damaged, but their stats remained intact.

“Screeeech?! Hyaa!!”

“Graaargh!”

The zombies’ charge broke the enemy’s formation.

The battle, which started with a plausible battle line, quickly devolved into a chaotic melee.

Spears clashed, and fists flew randomly.

One orc impaled a zombie and died in the process, for other zombies had rushed to thrust their spears.

Naturally, zombies exposing themselves got hit by spears too.

“Grargh…”

But zombies with spears stuck in their necks didn’t die.

Their lifeless eyes stared at their former kin, as if resenting them for trying to kill them twice.

“Grrr, screeech~!!”

“Scree, screech?! Screech, screech!”

Zombies, disregarding their own lives, only tried to kill the enemy!

The spears lodged in their bodies snapped under their brutish movements.

At this point, the orcs had no chance of winning.

What was the point of killing the enemy? 

Their own side was dying just as much.

Even if they won the battle, there was no way for them to survive.

“That’s exactly what I wanted.”

The chips they had placed on the table were the lives of their allies.

That included their own lives.

But for me?

Those zombies were nothing more than disposable ice cubes.

I didn’t care if they melted away.

“A draw is as good as a win for me.”

Against an army that doesn’t lose morale despite deaths and injuries, the orcs, armed with nothing but spears, were powerless.

And the viewers were watching this epic battle unfold live.

Thanks to my meticulous filming.

“Hehehe. Surprisingly, chaotic melees are easier to shoot.”


One camera angle captures the whole scene.

Several cameras placed around capture different angles.

Just rotate between them and roughly zoom in, and that’s it.

“Screeeaagh?!”

If someone made a move or died, switch the camera.

To keep things clear, occasionally shoot from an aerial angle.

Rotate like this, and what happens?

[Hahaha, this is a total mess, hahaha!]

[Wow, I’ve never seen anything like this in a strategy stream, lolol]

The fans naturally exclaim in amazement.

The lack of chat means my plan worked. 

It means they’re more focused on the screen than on the keyboard.

“Even people who don’t know much about movies would find this entertaining.”

In reality, chaotic melees mean every scene is a long take.

Plus, there’s a raw tension that movies can’t capture.

A strategy stream?

Where can you find a profession that values their life as much as Hunters do?

No guild could show this kind of brawl.

A fantasy movie?

Even stunt actors and CGI have their limits.

Regardless of cinematography or direction, the reality is different.

At least when it comes to actually trampling on the enemy’s head, jumping into the enemy ranks, and rolling on the ground as corpses, there’s nothing like this in any strategy stream or movie.

“More daring than a strategy stream, more realistic than a movie.”

Only a summoned army can show such a brawl! 

I checked the chat, satisfied that I had achieved my desired direction.

[Monster byproducts are getting wrecked, lololol]

[As expected from the Mad Bomber Yeto, explosive fireworks, lolol]

[Money doesn’t matter. What’s important is the content.]

Nah, damn it, money is super important too.

I swallowed my tears and pinched my thigh.

“Still, I can’t be obsessed with petty cash right now.”

Sooner or later, an army of summoned creatures copying me will emerge.

I had to gain as many subscribers as possible before then.

“Collecting loose change in a noob hunting ground is like peeing on a frozen wound.”

When grinding in an MMORPG, isn’t it better to level up quickly to 90 and spend more time farming high-level dungeons? 

It’s far more profitable overall.

“Right now, I need to level up quickly, and then think about paying off the debt once I’m at least B-rank.”

Business is all about throwing sanity away.

Do you even know how much national debt our neighboring country has?

And if I fail, I dive into the Han River.

Anyway, life is only lived once. 

What’s the big deal?

“Scree, screech…”

“Grrrr.”

Thud! 

The zombies ganged up on the fallen orc.

The last orc finally fell.

Elapsed time, about 10 minutes.

Even for a movie, that was a decent runtime.

“If a battle scene goes on too long, viewers lose focus.”

You need some little tricks to let them catch their breath.

I winked at the camera cheerfully.

“Wave complete. That was easy, right?”

[Ayla’s Husband donated 10,000 won.] 

[How did you cut down a monster wave in 10 minutes, lolololol]

[Knight Trainee donated 50,000 won.] 

[The newbie has the talent of an old hand, lol.]

[100 Ghosts Dojang donated 100,000 won.] 

[I hate to admit it, but I respect your brainpower this time.]

Wow, compliments feel good no matter when they come.

I crossed my arms and clicked my tongue.

“Alright, you guys. Hmm? Talking about monster waves here. Just enduring them without any individuality isn’t everything~ you get what I’m saying?”

[Bathory’s Husband donated 10,000 won.] 

[Ugh, you sound like such an old fart.]

[100 Ghosts Dojang donated 1,000 won.] 

[Wow! When I tried the strategy you taught me, all my raid members died!]

“Eh, what’s a few deaths? Such fuss. A real man should know how to endure, even when it’s tough.”

[Knight Trainee donated 1,000 won.] 

[So you’re enduring your mental illness too, right?]

[Bathory’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[Zombies under your command are enduring as well.]

[Ayla’s Husband donated 1,000 won.] 

[All the zombies and their owner are tough guys, lol.]

“Ugh, whatever. I’ll stop talking. Summon dismiss.”

I grumbled and cut the connection with the zombies.

The orcs, now corpses, collapsed in a heap.

[Why’d you use a skill? Were you just trying to look cool?]

[Abandon the orcs? Abandon the orcs? Abandon the orcs?]

[Why else? For boss battles, it’s a rule to use a small elite group, isn’t it?]

Dropping the old-fashioned act, I waved my hand dismissively.

Was there a strategic reason to insist on a small elite team? 

No.

But it was an unspoken rule in our industry.

‘If you swarm the boss, the scene doesn’t look good.’

If you surround the boss with numbers, you can’t even see the mob.

It’s an important boss fight; you don’t want to ruin the visuals.

Who would find it fun to watch a broadcast of the back of the raid members’ heads?

Maybe it’s different for a large mob raid.

Moreover, there was another problem this time.

‘Above all, maintaining that number would drain a lot of mana.’

Gigantic Queen Elizabeth, the Vampire Princess.

Carnival zombies and even orc zombies!

How many undead had I summoned today?

The mana depletion rate was insanely brutal.

Phew, reducing the summons gives me a bit of breathing room.’

I wiped the cold sweat and felt a little relieved.

‘I did summon a lot, but even at my current level, maintaining such a large army for long is tough.’

Well, if that were possible, a necromancer would have been the top tier.

‘You can’t just blindly increase the numbers. You need mana to maintain the summoned creatures.’

There are two types of mana involved in operating summons.

The mana used for summoning and the mana to ‘maintain the summon.’

I could cover the mana cost for summoning.

But bearing the maintenance cost was too much.

That’s why I hunted more aggressively and released the summons.

‘It’s like when you’re low on data, you quickly find what you need and then turn off the data.’

The undead wave strategy felt just like that.

Do you get an idea of how desperate I was?

[Fire Ghost has donated 1,000 won.]

[But thanks to hurrying, you must have saved some mana, right?]

“Yes, I squeezed every bit out for ten minutes. Thank you, orcs! May you live strong in heaven from now on!”

[How could he say that after killing them?]

[Typical psycho cult murderer thinking.]

For some reason, today’s slander just wouldn’t stop.

Do I look crazy or something? 

Why on earth…?

‘If we had stayed put and fought, the mana wouldn’t have lasted, so we charged first. Isn’t that reasonable?’

In that sense, the undead wave was successful.

We finished the mob fight in ten minutes and still had mana left.

‘Orcs really are like pigs. Their cost-efficiency was off the charts.’

Pigs are cheap and tasty friends of the national table.

Orcs were equally great disposable soldiers.

Like slurping down instant noodles without any burden.

Feeling satisfied, I gave a thumbs up.

“Stand tall, orcs! You weren’t as good as chicken, but you were quite the excellent mass-produced instant food!!”

[Orc zombie meal kit (weapons included).]

It’s starting to genuinely scare me if this bastard is serious.

[I clicked ‘like’ while crying.]

[I couldn’t find the like button in the chat, so I disliked the video instead.]

There they go again. 

I really can’t understand this.

Since when did vegetarians become so prevalent in Korea?

‘The globalization of Korea is getting steeper.’

Are they going to remove the meat patty from hamburgers next?

It was at that moment, trembling at such a fearful future.

The little ghosts looked at me with their heads tilted.

To be precise, they were looking at the ghost I was sharing my vision with.

‘What is it?’

-…?

They gave a look and gesture as if seeking permission.

A blunt arm without fingers pointed at the corpses.

The corpses of the orcs I had resurrected.

‘…Could it be?’

I nodded, struck by a sudden thought.

It was a silent gesture to give it a try.

They were still my summons, even in death.

They wouldn’t do anything to harm me.

And, as expected, the ghosts acted accordingly.

They extracted the souls from the fallen orcs.

[You have obtained a new summon according to your job skill.]

[Summon: Orc Zombie Platoon.]

[A skill of the same type already exists.]

[Would you like to upgrade the summoning skill?]

I nodded slightly, as if entranced.

Just enough so that viewers would only see my neck move.

[‘Summon: Carnival Zombie Platoon’ has been enhanced!]

I covered my mouth with my hand at the message that came.

They say seeing is believing. 

I opened the status window.

[Job: Voodoo Shaman(Lv 18)]

[Summoning Skill:]

[Summon: Carnival Zombie Platoon. (Rare)]

◇ Summons a zombie platoon of up to 50 members.

◇ Can use skills that manipulate sound.

As I skimmed through the skill description, my eyes widened.

There were quite a few changes in this description.

‘The number of zombies summoned at once has increased to 50?’

Sure, calling 10 a ‘platoon’ felt awkward, but did the number of zombies increase fivefold?

Moreover, the word “maximum” appeared before the number.

It wasn’t there in the skill description before the enhancement.

‘Previously, you could summon more than 10 if you kept repeating the summoning. There was no reason for such a term.’

So what does “up to 50” mean?

I intuitively grasped the power of the skill.

‘It’s a feature to control the number of zombies summoned.’

Previously, I had to summon 10 at a time, whether I wanted to or not.

Even today, all but three were discarded.

When you think about all that wasted mana, this enhancement is quite significant.

‘Also, the grade of the summons has been upgraded to Rare.’

Previously, it was one rank lower than Rare, at Normal.

• The performance of each individual zombie has also improved.

And this fact was immensely significant.

…I had levelled up my zombie summoning skill itself.’

Levelling up, or rather ‘ranking up,’ using the same zombie souls.

And it wasn’t even a named summon, just a regular one!

Again, this was an abnormal and unprecedented situation.

Normally, I should have been overjoyed and ecstatic.

‘…Ah, damn it.’

But my face twisted into a grimace.

It couldn’t be helped.

‘If I had known this was possible, I would have turned every single mob that appeared into undead!’

If I had known I had such power, why didn’t they tell me sooner?

‘Had I known, I would have tried turning all the monsters I skipped because they seemed useless into undead too!’

There’s an old saying that the rice cake you missed looks bigger.

Human greed truly knows no bounds.

‘…Wait? No, that’s not exactly it, is it?’

As I lamented, I suddenly realized something.

There was a little misunderstanding I had.

‘It only strengthens if they’re of the same type.’

The message would suggest that’s probably the case.

So, let’s recall the mobs I fought.

‘Lady Spider, Blood Bat, Kobold.’

Were those guys the same type as Carnival Zombies?

No, probably not.

Maybe the kobold, but definitely not the first two.

Bipedal zombies versus a spider and a bat.

There’s no way they have anything in common.

Even if you searched with your eyes peeled, there’d be no resemblance.

The form of their souls would be different, so they wouldn’t mix.

They were likely summoned as entirely separate undead.

‘If everything mixed without conditions, Queen Elizabeth’s soul would have been integrated into the Carnival Zombie skill too.’

If the soul’s shape differs, it becomes a different undead.

However, if there’s even a slight resemblance, they can be integrated.

It was a somewhat intuitive conclusion, but it seemed reasonable.

After all, this skill was still a part of the power I possessed.

Naturally, the way to use it felt somewhat familiar.

And this inference hinted at another conclusion.

‘Wait. If that’s the case… doesn’t that mean I can also enhance other undead as long as I have souls of the same type?’

Maybe it was because my thoughts reached that point.

I found myself looking back at my summons.


“Kirr.”

The gigantic shadow of a spider growled with its jaw.

The Tyrant Lady Spider, Gigantic Queen Spider.

…Guess I’m going to get some flak for this soon?’

People might start asking why only I get to cruise through life so easily.
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A spark for growth given to the Gigantic Queen Spider!

I smiled, sensing its sweetness.

“Hehehe. Free content has increased again.”

The new growth direction was very satisfying.

Grinning, I checked my status window.

“Alright, there’s enough mana left to manage.”

This should be safe enough even considering the boss fight.

Any shortfall could be restored with potions.

Maybe it’s because the job of a voodoo shaman is so unique, but I felt like I had more MP than other summoners.

“Well, Hunters also have ranks just like summoned creatures, don’t they?”

An epic-class summon, El Ayla.

A normal-class summon, the Carnival Zombie Platoon.

Even comparing just these two, it’s obvious, isn’t it? 

If I’m in a similar situation, it makes sense.

“Heh, this is what we call the difference in talent. Everyone wants to be a voodoo shaman?”

No, it’s not just something I can understand.

It’s more like I’m feeling ridiculously great. 

Hehehe.

What does a normal Necromancer think they’re doing, trying to compare themselves to a King Shaman? 

Damn. 

Come back after your second awakening.

“Wow, I’ve drunk so many potions that I feel like I’m going to throw up.”

Of course, that’s that, and this is this.

Plum tea, damn, where’s my plum tea?

I eagerly grabbed the mug with the drink I had poured.

Without this, I felt like I’d throw up from heartburn.

[Baekgwi Dojang donated 1,000 won.]

[Whining about using some mana? Lazy bum working from home with nothing but complaints?]

“When did Baekgwi-nim get here again?”

[Baekgwi Dojang donated 1,000 won.]

[Since the moment you were making those summons work hard while you were goofing off.]

[Knight Trainee donated 1,000 won.]

[Meaning from the very beginning, lol.]

I was too busy with the camera angles to notice.

They were just waiting to type in the chat, weren’t they?

It’s normal for Hunters to miss donations while fighting, so it’s not exactly something to get criticized for.

[LOL, I forgot Baekgwi was here, right. LOL]

[Hey, streamer, a higher-ranked Hunter than you said your work was worth jack. How about a rebuttal, huh? LOL]

“Folks, physical dealers are people who can’t wait to take down magical dealers. Evaluations from physical dealers about magical dealers can never be objective.”

Phys dealers and mag dealers are basically like cats and dogs.

If you take their complaints about mag dealers seriously, you might as well accept some reversed Japanese story as evidence in the Supreme Court.

[Are untouchable summoners included in mag dealers?]

“Why are summoners untouchable? And I’ve even pushed gates with magic skills, okay?”

[True, this guy is a noble who pushes gates with his mouth]

[Is using zombies and ghosts as bombs considered magic?]

[So it wasn’t a funeral but dark magic, huh?]

“It’s not a mouth, it’s brainwork, alright?”

[Might as well hold a Q&A session while you’re at it. We’ve got a lot of questions for you, lol.]

Oh dear. 

Don’t try to strip away my humble genius disguise.

This is like power harassment, you know. 

A civilized Hunter has the right to remain silent and the right to hide their power.

“Questions and communication only happen when I feel like it. If I always go along with what you guys want, my mysterious charm would disappear. Please understand.”

[Baekgwi Dojang donated 1,000 won.]

[Maybe your body’s too comfortable, so the bullshit just flows out.]

“If my body was uncomfortable, maybe I’d shut up. How about throwing some cash my way?”

[Baekgwi Dojang donated 1 won.]

[Heh.]

“Ah, yes. Thanks for the donation worthy of a B-rank.”

If you’re going to curse, donate at least 100,000 won, damn.

For someone who makes good money, you sure keep donating 1,000 won punches.

“Anyway, phys dealers would probably criticize mag dealers for not even feeling thirsty, saying they’re lazy and not even drinking water.”

[Baekgwi Dojang donated 1,000 won.]

[Meanwhile, you guys say we’re in your way and tell us not to get greedy with the damage, right?]

“I’m a summoner, so that wouldn’t happen, though?”

But Baekgwi Dojang wasn’t wrong either.

In gate strategy, safety is the top priority.

This means that while the phys dealers are fighting, the mag dealers can’t attack.

It would be like bombing the infantry’s front line, after all.

“That’s why the rivalry between phys dealers and mag dealers exists.”

When one side shines, the other ends up in the shadows.

Though, of course, it doesn’t apply to me.

But I clicked my tongue in a way that clearly showed my displeasure.

“Your words might cause misunderstandings. When I’m dealing damage, if a tank gets in my way, I just blow them up.”

[…You mean you’d blow up the zombies, not slap the tanks with corpse explosions, right?]

“I’ve never teamed up with humans, so it’s hard to answer that.”

[You have to boil something to know if it’s poop or bean paste]

[Maybe it’s similar for zombies. Why get mad?]

[Reliable. Zombies don’t eat human intestines, after all.]


Who knows. 

Teaming up with humans might just be annoying.

What? 

The prankster teammates from that test?

They weren’t humans; they were deadweights.

“If there were human party members, there’d be more to worry about. I’m not too keen on it. Harder to use magic too.”

[Baekgwi Dojang donated 1,000 won.]

[The way you think is different. Why keep them alive when you can just replace them with more party members later?]

“Oh, come on, what’s the problem now? You can increase damage output and remove obstacles getting in the way!”

[This bastard should never be allowed into a party.]

[This trashy journalist’s personality is pitch black! Applause for that!]

Even though I said that, it’s not like I dont care at all.

Someday, we might end up doing a collab stream. 

When the content runs dry, we’ll have to invite guests. 

Of course. 

‘Although if there are other Hunters, we can’t do it live.’

Of course, this was something to think about later on. 

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Anyway, that’s why physical DPS and magical DPS don’t get along. They often try to compete against each other, too.”

[Even among physical DPS, there’s a fight between ranged and melee, right?]

[Anyone else hear the sound of Stella scratching her ears? LOL. So when’s the showdown between Baekgwi VS Stella?]

“No, if you look at it like that, all Hunters would be at each other’s throats, right? Let’s just divide them into physical DPS and magical DPS. I’ll tell you a few facts.”

I raised my fingers one by one to the screen.

“First, I’m a magical DPS, but I’m also a physical DPS. Why? Because our raid group has a high proportion of physical DPS. Those guys are also my skills, so I’m like half physical DPS.”

[Baekgwi Dojang donated 1,000 won.]

[Right, who’s ever seen a magical DPS with the Sand Dunes set?]

[LOL, it’s a bit annoying, but I agree.]

[Yeto, I acknowledge you as a half muggle.]

[A mongrel between El Ayla and a trashy journalist.]

[Between physical DPS and magical DPS, a 9 and 3/4 platform.]

[Not bad for a mongrel journalist.]

“Ptooey, ptooey, I can’t hear you. Second, physical DPS and magical DPS have different main stages. Physical DPS has the advantage in duels, while magical DPS is strong against mobs, right?”

Physical DPS tends to have higher DPS in boss fights than magical DPS. 

Even El Ayla overwhelmed Bathory head-on. 

Even if one magical attack is stronger than a physical attack, the total damage favours physical DPS if they keep slashing away while using their attack skills. 

It’s because of agility and accuracy.

But in a short burst of power, magical DPS has the upper hand. ‘Even bosses eventually die if they keep getting hit by magic.’

Even a boss monster has a limit on HP. 

Unlike in training camps, there is a limit to the score. 

‘Burst damage for magical DPS, sustained damage for physical DPS.’

That’s why I restrained myself from using Corpse Explosion today. 

It’s more efficient to beat them up with the undead per hour. 

‘This inverse relationship applies to mob fights too.’

The strength of magical DPS in mob fights is similar. 

If the mob hunting takes too long, physical DPS gains the advantage. 

Just as HP is finite, MP eventually runs out too. 

‘A magician out of mana is usually useless.’

This give-and-take relationship is the true flavor of a rivalry. 

Their main stages are different, but they still clash when needed. 

However, a fair competition is simply impossible.

‘That’s why everyone gets more excited and fired up.’

A match is possible between athletes of the same era and field. 

But what if their main stages and abilities differ? 

Can you compare the achievements of Kim Yeonha and Cha Bom? 

‘No, you can’t. Their specialties and main fields are different.’

That’s why the fight between magical DPS and physical DPS never ends. 

This competition is an endless battle.

But… rivalry, by nature, is profitable, isn’t it? 

‘An eternal piece of content that is also cost-effective?’

Well, well, then of course I should invest in it! 

My name is Jeong Dojin. 

I’m a cameraman and director. 

‘El Ayla VS Bathory. A perfect piece of content.’

A top-notch topic that’s perfect for a long, drawn-out milking. 

If I miss this, my grandfather’s name would cry.

“Heal up. We’re going into the boss fight.”

Bathory shined in the two previous raids. 

So this time, it’s her turn for revenge.

“Call the Dancing Specter, El Ayla!”

The true heroine has arrived! 

Watch closely, newbie… it’s time for the “dance.”

[Ancestor Spirits used Intermediate Summon!] 

[The Dancing Spectre, El Ayla has been summoned.]

“If my lord has called for me, I shall gladly come.”

A ghost with brown skin descended into the dungeon, dancing. 

Bathory, who was waiting, turned her gaze toward her. 

El Ayla also met Bathory’s stare with an expressionless face.

・Fidget.

Then, she lightly brushed the cape draped over her body.

It was the Cape of Sand Dunes that I had given her.

“……….”

The absolute beauties maintained their silence for a while before swiftly turning on their heels in different directions with a loud swoosh.

[Ayla’s Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[My darling, fighting! Don’t lose to that bat lady!]

[Bathory Husband donated 10,000 won.] 

[Not a bat, a vampire, okay? Stop slandering.] 

[Ayla’s Husband donated 100,000 won.] 

[Yeah~ Your princess is the Corona Princess~.] 

[Bathory’s Husband donated 100,000 won.] 

[(Censored) (Censored) (Censored)]

Wow, the side income is rolling in quite quickly, huh? 

This is how you create a rivalry. 

Heh heh.

“Thank you for your support, but Bathory’s turn is over. In boss fights, a one-on-one duel is the manner, right?”

[Ayla’s Husband donated 10,000 won.]

[Hey you little…]

“Thank you. We need to remove the pattern, so let’s take the Queen Spider with us.”

Even if it’s a one-on-one duel, you need a tank to absorb damage. 

Boss monsters are the kind that screw you over just by breathing.

“Bathory, unsummon.”

I unsummoned Bathory. 

Then I led the raid group forward to the boss room. 

Being a cave, there wasn’t really a door. 

The only thing separating the boss room and the passage was a gaping hole!

“Oh, dear… What wicked and cruel beings you are.”

The grating sound of a pig’s voice hit my ears, becoming increasingly annoying.

Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh—

Torches began to light up automatically in the dark cave.

“Well done slaughtering so many of my minions.”

From the receding darkness, the boss revealed itself. 

It was an orc wearing a robe and holding a skull staff. 

The orc laughed, its ugly hooked nose twitching.

“Keek keek keek… Thank you! Thanks to you, I’ve had less trouble!”

Kuwaah—!

Black mana surged from the staff.

[The boss: ‘Orc Demon Contractor’ has appeared!]

The boss monster of the D-rank gate slaughterhouse. 

It was the appearance of the Orc Demon Contractor.

[What’s that pig so thankful for?]

[Depending on how many mobs are killed, the stats of the boss’s summons change.]

[?]

[So the more mobs you kill, the stronger the boss gets? Whose head came up with such a messed-up idea?]

[If I knew that, I’d have already won a Nobel Prize, you jerk.]

I loosened my hands and tilted my head from side to side.

Why do you think this gate is called a slaughterhouse?

The target of the boss mob’s slaughter was none other than its own kind.

“As a sacrifice to summon a powerful demon.”

It’s quite a famous unique skill in the summoner class.

Wasn’t it called Sacrifice Summoning or something?

A skill that requires a medium other than mana before activation.

This is a pattern often seen in the necromancer class as well.

Like, even the basic undead summoning skill works that way, right?

Even my psychometry skill required a sacrifice.

The face of the orc demon contractor twisted hideously.

Surprisingly, that seemed to be a smile.

“Hehehehe! Over a hundred souls have perished miserably! I can summon a truly fine demon!”

I had defeated over a hundred orcs!

The maximum number allowed by law.

[Bathory’s Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[If you can’t cancel the summoning pattern, a demon monster is going to appear.]

[Ayla’s Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[If you use the sand dune set, it’s possible to cancel it in under a minute.]

The battle with the mage-type boss depended on how to deal with the opening pattern.

The final chapter that determines the success of the strategy.

The moment the boss mob began chanting its spell, right then and there.

“Ah, sorry, everyone. I need to take a quick bathroom break.”

I quickly grabbed my stomach and stood up from my chair.

[…Where do you think you’re going?]

[??? This freaking amateur, seriously?]

The viewers seemed shocked!

I quickly waved my hands to clear up the misunderstanding.

“Oh, don’t get confused. Not that kind of stomach.”

[You crazy journalist, who the hell asked you about that???]

[Don’t act tsundere over bodily functions; it’s disgusting.]

[A boss fight just started, and you’re saying you need to go to the bathroom?]

[Are you still a raid leader after pulling this crap?]

“Well, as you know, plum juice is good for digestion, right? But today, I’ve been drinking three, maybe four cups of it because I was having potions, and, well, it just happened.”

I smiled broadly and gave an adieu sign with my index finger.

“It’s okay! It’s just a small thing, so I’ll be back in no time!”

With those words, I dashed off to the bathroom.

The quick-witted viewers must have realized it by now.

Everything I just said was complete nonsense.

After all, this was my plan from the start.

I’ve said it countless times since the unboxing, haven’t I?

“You can lure certain monster patterns.”

So what if the boss mob summons a ridiculously strong minion? 

Who cares?

This gate was meant to let them summon in the first place.

If you waited for mobs to be summoned for experience points, shouldn’t you do the same with the boss mob as a matter of course?

For a normal raid, it would be a crisis that leads straight to death.


But for me, it was just a double service of the boss mob.

“This is like an experience point duplication bug. Hehehe.”

Ah, this is truly a gourmet place for orc granny cursing.

Now, I’ll go take a quick leak, so please bring out a badass monster for me! 

Innkeeper!
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“Phew, I feel alive again. Almost ended up with incontinence.”

Swoosh! Creak.

After finishing my business and washing my hands, I turned on my smartphone. 

I needed to check the stream on my channel.

[This goddamn reporter actually went to the bathroom, what the f***!!]

[Birds typically can’t hold in their pee or poop.]

[Why does El-chan just standing there look so pitiful?]

Of course, the stream was a total mess.

It was only natural since I had left the most important boss fight unattended.

[Yu: Yeto-nim, is this a broadcast error?

[Heo: This is a scripted scene, right? Please respond.]

It seemed like even our managers were in a panic. 

I sent them a quick message assuring them that everything was fine.

I decided to wait a bit and leave at the right moment.

Living in a studio apartment, I could see the bathroom door directly from where I was. 

Fortunately, thanks to the ghost camera, it was easy to assess the situation.

And then, it happened.

Something unexpected, even for me.

“Kekeke… You’re an assassin from the Sisterhood, aren’t you?”

Just after I finished the summoning incantation and only the casting time remained, the orc demon contractor suddenly blurted that out.

[?]

[What hood?]

“You must have realized the value of the scroll you lost, huh? It’s the legacy of the great mage, so of course, you’d be tempted to get it back, even if it’s late.”

The orc demon contractor rolled up his sleeve.

A scroll was tightly bound around his wrist.

To my eyes, it looked just like a map.

[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Did the boss have such a dialogue pattern?]

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Never heard of this before.]

• Even the know-it-alls are puzzled by this situation!

Naturally, my brain went blank for a brief moment.

But as I said, it was just for a brief moment.

…Is this some kind of interaction between the summoned creatures and the boss monster?

It could happen if they share the same gate-world lore. 

But of course, nothing like this had ever happened in the slaughterhouse.

Realizing the situation, I quickly came out of the bathroom.

[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Oh, this pissing wretch finally crawled out.]

[100 Ghosts Dojang has donated 10,000 won.]

[Yeto, hurry up and assess the situation!”]

“Calling me a pissing wretch? I’ve never peed my pants in my life. Oh, I took my phone with me, so I know what happened.”

In fact, I didn’t even need my phone, thanks to the shared vision.

I only took my phone to check the chat reactions.

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Did you also expect the boss to talk to El-Ayla?]

“Of course not. If I had known, why would I have gone to the bathroom? It would have been the perfect chance to show off to all of you.”

[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Your dark nature clears up all doubts.]

[100 Ghosts Dojang has donated 10,000 won.]

[“I apologize for doubting Yeto-nim’s wickedness.”]

As always, I sat down in my chair while being cursed for no reason.

Meanwhile, the demon contractor kept flapping his mouth.

“No… Now that I see, you’re no longer human either. Have you been enslaved by a necromancer or something?”

[Yep. Our El-chan got caught by a wicked bastard.]

[He’s been running her on passion pay 24/7.]

Damn it, guys, stop talking to the mobs.

Anyway, you can’t have a proper back-and-forth with them.

I wiped my wet hands with a tissue and said,

“I don’t know what kind of pattern this is, and frankly, I don’t care much about this Sisterhood or whatever. I usually skip the story when I play RPGs, anyway.”

The quintessential K-gamer.

[We don’t care, but we want to know, you f***ing idiot ^^]

[Was El-chan part of some assassin group?]

[Dark Sisterhood lol]

“Whatever, there’s only one thing that matters to me.”

I said, eyeing the boss monster’s wrist.

“If this is a dialogue pattern that appears only after unlocking certain conditions, then that item will drop too, right? Ohohoho! Aren’t you curious what kind of item it might be?”

[Bathory’s Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[Ah f***, this is pissing me off, but he has a point.]

[100 Ghosts Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[A genius that sparks both curiosity and a desire to beat him up.]

Unexpected situation? 

For me, it’s a daily routine.

If it benefits me, I’ll welcome it anytime.

The orc demon contractor raised his skull staff.

“Call Gigantic Lesser Devil!”

Behind the demon contractor who finished the incantation.

A dark hole appeared in the empty space.

It looked more like a warp gate than a summoning.


It seemed to be magic to call forth a being from elsewhere.

‘Hunters summon differently, though.’

It was what I expected from the point where it gives experience.

The summoned creatures by Hunters don’t provide experience points.

“Kekeke! Be amazed at my magic! You worms whose souls are bound by mana! Sacrifice a hundred of your kind, and Argh?!”

The boss monster’s mouth abruptly shut.

A green hand extended from the hole and grabbed his neck.

Crack…!

The green hand tightened around the orc demon contractor’s neck.

The force was so strong that the boss monster’s body lifted off the ground.

“W-Wait! Hold on! I am the contractor who summoned you—”

“Shut up.”

Crunch!

The grotesque sound was, instead, quite chilling.

Thick neck bones broke, and flesh was crushed.

The monster’s body, which had been the boss, slumped down.

[You have defeated the Orc Demon Contractor!]

[Your level has increased!]

[El Ayla’s level has increased!]

She defeated the boss monster without lifting a finger.

But there was no time to celebrate that achievement.

[A new boss: ‘Gourmet Demon’ has appeared!]

For the true boss had just made its entrance.

A green hand licked the blood of a demon contractor.

“Tasteless. Bland.”

Ptooey!

The demon spat and walked out from the rift.

A monster with a thin human body and a pig’s head.

It was a lower-level demon, the ‘Gourmet Demon.’

‘A boss monster with very little information even on the Hunter Site.’

The only records came from the Association capturing it for research purposes.

Which was understandable.

No normal raid team would ever encounter this creature.

‘Still, we managed to gather the necessary information.’

This demon, being both a gourmet and a demon, had a picky appetite.

That’s why its body was so scrawny.

It had starved itself, likely reducing its stats by almost 30%.

At full strength, it would have been classified as a C-rank monster.

“Hahaha! Such a tantalizing earthly aroma!”

But no matter how weakened, a demon was still a demon.

A species that could range from a base C-rank to a maximum of S-rank!

Definitely not a creature that should appear as a boss at this level.

[Lololol, we’re seriously screwed, aren’t we? Lololol]

[If this was a live broadcast, it would make breaking news again lolol] 

[There aren’t any humans around, but it is technically live lolol]

Demon-type monsters were uniformly dangerous.

They were intelligent and had highly diverse patterns.

Especially, the Gourmet Demon had particularly wicked patterns.

It would attack every member of the raid team at least once.

“First, let me taste your flesh!”

And this, right from Phase 1.

The Gourmet Demon spread its long arms like wings.

[A one-bite wonder is here lolololol] 

[Run for your lives~~]

“Nhehehehe!”

The Gourmet Demon laughed creepily and charged forward.

Like a chef eager to taste new ingredients.

El Ayla moved with the speed of the wind.

But the Queen Spider couldn’t do the same.

Due to its large size and severe injuries.

Thump!

The swift demon grabbed the Queen Spider!

Its agility was eerie for its bulky size.

[Aaah! The Queen is going to be devoured!]

[The Queen is going to be turned into a high-protein meal lolol]

The viewers watched the raid team’s crisis with amusement!

But this was exactly the pattern I had been waiting for.

“Ohohoho. I’ve been waiting for this moment!”

[Had you been waiting for this?]

[Is he going to blow up the Queen Spider? He’s going to blow it up, right?]

[Queen! Right now, you’re practically a spider bomb!]

Tsk tsk. 

As expected, the ideas of the almighty normie viewers are so mundane.

Such a predictable development isn’t fun, is it?

‘There always has to be a twist on clichés and established rules.’

The demon’s arms bulged with veins, and it opened its jaws wide.

It seemed eager to taste the struggling Queen Spider.

At that moment, I switched the camera.

Whoosh, whoosh.

Tiny ghosts with new gear flew up.

Red glowing objects fluttering in the air!

Viewers who immediately recognized them were terrified.

[Aaaah!! Peppers are flying around!!]

[Flying chili peppers!!]

Moist red peppers swimming through the cave like red comets!

It was the appearance of the tiny ghosts who had been chasing behind the scenes with Carolina Reapers.

I chuckled as I watched the spectacle.

‘My ghosts aren’t suitable for combat.’

As they handle the camera, that’s inevitable.

They are fast, but their attack power is low.

But that just means you can’t expect much from their own damage output, not that they have no use at all, right?

Remember their great success during the Imprisonment Tower raid?

Even ghosts have enough power to fly around carrying peppers.

People like me, who have little, are used to living with what little they have.

In a grand tone, I shouted with all my might.

“Receive the grace of the Lord, you filthy demon!”

Just as the viewers’ minds were catching up with the rapid development.

Red peppers were sucked into the demon’s mouth.

The demon that had opened its jaws to eat the Queen Spider.

The demon, whose uvula was poked, reflexively clamped its jaws shut.

Crunch! 

The sound of a demon’s death echoed.

The demon, not knowing what was happening, chewed its mouth.

About three seconds passed.

“……UGyaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaccc?!!!”

The Gourmet Demon’s back arched like a bow.

“AAAAAAAAAA!! A?! AAAAAAAAAAA!!”

Thud, thud, bang!

It stomped on the ground and slammed into walls, scraping its tongue!

Its downfall was trying to taste, even with its so-called gourmet status.

The demon flailed, kicked, and caused a rampage, but eventually, it couldn’t bear it anymore.

 It screamed and rolled around on the dirt floor. 

Tears, snot, and spit poured from its pig face.

Oh… Doesn’t it know this taste? 

Such a taste ignoramus.

I arrogantly raised my chin and lectured.

“Remember, demon, Scoville is the battle power of flavor.”

[Teacher. Please don’t give credibility to such nonsense.]

[The battle power of flavor (it hurts)] 

[Doesn’t matter, if you eat it deliciously, it’s zero Scoville lol]

[How can you eat 2 million Scoville deliciously?]

[A battle power of 2 million? What is this, Frieza?]

[Surely, this pepper must be damn strong.]

[I tried a little bite as a test, and I threw up.]

‘Ghosts, vampires, and anyone else would die from just this.’

Forget garlic or holy water. 

Peppers are the best.

An item so overpowered that it can turn undead in one hit.

And that means that the demon who consumed this capsicum holy water has lost the power to resist our assault!

“Demon! Let me show you how hot a little pepper can be!”

What? 

Gourmet? 

How hilarious for a monster.

From now on, you’ll be thankful for rotten meat.

“Take this too! ‘Carolina Reaper’!”


[Stop shouting it like a skill name, you moron.]

It is a skill, though? 

It’s stronger than most CC abilities.

An amazing CC skill that even deals damage?

This definitely needs a nerf, heheh!
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SQUEAAAK!

The Carolina Reaper flew through the air, cutting the wind.

“Uuuurgh?!”

The demon seemed to recognize it as an attack and threw itself aside. 

It was so terrified that its mouth was tightly shut.

[El Ayla activates the skill ‘Dance of Poison’!]

“Can you see this butterfly?”

However, by then, El Ayla had already slipped behind the demon and swung her sword.

[Skill ‘Crescent Slash’ is activated!]

Swish!

A large moonlit slash cut deeply into the demon.

A unique warrior skill, Crescent Slash!

It’s an attack skill associated with the Mando of the Sand Dunes.

‘The power-up is noticeable. 

El Ayla, who previously didn’t have any direct attack skills, now stands out even more.’

Until now, El Ayla only had buff skills. 

The addition of an attack skill made her even more effective.

‘Especially since Crescent Slash is a ranged attack.’

It covers the weakness of water-based damage, which is often limited to close range. 

And being a unique skill, its damage output is also high.

You can use such a powerful skill just by equipping it. 

This is why the Mando of the Sand Dunes is a Tier 1 piece of equipment.

Sizzle…! 

The demon’s back melted away.

It was a combination of a venomous buff and an attack skill.
The combo skill had shaved off a large chunk of the boss monster’s HP.

“Graaah!!”

An unexpected and sudden burst of pain!
The gourmet demon, overwhelmed by agony, opened its mouth wide.

“Kyahahaha!”

Of course, I wasn’t just going to stand by and watch that opening.
A pure, innocent laugh involuntarily escaped my lips.

The little ghosts also grinned and tossed more peppers.

A Carolina Reaper made a perfect goal into the demon’s open mouth.

“Ugweeeek!”

Wham!

The demon convulsed, writhing from the taste of the pepper, while a scimitar pummeled it.

In El Ayla’s surprise attack, the demon swallowed hard.

“Gulp…?! Grrrgh…?! Ohwaaack!!”

Thud!

The gourmet demon gagged and hunched over. 

I frowned at the pathetic display of this taste-blind creature.

“Why are you vomiting after eating an expensive meal? What a waste of money.”

[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[The most horrible CC in the world.]

[Mohyeon Insurance has donated 1,000 won.]

[So Carolina Reaper was a strategy item!]

[Ayla’s Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[Guildmaster of Summoner’s Valley… just how far were you reading…?]

[Seriously, what is this Abel Hunter up to?]

[Is this the predictive power of an A-rank Hunter…? Ah, so scary!]

Whirl!

Enjoying my sweet plum tea, I expanded my field of vision.

The demon, writhing in pain, had lost its will to resist. 

This was a torture it could not withstand with mere mediocre willpower.

‘The more sensitive its palate, the greater the pain.’

A brutal assault of Scovilles against its keen taste buds.

‘And this wretched thing doesn’t just suffer by swallowing it.’

Two million Scovilles continue to wreak havoc even in the stomach.

It must feel like swallowing a burning piece of charcoal.

So what do we do?

While it’s stunned, we beat it to death.

[El Ayla activates the skill ‘Dance of Artistry’!]

“Nice. It’s getting heated up. My heart is getting heated up!”

Slash-slash-slash!

El Ayla slashed at the demon, subdued by the pepper. 

The demon, whose mind had gone blank, couldn’t block the sword.

“Grrrr, damn it…! This arrogant wench・・・Owack!!”

Even though it struggled and retched, its arms couldn’t reach.

The range of Crescent Slash was longer than the demon’s arms.

[Skill ‘Sandstorm Block’ is currently active!]

Even the attacks that managed to land couldn’t penetrate the cape.

A magic that boosts defense, usable once a day.

It’s the effect of an equipment skill tied to the Mantle of the Sand Dunes.

I laughed gleefully while striking a pose of power.

“I’ll just cut out your tongue, you chewing insect!”

“Graaagh…?!”

They say there is only one type of pain a person can feel.

If the demon’s sense of pain is the same as a human’s, it might be a blessing in disguise for this gourmet demon.

It only has to endure one of two pains: the spiciness of the pepper or the sting of a stab wound.

Congratulations! 

At least you’ll get to keep either your taste buds or your life!


[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[But, Yeto, didn’t you say you’d show yourself eating the pepper at the start of the stream?]

Ah, I did say that.

But why do you still believe me? 

Are you all fools?

“I said I’d show you eating it, not that I would eat it.”

[A manly psychopath bomber arsonist tabloid father]

[How does that even describe a single person?]

[Is this guy even human? Not a monster?]

[An insane villain with more character than a gourmet demon]

I ignored the chat while babbling my nonsense.

Why are you all being so clingy? 

Like amateurs.

“The Carolina Reapers are still far from gone. Even allowing 20 seconds per pepper, we have at least three minutes of stun left.”

[How many did you get send in by Summoner’s Valley anyway?]

[Did you make enemies with them or something?]

“I don’t know, damn it. I want to ask them why they’re acting like this too.”

“Three crates arrived, with five in each one.”

“Kyaaaah! Human scum! We won’t forgive you any longer!”

At that moment, the phase of the gourmet demon shifted.

Its mouth transformed and closed, and its body began to swell.

[Knight Trainee has donated 5,000 won.]

[Looks like it’s gone into appetite suppression mode.]

Appetite suppression mode.

It was the second phase of the gourmet demon.

‘It’s stopping its meal and focusing on eliminating its enemies first.’

It was a sign that it now saw its opponents not as food ingredients but as enemies. 

It was a declaration that the real fight was about to begin.

Simply put, it meant that the patterns would increase.

[100 Ghosts Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[With its mouth closed, you can’t feed it any more peppers.]

[Left Shoe of El Ayla has donated 1,000 won.]

[No, I trust that crazy bastard. He’s not the kind to give up over something like this.]

It was an undeserved accusation, but it was correct.

I could only shake my head in pity.

“You fool, you’ve ended up kicking away even the last bit of mercy I had for you. I was trying to show you at least a little compassion…”

[Hundred Ghost Dojon has donated 1,000 won.]

[?]

[Knight Trainee has donated 1,000 won.]

[?]

[Bathory Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[?]

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[Is this what you call showing mercy?]

Isn’t that obvious?

I felt sorry for their lack of imagination.

“From the moment I put it in its mouth, I showed mercy.”

Crunch, crunch, crunch!

At my gesture, the little ghosts crushed the peppers. 

The hands, which seemed like they were wearing a tablecloth, turned bright red.

That adorable sight looked disturbingly eerie to me.

“Do you know the term ‘seven apertures of blood?’ Every creature with eyes, a nose, and a mouth has at least seven holes in its head.”

Tap, tap. 

I tapped my forehead.

Then, I pointed my index finger at my mouth.

“Of all the holes—eyes, nose, or mouth—if you had to choose, wouldn’t the mouth be the better option?”

[Hundred Ghost Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Ah.]

Even a splash of chicken foot broth in your nose or eyes can sting.

Now imagine putting crushed peppers in there and rubbing them around.

And what if those peppers had a Scoville rating of two million?

That would likely turn into a demonic torture session that even Lucifer, in the lowest level of Cocytus, would cry out for Jesus over.

Screeeeeech!!

The ghosts holding the crushed peppers flew up.

They dove into the eyes and nose of the terrified demon.

I humbly crossed myself over my head, chest, and shoulders.

“In the name of peppers, Mendel, and genetic modification, gomen.”

See? 

Simple, right?

It was the completion of hell, where even demons could learn something.

“Clear.”

“Kkuaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa-!!!!”

A scream that could tear the cave apart rumbled through the ground.

The demon’s head flung back as it collapsed in a spread-eagle position, lifeless.

Thud!

Its body, pickled like kimchi during kimjang season, sagged lifelessly.

In truth, most of the damage was dealt by El Ayla, but anyone looking at the body would think it died from respiratory failure and shock caused by capsaicin.

[You have defeated the gourmet demon!]

[Level up!]

[El Ayla has leveled up!]

The messages coming in were anything but funny.

I looked down coldly at the demon.

“Justice always prevails. I was even going to make you a well-fed ghost with a nice, shiny appearance, but you hastened your own demise.”

[Satan exists, and he is Korean.]

[We live in the era of the great demon Yeto.]

“Please, stop with the nonsense. I didn’t rub the peppers on its wounds, did I? This is humane enough, isn’t it?”

[How do you keep surpassing our expectations every time?]

[Your idea bank is at the level of a Swiss bank.]

[Honestly, I think humanity deserves to go extinct at this point.]

Human extinction, huh. 

Surprisingly, that might not be so bad.

At least I wouldn’t have to pay back my loans.

A capitalist society overrun with demons worse than people.

I’m just a troublemaker at best, you know.

And troublemakers have to play pranks, don’t they?

I deliberately lowered my head, pretending to sob.

“Sniff… Viewers, I am truly sorry.”

[Sorry?]

[For what?]

When the viewers tried to recall if they had missed something, I rubbed my nose and wiped away crocodile tears.

“I boldly declared that I would reach level 20, but I only made it to level 19. I cleared it in just 30 minutes, but I only levelled up five times… I failed to meet my goal.”

Damn it. 

I should have summoned about ten more orcs.

I sighed as I looked at the level that stopped just shy of 20.

[Huh? Really?]

[Didn’t you say you’d reach level 20?]

[Isn’t this a mission failure?]

Huh? Why are the reactions weird?

A shiver ran down my spine. 

I felt like I had said something I shouldn’t have.

It wasn’t the instinct of a cameraman but the intuition of a live-streaming fan that whispered to me.

Danger. 

This flow was very bad.

A foreboding sense.

It was a sign that the viewers were about to hang the streamer.

A penalty… I guess I have to do one?

[Hah, hah, do the Carolina Reaper Challenge, hah.]

Damn, I’m screwed!

[You didn’t keep your promise, so take the punishment, hah.]

[Don’t take it sweetly; take it spicy, hah, hah.]

[Legitimate witch hunt ON.]

Witches ready to feed me poison at this moment!

It was the pitiful end of a streamer caught in the crossfire.

What’s the use of knowing it’s obviously a poisoned apple?

These crazy witches are going to shove it in my mouth.

“No, no, no, no, everyone? Do you think I would have left any peppers behind? I took everything I had to the dungeon.”

[Knight Trainee has donated 500,000 won.]

[Call for El Ayla. If you summon her…]

[Hah, hah, 500,000 won donation, hah, hah, hah, hah.

—Not only did he donate, but he even told you how to do it ^^]

[Thank you for the cash-funded education.]

[Hah, hah, hah, hah, hah, hah. Karma caught up with him for messing around, didn’t it? Hah, hah, hah.]

“Knight Trainee, thank you for the 500,000 won donation. But I’ll refund it. Let’s not do this, okay?”

[Are you going to run after receiving the money, coward?]

[Hah, hah, you have to quit streaming if you run away after taking 500,000 won, hah.]

When I worked as a reporter, I learned something.

Public opinion is a snowball.

Once it gains momentum, it becomes uncontrollable.

Public opinion that catches fire doesn’t stop unless it’s left to cool down or claims an innocent victim.

Please don’t fool around, everyone.

If you mess around, you’ll all pay the price. 

Damn it…

“Uh, what’s it… the treasure map! Let’s check out the treasure map first. Aren’t you curious about what kind of item it is?!”

Facing the crisis of having to eat a Carolina Reaper, I quickly turned the camera around.

The treasure map dropped by the orc demon contractor.

I used it to divert the viewers’ attention.

“Moreover! Aren’t you curious if the gourmet demon can be revived as an undead? It died pretty pathetically, but it’s a fairly strong monster if it fights properly!”

[Bathory Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[Anyway, you’ll show it in the next broadcast.]

[Ayla Husband has donated 1,000 won.]

[Hah, hah. Is today the only day?]

[Left Shoe of El Ayla has donated 1,000 won.]

[What are you going to do if you don’t reveal it on the stream, huh?]

Why are these guys so smart today?

Weren’t you all usually a bit dumber?

[Hundred Ghost Dojang has donated 1,000 won.]

[Chicken?]

[Knight Trainee has donated 1,000 won.]

[Is the channel name changing to Chicken Reporter?]

“Crack, crunch, crack.”

[Aralia has donated 10,000 won.]

[No matter how much you grit your teeth, they won’t break.]

Ah, fine. 

You damned bastards.

I’d rather eat it than be called a coward for the rest of my life.

I wiped my grim face with my hand.

“…All right. I’ll leave the stream on while the cooldown for the resummon runs. I’ll go to the convenience store and get some stomach medicine and milk. Otherwise, the managers will have to take care of my corpse.”

[This guy never intended to eat it, hah.]

[If he leaves the stream on while going, it’s fair enough.]

[Looks like he’ll pass out again, and the manager will have to  turn it off, hah.]

Damn.

I went to the convenience store, hoping there might be some way out, but no ideas came to mind.

No, to be precise, I couldn’t bring myself to carry out any ideas.

‘If I get caught cheating here, it’s really the end.’

I’d be immortalized on Namuwiki under ‘Yeto/Controversy.’

I still had loan debt. 

I couldn’t afford a scandal.

So, I had no choice but to accept this fiery death.

“I got the milk and the stomach medicine ready. Let’s begin.”

[Hundred Ghost Dojang has donated 500,000 won.]

[Today’s content was worth every won ^^]

“Hundred Ghost Dojang, thank you for the 500,000 won donation. Since I have to earn enough to cover the cost of a gastric lavage, would you mind donating a bit more?”

[Hundred Ghost Dojang has donated 500 won.]

[Done.]

Someday, I swear I’ll have a collaboration with that person.

I’ll pour capsaicin into their mouth on stream.

‘Hah… You all better not try streaming yourselves.’

I frowned, about to recite the incantation, when an idea struck me.

“…Wait a minute. Everyone, hold on. Time out.”

[Ah, boring.]

[Typical journalist, his tongue is getting long again.]

[A real man should tear off his balls, woo-woo.]

Please shut up and listen. 

Honestly, how fun would it be for a guy like me to scream and shout over spicy food?

Wouldn’t it be more fun?

I looked at El Ayla, who had brought the pepper.

And I chanted in a clear voice.

“Hey, you come out too! Summon Vampire Princess Bathory!”

[Ancestral Spirits uses a Intermediate summon!] 

[Vampire Princess Bathory has been summoned.]

“Please, give me your command.”

I summoned Bathory along with El Ayla.

Two stunning beauties were now summoned in my living room.

[Wow, it’s so awkward having all three of them in the same place.]

[Feels like a crossover from different movies.]

[Why did you summon them?]

p??? This guy, no way?[

I grinned while grabbing El Ayla’s sword.

Look at how sharp the blade is. 

Better than the knives in my kitchen.

“Delicious things taste best when shared.”

As the saying goes, even lifting a blank sheet of paper is easier when two people do it, right?

If I’m going to die, I won’t die alone.

Death and misfortune always come without warning.

That’s why life is such a pain.

“Damn, how does it sting just touching the hands?”

The viewers were raving and cursing, but I smiled broadly and chopped the peppers into thirds.

Slice, slice, slice!

The Carolina Reaper was cut up on the chopping board.

“Here, guys. Take it. This is your share.”

And I shared it with my good raid members.

Smiling slyly, I looked at the screen after distributing the peppers.

I heard that undead can’t feel pain, but who knows? 

Maybe they can feel the spiciness. 

Let’s experiment and find out.

“Now, let’s see if they feel it as a sensory or taste sensation. Let’s start our test now.”

They say spiciness is a type of pain.

So, what will happen to my summoned creatures when they eat this?

Yeto Jeong Dojin’s thrilling curiosity experiment ON.

‘Somewhere on Earth, they might be using this for torture.’


Having to torture myself with my own hands in reality.

It genuinely saddened my professional spirit.

Once again, I opened my mouth wide.

“Come, oh spicy death.”

Screech.



 
  
    Chapter 62: Advertising Offer – 1


By the time Jung Dojin’s stream was nearing its end,

Jung Sowon was watching his stream from home.

[Screeeammmmmmmm~!!!!! Uuuuurgh!! Ugh, ugh!! Screech!! The spicy stuff is burning my throat as it goes up and down, it hurts even more!! Uuurgh!!]

“…Heh heh.”

Jeong Dojin was flailing around and shrieking in panic, having paid the price for swallowing a Carolina Reaper.

Sowon couldn’t help but let out a chuckle.

It felt like the fatigue from challenging the 10th gate had vanished in an instant.

Her stiff shoulders felt as light as a feather, as if the heaviness was just a lie.

[Ugh, ugh! Uuuuurgh!]

[Cough, cough, ugh..!]

[Hack, hack! Cough! Wheeze, ah, ugh…!]

It looked like someone had set up a camera in a chemical warfare zone.

The scene unfolding on the screen was pure chaos.

Not only was Jung Dojin himself retching, but El Ayla and Bathory were also busy burying their heads into the ground, curling up, or covering their mouths while stomping their feet.

[El-chan’s eyes are tearing up hahahahahaha]

[Her brown skin can’t hide the redness of her face lolololol]

[Heuuuung… seeing the princess cry is kinda… kinda…]

[They’re both drenched in sweat within 10 seconds hahaha]

[Are you two really ghosts? lmao]

“Huuuh… hack. Huff, huuuff…!”

El Ayla clutched her clothes tightly, gasping for air. 

Her feet tapped on the wooden floor as if she was dancing.

“…Puh!”

At that moment, Bathory, who had collapsed, shuddered violently.

The wings drooped from her back, curled like a hamster.

Her body slowly began to blur from her feet upwards.

[? lolololololololololol]

[The princess got unsummoned lolololol]

[Lololololololololol]

[Oh, you little… How dare you run away alone… Uuurgh!!]

[She didn’t run; it seems she died from damage lololol]

Bathory had already been severely worn out from the intense battles earlier in the day.

Before her wounds could even heal, the deadly poison damage struck her again. 

The blow exceeded her remaining HP and was nothing short of a fatal wound.

[Named vampire cut down by a single chili pepper lololol]

[1/3 of a chili pepper >>> 100 orcs hahaha]

[Poor princess lolololol]

[He fed the princess who escaped from the tower with kobolds, orcs, and a 2 million Scoville chili? That’s just food torture.]

[She was better off being stuck in the tower, seriously lol]

[Better off stuck, my ass. Where else could you get an experience like this, urgh… You couldn’t pay for this, cough, gag.]

Gulp, gulp!

Jeong Dojin, who was about to pass out, quickly chugged some milk.

El Ayla, clutching her stomach, collapsed weakly. 

Tears glistened in the eyes of the ghostly dancer.

[Ayla Husband has donated 4,444 won.]

[Streamer, you bastard, why don’t you give El-chan some milk too?]

[Sniff, yeah. Ugh… Here, you have some too. At least you stayed loyal and didn’t leave. You’re better than Bathory.]

[Bathory Husband has donated 44,444 won.]

[You killed our princess. You killed our princess. You killed our princess. You killed our princess. You killed our princess.]

[I didn’t kill her. She died on her own. Why is it our fault if she decided to run away to the afterlife alone after we all ate together? Right, El Ayla?]

[Hundred Ghosts Dojang has donated 10,000 won.]

[If Bathory heard this, she would’ve gone berserk.]

[Even if she did, I’d just unsummon her. Heh.]

[Human Imprisonment Tower has donated 1,000 won.]

[Doesn’t back down even once, this bastard lol]

Gulp, gulp, gulp…!

El Ayla also grabbed a milk carton and started chugging.

The hastily poured milk spilled down her chin.

[I suddenly feel like drinking milk, too.]

[I’m already running to the convenience store lol]

[Breaking news: Hanseong Milk’s daily sales increased by 20%.]

The viewers burst into laughter, rolling with amusement.

Watching this scene, Jung Sowon opened the donation window.

She entered an amount and sent it.

[Wish Town has donated 1,000,000 won.]

[You’re working hard. Here’s some money for milk.]

[Ah, yes. Thank you, WishTown, for the 1 million won don— Pfft!]

Stunned by the unexpected amount, Jeong Dojin spat out his milk.

El Ayla swiftly dodged the spray by ducking down.

[?????????]

[Crazy, 1 million won lmao]

[Finally, a chairman has appeared for this guy lololol]

[How much money is he making today? lololol]

[Collected 2 million won in just 10 minutes lololol]

[If my hourly wage was 1.2 million won, I’d eat chili peppers too, damn]

[El-chan’s desperate evasive maneuver, though lololol]

1 million won.

That’s not a typical amount for a gaming stream.

Since hunters are usually in a better position to negotiate with platforms, they tend to lose less to fees, but it would be better to buy guild stocks than give excessive donations.


Fans would be happier to be treated as shareholders, too.

‘…Was that too much?’

But to Jung Sowon, it wasn’t a particularly large sum.

Even her hairbrush cost more than that.

In fact, she didn’t want to give a smaller amount than this.

That would seem like underestimating Jeong Dojin.

However, any concerns she had quickly vanished when she saw him jump up and scream in delight.

[Did you see that?! Did you see that?! Now that’s a real fan!!]

Seeing him shout with joy, all her complicated feelings melted away like snow.

[It’s not about the amount, you bastards!! It’s about sending a heartfelt message of support to a streamer who’s been going through hell!! Isn’t that what true fandom is all about?!!]

[From the way he’s grinning, it sure seems like the amount does matter.]

[True fandom (1 million won)]

[Money-hungry bastard grinning ear to ear.]

[Yeah, damn. At least you’re honest about it, you bastard.]

[Baekgwi Dojang has donated 1,000 won.] 

[But what if he is actually a kid who used his mom’s card? What if a refund request comes in at the end of the month? What if you have to return the money and get cursed out for making easy money?”] 

[Baekgwi Dojang, thank you for the 1,000 won donation. Must you always rain on my parade when I’m happy? You’re relentless, seriously.]

[B-Rank Hunter’s Fury: Repeated 1,000 Won Punches ㅋㅋㅋ]

[Looking at the tone, it seems like a personal experience? ㅋㅋㅋ]

[Getting cursed out even after giving 500,000 won ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

[Even more broke than President, no backup]

[President > Backup, hierarchy sorted]

Looking at the flood of chats, it seemed plausible.

Even B-Rank Baekgwi Dojang donated 500,000 won, after all.

If it ends like this, it might just bring unnecessary anxiety.

Tap, tap. 

Jung Sowon cautiously typed in the chat.

[Wish Town has donated 1,000,000 won.]

[Don’t worry, it’s a small amount. Please accept it.]

[Wish Town has donated 1,000,000 won.]
[And don’t worry about a refund.]

She wanted to commend herself for resisting the temptation to add an extra zero, pretending it was a mistake.

The large, decorated donation message appeared on the screen.

Jeong Dojin’s eyes narrowed to the size of millet grains at the continuous donations.

[Uh, umm… Uh… T-thank you, Wish Town. I will use it to make a better stream. Yes.]

[Wowㅋㅋㅋ] 

[The President is so cool ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

[The greedy bastard got stunned by a million won punch ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

[He’s so flustered he can’t even smile properly ㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ]

Jeong Dojin bowed deeply.

Sowon found something about him slightly cute.

‘Three million is way cheaper than the Sand Dune set.’

For some reason, she felt a tickling sensation.

Sowon rubbed the top of her foot with her smooth other foot.

•Whoosh! 

Jeong Dojin bowed his head precisely on the camera.

[I promise to make good use of our dear Wish Town’s valuable donation. Thank you for your support.]

[Why is Wish Town your president?]

[The cash therapy is indeed effective.]

[It better be effective. Is 3 million really just some dog’s donation?]

[Ah ㅋㅋ Three million won, fair enough ㅋㅋ]

[He didn’t even bow deeply to Guild Leader Jung Sowon, who donated more expensive equipment ㅋㅋㅋ]

[Well, for the favour of giving the Desert Hill set, I have to repay with actions. So now, I will start praising Wish Town President, who generously donated purely out of fan loyalty toward me.]

[This guy is trying to repay the President with just words.
For a Yeto guy, this is pretty sincere haha]

“…Ehhehe.”

Jeong Dojin started singing a strange hymn.

Sowon’s lips curled up slightly as she watched the broadcast.

Indeed. 

So this is the feeling people have when they donate.

She was worried that the amount might be too little, but it was a relief.

[Ahem, ahem. Anyway, that’s it for today’s broadcast! If I drag it on any longer, I’ll look like a maniac obsessed with donations, so I’ll end it here. Thank you for watching.]

[Even if you end it, you still seem like a madman, no change there?]
pIsn’t El Ayla pitiful, covered in milk like that?]

[Even I haven’t tried a milk bath, so it’s a luxury. Haha, isn’t our guild welfare great?]

[Is the boss spraying milk on subordinates welfare?]

[Such an atrocious malpractice, very typical of a small, low-grade company;;]

[?]

[So if you join Yetgo’s guild, El Ayla and Bathory will spray milk on your face?]

[Mr. Yeto, where can I submit my resume?]

[Even if you submit a resume a hundred times, we do not accept human employees. Even less so if you’re a deviant with strange desires. Goodbye, everyone~!]

And so, Yeto’s broadcast came to an end.

In the silence that descended on her room, Jung Sowon shivered slightly.

She silently touched the dark screen of her smartphone.

She was happy.

She felt joy just by watching Yeto’s broadcast.

All the anxiety and restlessness of the past days seemed to vanish.

Before she realized it, Sowon found herself browsing through the notice board of Yeto’s channel.

Was it possible that a new broadcast announcement had been posted?

It was an unconscious action.

“…Hah.”

Sowon put down her phone with a start.

She felt like she was almost addicted to internet broadcasts.

She slapped her cheeks and took a deep breath.

…Yeto really looks good in a suit.’

But when she closed her eyes, that’s all she could think of.

Only she was unaware of how seriously hooked she already was.

‘But that uniform, wasn’t it from Summoner’s Valley?’

She had watched the unboxing broadcast after coming home from work.

Sowon’s eyes darkened as they opened slightly.

She didn’t like it.

The fact that Jeong Dojin was wearing something so cheap.

And that it was the uniform of another guild.

Ting!

“Ah!”

But then, her phone’s notification sound rang out.

The light returned instantly to Sowon’s eyes, which had dimmed.

It was a custom notification sound set only for Ian’s messages.

Roll!

She threw herself to grab the phone and checked the message.

Sowon’s face froze in shock for a moment.

‘Spam advertisement…?’

She was baffled and checked the settings.

It turned out the custom notification sound was set for all messages.

She had accidentally changed the setting to apply to all.

“Phew… I thought it was from Ian.”

She sighed in relief and changed the settings back.

Fortunately, she realized this when she was alone.

“…Ugh.”

As she calmed down, her head seemed to cool down as well.

What came to mind was the embarrassment from a few days ago.

‘Doing this again. One mistake should be enough.’

She pinched her cheek to punish herself.

Streeetch… Her pure white cheek stretched like a rice cake.

It’s strangely hard to remain calm when it involves Yeto.

So what if he’s wearing the Summoner’s Valley uniform?

Why let it affect her mood so much?

…Then again, it wouldn’t be odd to send him better equipment, would it?’

Sowon stood up, paced around, then sat down again.

She sent a message to the British Guild President.

[President, this is Jung Sowon.]

[Have you decided on the sponsorship items for the Yeto Hunter?]

[If not, I’d like to arrange them myself.]

If she was going to give a gift, she wanted to do it with her own money.

If she merely delivered someone else’s gift, she would just be a courier.

‘Hopefully, the President hasn’t decided yet.’


Then she could pick it out herself.

What Yeto would wear during his broadcast, of course.

Sowon smiled faintly, thinking of Yeto’s face.

At the same time, the Guild President, who checked the message at home, nervously browsed through the auction house. 

Sowon had no idea about this.
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