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    Chapter 0 : Return


“This is impossible… This can’t be real!”

A weary old man with gray hair, known in the world as the ancient archmage, Makarov Elliot, spoke.

“How could a human possibly… a being from the Netherworld…”

“Old men always say that.”

In general, nothing in the world is impossible. There are only things that people believe to be impossible.

Whoosh.

“Is that all you’ve got to show?”

The mark of the Netherworld, something that can only be handled by someone who is the closest to death in any world.

A symbol of the god of death.

I pointed at the mark of the Netherworld floating in the air and grinned.

“You… you’ve already deviated from the path of humanity. Do not disrupt the natural order of the world any further! You know this isn’t a power granted to humans!”

“Of course, I stopped pretending to be human a long time ago. Why are you spouting nonsense now after you were the one who killed me 50 years ago?”

Those were his final words.

Slash!

Splat!

The hand of Charon, the ferryman of the Netherworld whom I summoned, swung, and the head of the archmage of old legends flew into the air.

“If you’d just handed over the artifact willingly, I might have spared your life.”

He was someone necessary for maintaining the balance of the world, after all. Though he was the one who had once killed me, I didn’t hold a grudge against him anymore.

After all, it had been a long time since I had become a being that had transcended even death.

Anyway, I finally obtained it.

Whoosh.

“The Tear of the Goddess.”

A divine relic containing the power of miracles.

With this final ingredient, I could finally achieve my long-cherished goal.

‘It took a long time.’

It had really taken a long time.

From the day I fell into this inexplicable world, I faced hundreds of death-defying moments to reach where I am now.

‘I actually died a few times too.’

All because of that damn old man who claimed to protect the balance of the world.

Back then, his magic seemed like the power of a god, but now it looks no different from a clown’s play. How absurd.

“Cerezia.”

“…You called for me?”

Known as the counterfeit god. Or rather, a demigod.

In this world, she was revered as the goddess of harmony, Cerezia.

“There aren’t any more ingredients needed, right?”

“Yes, yes! Absolutely!”

“Why are you smiling like that again? Are you so happy that I’m leaving?”

“Oh, no. I’m just glad that you’ve achieved your goal…”

Of course, she was now my loyal minion.

When did I first meet her? Maybe it was around 70 years after I fell into this world? Back then, she was putting on airs as a goddess, playing hard to get, but after I had thoroughly crushed her soul, she turned into a pretty, helpless fool.

“Tsk.”

I clicked my tongue, and Cerezia flinched.

Come to think of it, I’ve suffered quite a few times because of her. Maybe I should discipline her one last time before I go?

“Th-that being said, wouldn’t it be better to start quickly? The death energy surrounding your body is so powerful that it might corrupt the Tear of the Goddess!”

Though it was an obvious lie, I didn’t care anymore.

Cerezia teleported back to her hideout and immediately placed me in the magic circle she had prepared over several decades.

“Since we’ve obtained the core of the ritual, I believe the transfer itself should succeed without issue… but as I mentioned, there could still be side effects. There are stories in the literature about rulers losing their powers after a dimensional transfer… S-so, please don’t come back to take your anger out on me, okay?”

“How many times do I have to say it? I got it. This is the end of our relationship. Clean and simple.”

Indeed, it was really the end.

“Ha.”

At last, the curtain of a long, long era was falling.

Here, the necromancer once hailed as the living death on the planet Thebe was finally returning to the place he was meant to be.

“Take care.”

“Pardon?”

“You’re a demigod, after all. Try not to get beaten up too much out there.”

“…”

“To be honest, when I first heard about it, I thought you were just saying anything to get out of the situation.”

Yet, in the end, I truly could return.

“Thank you.”

Whoosh.

That day.

The Lord of Death, who had ruled an era, left the planet Thebe.

And…

“If you say something like that all of a sudden… it makes me feel a bit guilty for playing that prank…”

Cerezia, who had set a small trap in the dimensional transfer magic circle, mumbled as she looked at the empty space left behind.

“…Well, if your personality is prickly, it’s better for your appearance to be more rounded, right?”

Thus, one story came to an end.



A short time after the events on Planet Thebe.

South Korea, on Planet Earth.

Somewhere in a police station in Seoul, a woman muttered in a bewildered voice.

“…Are you saying this child really claimed to be my brother?”

“Yes, that’s correct, Hunter Baek Seo-ha! The child even knew all of your personal details.”


Everyone’s eyes turned to the corner of the police station, where a silver-haired girl was huddled, wrapped tightly in a blanket, trembling.

“Th-the Lord of Death… will turn me into a skeleton… Hiccup.”

Her delicate form, shivering in fear and rejecting human touch, would have seemed pitiable to anyone present.

“…Well, let’s hear more of the story first.”

Thinking that another troublesome matter had arisen, Baek Seo-ha, an A-rank hunter and one of the top promising talents of the current era, muttered to herself.



 
  
    Chapter 1 : It’s dangerous outside the free blanket (1)


At first, I thought it was just someone’s prank.

Ten years ago, on the day when everything changed, my missing brother looked completely different, and his behavior was nothing like before.

But after going through various troublesome procedures, Baek Seo-ha had no choice but to accept it.

This pitiful girl was indeed her brother, Baek Eun-ha.

At the same time, she had to hear some shocking news from the doctor in charge of the examination.

“It seems… she placed a suggestion on her own memories to protect her mind in an unbearable situation.”

“She has a high level of social phobia, and most of her statements are inconsistent. She appears to be in a very unstable mental state.”

“So… that’s what happened.”

It wasn’t hard to guess what had happened to her brother over the past ten years.

Similar cases were being reported from all over the world.

‘Returnees.’

Ten years ago, on the [Day of Change].

Wanderers who were suddenly thrown into another world by some unknown force and returned to Earth without even realizing it.

According to the testimonies analyzed, every place they were sent to was completely different.

The experiences they had were all different, but one memory was the same for everyone.

None of them had any idea why they ended up in those places or how they managed to return to Earth.

And the cases of those who returned to Earth were divided into two categories.

Either they had adapted to the otherworld and gained great power, or they had somehow survived but suffered terrible pain in the process, leaving their minds in tatters.

My brother, simply put, belonged to the latter category.

“Regaining power… again… Huh.”

Even now, he was muttering nonsense about power, but seeing him cower behind me, terrified even of an old doctor, it was easy to imagine what he had been through.

‘Brother…’

Baek Seo-ha made up her mind.

There was nothing she could do about what had already happened, but from now on, she decided she would take care of this pitiful being.



Lord of the Netherworld.

The Terror of Amsterdam. Commander of the Immortal Legion. The Living Death.

I held dozens of such titles, but the first thing I felt upon returning to Earth was an overwhelming sense of helplessness.

‘My power is gone.’

To be honest, I had somewhat expected that this could happen. Still, facing it in reality was a shock.

‘Damn it, could it really disappear so completely without a trace?’

The power I had accumulated wasn’t just a matter of piling up mana to become a superhuman or harmonizing through the control of energy. It was something much higher and more profound, stemming from a greater dimension.

The fact that it had vanished so easily suggested that a fundamental law might have been at play from the very foundation of this dimension.

‘Well, Earth doesn’t have monsters or gods.’

If you think about it in terms of balancing the world, perhaps it isn’t so strange after all.

It took me just one second to sort through these thoughts.

What greeted me after this realization were people with black hair and eyes, something I hadn’t seen in a long time.

They all stared at me with curious eyes as if they were looking at something incredible, and every single one of them was holding a smartphone.

‘So, that’s what’s going on.’

It wasn’t hard to understand.

However, what would happen next was not something even the Lord of Death could easily comprehend.

Click!

Flinch!

‘W-what is this?’

Something was strange.

The moment I faced the flash of that camera, I felt a sensation drop deep into my chest.

And it wasn’t just that.

When I finally registered the eyes of all the people surrounding me, a sudden surge of confusion and fear welled up inside me.

With a scream that was embarrassingly pathetic for someone who once dominated an era.

“Hic!”

Click!

Click!

“She just appeared out of nowhere in mid-air!”

“What? Filming? Is she a Hunter?”

“So cute!”

Cute?

Did they say cute?

That was a word that didn’t suit me at all.

In the turmoil of emotions that felt like they were hitting me over the head, I finally became aware of my current appearance.

And unable to withstand the overload of information, I fainted.

The events afterward were hazy in my memory.

The paramedics and police who came after receiving the report assessed the situation, and I, still in a semi-conscious state, managed to answer their questions.

As a result, after overcoming a series of difficulties, I ended up meeting my younger sister, Seo-ha.

‘What kind of joke is this?’

Three issues had been confirmed.

First, all of my power was gone.

Second, my body had transformed into that of a useless young girl.

Third, my mental state was off.

The first issue, which I had somewhat prepared myself for, could be put aside for now, but the next two were utterly incomprehensible.

‘This can’t just be brushed off as a trivial side effect, can it?’

Cerezia had mentioned something about side effects, but she had also assured me that there wouldn’t be any major problems.

But look at me now.

I was so terrified of facing an ordinary person that I couldn’t even look them in the eye, let alone hold a conversation.

In an instant, I had become a social misfit, forced to live in isolation.

“… It’s okay now, brother. Let’s go home.”

No, it wasn’t okay at all.

Luckily, the forced emotional changes did not occur with my sister, Seo-ha, but the involuntary nature of it all was not to my liking.

‘Well, does it even matter?’

It wasn’t like I ruled an era just for show.

I had always thought of ways to regain my lost power, and I was sure that I could remove these absurd side effects.


Thinking this, I swallowed my shame, buried my face in my sister’s arms, and let her take me home.

And then.

Exactly one year after the day of my return.

“Brother? Did you stay up all night again? Are you still sleeping?”

“Yawn. Yes…”

“I’m heading out for a guild meeting, so make sure you eat the food I left in the fridge. Do some exercise, even if it’s just at home.”

“And make sure you take a bath today, unless you want me to bathe you by force.”

“…Okay.”

I had become a perfect shut-in, utterly defeated by the world.



Thump.

“This is tasty today, too.”

Recently, my daily routine had become extremely simple.

First, I would wake up late in the afternoon and eat the food Seo-ha had prepared.

Rustle.

Rustle.

Then, I would grab some snacks and drinks, head back to my room, and turn on the computer.

Since it’s summer, I turn on the air conditioner and wrap myself in a blanket to avoid catching a cold.

It’s the epitome of luxury.

“…If it’s too hot, I can’t concentrate, and if it’s too cold, my control gets sloppy.”

Currently, it was a very important matter for me, as I was trying to achieve a major life goal—getting to Grandmaster rank.

After playing games, if I felt hungry, I’d eat cup noodles or order delivery. And when I got tired, I’d watch cartoons or live streams.

Crunch!

Whirr!

Hum!

While munching on potato chips, I watched a man who seemed like a low-level Awakened individual testing a new skill at a training ground on the broadcast screen.

“Did you all see that? This is the ‘Double Slash’ technique that only the pros use! Ah, have you all seen it for the first time?”

What nonsense lol


	Are you talking about that ‘Double Slash’ that even those above C-rank feel embarrassed to do in front of others, sir?

	My cousin, who just Awakened, was asked to show a Double Slash and said it was too embarrassing lol



“Hey, you all have harsh words. This isn’t something just anyone can do, you know?”


	Well, I guess not ‘just anyone’ can do it, since non-Awakened people can’t.

	Haha



I’m so jealous of those who have awakened. It’s so hard to live as a non-Awakened.


	Right



“Ahem. Anyway, soon I’ll be removing the trainee label and heading into the dungeon.”

Watching that comedic scene, I found myself smiling and muttering to myself.

“That’s not how you do it.”

They call it a Double Slash, but what he did was just slashing the same spot twice. I’ve seen far more refined techniques in the same vein.

“I remember wanting to do it myself, swinging a sword all day long back in the day.”

Well, it might be too much to expect from these Awakened ones here who struggle to use any proper techniques that aren’t just ‘skills’ provided by the system.

Reminiscing like this, I felt another familiar sense of powerlessness.

“Sigh.”

What’s the point of criticizing?

Even that trainee Hunter broadcaster would probably beat me now, the lowest of the low.


In fact, since he’s at least earning money, it might be insulting to compare him to a loser like me.

“Whatever.”

Feeling dejected, I instinctively turned on the game again.

Games are good. They are a very convenient escape.

The moment I focus on them, I don’t have to think about anything else outside.



 
  
    Chapter 2 : It’s dangerous outside the free blanket (2)


The Earth I returned to was very different from the one I used to know.

Firstly, while I had spent over a hundred years on the other side, only ten years had passed here.

And during those ten years, Earth had been suffering from the invasion of monsters and dungeons.

Dungeons appeared randomly, regardless of time or place, and if they were not contained, monsters would emerge and wreak havoc on the cities.

Then there were the Awakened, chosen by the system.

Commonly known as ‘Hunters,’ they fought to stop these monsters.

‘It’s ridiculous.’

If that were the case, was it necessary for them to strip me of my power like this?

“…Everything’s a mess here too, isn’t it?”

Under such conditions, Earth’s environment was not much different from that of the other world, Tebe.

I even heard that some of the ‘returnees’ like me were ruling at the top, keeping the power they had accumulated in the other world.

Naturally, I couldn’t help but feel dissatisfied with this unfair treatment.

‘This isn’t just discrimination; what is this?’

When I first realized this, I desperately tried everything to regain my power.

My power was unique, and I had devised numerous ways to restore it. I was confident I would soon return to my former self.

But I was wrong.

None of the methods worked.

It was as if it was impossible from the start, and no approach seemed to work.

As a result, I had no choice but to give up on regaining my power just a month after returning to Earth.

“Sigh.”

Of course, I had a guess.

When in Rome, do as the Romans do.

If I were to undergo ‘Awakening,’ I might regain my power.

But what could I do? It wasn’t something I could control at will.

Among modern humans, the proportion of the Awakened was less than 0.1%.

‘It’s quite ironic that one of those chosen people is my sister.’

My younger sister, Baek Seo-ha, is an Awakened. An A-rank, no less. In Korea, there are less than 100 people of that rank.

She’s said to have limitless potential, so she might eventually reach S-rank someday.

‘She’s considered a top prospect, isn’t she?’

Because of that, she’s constantly on the news, shooting commercials, and all that.

While I was gone, my younger sister had completely become a celebrity.

And I’m the freeloader living off her wealth, raised in her house.

[Glory be with you!]

“Why are they using the bow like that?”

Right now, I am a weak existence that cannot even influence the battles of mere bits of data in a game.

Boom!

[You have been defeated.]

Staring at the message that filled me with futility, I turned off the game without strength.

“Cola… I want some cola.”

I needed a carbonated drink to clear my stuffy feeling. I sluggishly got out of my room and opened the refrigerator.

Click.

“…Nothing.”

Today was truly a gloomy day.

#

“This is really boring.”

Song Chanseob was what people commonly called a convenience store part-timer.

Ten years had passed since the ‘Day of Change,’ and although it was now an era ruled by Awakened and monsters, convenience stores were still places loved by everyone, and working there wasn’t particularly special.

However, the place where Song Chanseob worked was a bit different.

‘Maybe it’s because it’s in a high-end complex, but there aren’t many customers.’

Moreover, the appearances of the customers were anything but ordinary.

When he had first started working, he had been so flustered by a middle-aged actor he had only seen on TV showing up as a customer.

In any case, most of the customers here were people with some influence in society.

Ring.

Unable to endure the boredom, Song Chanseob was leaning over the counter when suddenly, the door opened.

Startled, he hurriedly recited his standard greeting.

“Welcome.”

Sneaking a glance, he saw a small-framed customer wearing a hoodie pulled low.

It was an outfit he remembered well.

‘…Oh, it’s been a while.’

A resident of Building 4, one of the most expensive ones in this high-end apartment complex.

Though he didn’t know her exact identity, he could never forget this customer due to the striking appearance she had during her first visit.

‘Well, even if I wanted to forget, I couldn’t.’

Back then, the girl had covered herself with a blanket from head to toe and bought things like that, making it impossible to see her face.

At one point, he had considered reporting her as a suspicious person.

‘Of course, I’m used to it by now.’

As far as Song Chanseob could tell, the girl was very shy.

Not just a little shy—she seemed to find communication with people difficult.

Recently, she seemed to have improved a bit, but for a long time, they hadn’t exchanged a single word.

“…Here.”

Lost in his thoughts for a moment, he suddenly heard a faint voice murmuring. The girl had already chosen her items.

It was such a soft voice that he might have missed it if he hadn’t been paying attention, but it was a very pleasant tone to hear.

Beep. Beep.

“Yes. That will be 11,000 won in total. Would you like a bag?”

With the girl’s nod, Song Chanseob quickly moved his hands.

A whopping 20 cans of cola.

The girl quickly finished the payment, picked up the bag, and turned to leave.

Normally, she would have exited the store in an instant.

But today, there was an additional action.

“…Th-Thank you.”


The words were even quieter than before, but since Chanseob had been focused on her, he didn’t miss them.

And he felt a strange sense of emotion.

‘She’s improved so much over the past year…’

He didn’t know what her story was, but he hoped that one day she would be able to communicate freely with others, and he silently cheered her on as she walked out the door.

#

“Heh.”

It’s the worst.

No matter how much time passes, I never get used to this feeling.

Of course, I had made significant progress over the past year.

Thankfully, the side effects weren’t permanent, and with constant effort, I saw gradual improvement.

So now, I could at least handle simple tasks like going to the convenience store in front of my house.

‘I still can’t handle crowded places…’

To be honest, I didn’t really want to go outside.

Thanks to my sister, I could handle most things from home, and I didn’t want to feel this forced emotional turmoil if I could help it.

But seeing me turning into something less than human, my sister took drastic measures, and I had no choice but to comply.

The rule was that I had to go out and buy simple items myself.

“…Since I worked hard, today’s dinner is chicken.”

Feeling proud of myself for completing such a difficult task, I put the cola in the fridge and began browsing the delivery app.

Disappointment in myself?

Self-esteem as a human being?

I had lost those a long time ago.

To someone like me, who had become accustomed to the comfort of being taken care of, those were emotions I no longer needed.

After all, isn’t that so?

For a little over a hundred years, I struggled to build my strength, but it all vanished in just a few seconds.

Similarly, it only took a year for the great spirit I had cultivated over that long time to become dull.

Resting without doing anything was sweeter and more comfortable than I had imagined. That was all there was to it.

To put it plainly, I had already lost my purpose to move.

I would probably be content to continue living like this.

Click.

Fzzzz.

Gulp.

The cola I had just bought was cold, and the carbonation that flowed down my throat constantly brought small pleasures.

Gulp. Gulp.

I wished these days would continue forever.

Once again, I suggested to myself.

And then…

“Oppa, I told you to drink cola in moderation! How many cans is this? You didn’t even eat the salad I prepared. Really. And what’s with your hair? You haven’t washed it again, have you?”

“S-Sorry.”

I got a good scolding from Seo-ha, who had just returned home.

#

The so-called Awakened.

They are all granted a title that represents their aptitude upon Awakening.

No one knows who decides this title.

It might simply be a system’s decision, or perhaps the will of some transcendent being.

Regardless, the Awakened use these ‘titles’ to establish their positions and hone their specialties.

“Status window.”

[Baek Seo-ha]
Title: God-given Spearman
Level: 54

After completing today’s dungeon conquest, Baek Seo-ha glanced at the title displayed on her status window and asked her companion nearby.

“Do you think gods actually exist?”

“That’s a random question.”

Cha Hwaran, the mage responsible for the team’s firepower, replied with a brief laugh.

“Does it matter if they do or don’t? Nothing would change anyway.”

“…That’s true.”

It was just a simple curiosity.

Do gods really exist? If so, are they influencing the current situation? Those kinds of idle thoughts.

Ever since she had received the title of God-given Spearman, Baek Seo-ha could handle a spear as if it were an extension of her body.

It was certainly a great fortune, but at the same time, it was frightening.

If it was a power gained so suddenly, it wouldn’t be strange if it disappeared just as suddenly.

“You’re always thinking about weird things. Let’s just go home. Aren’t you having dinner with your family tonight?”


“Yes. I’ll just finish this up and head out.”

Well, does it really matter?

Eleven years ago, on the Day of Change, she lost her parents, and now, she and her brother were each other’s last remaining family.

With the government’s cooperation, they could protect the returnee, Baek Eun-ha, without any issues, all thanks to her current position.

For that, Baek Seo-ha didn’t care even if she became a mere pawn in the hands of someone above.
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After becoming a shut-in, one of my new hobbies was watching broadcasts by Awakened beings.

Their extraordinary shows, featuring abilities and physiques different from those of normal humans, were entertaining just to watch.

“Heh. Can’t believe they failed at that.”

While I was chuckling at a failed attempt, a new stream title caught my eye in the list of new streaming content.

[Day 3 of Training for a Million Skeleton Army – Necromancer Newbie]

There were all kinds of Hunters in this world, but Necromancers were a rare breed.

So, honestly, I couldn’t help but feel intrigued.

Click.

“Hey, can you see this? I made this Skeleton Archer by pulling an all-nighter yesterday. Looks strong, right?”

As I entered the stream, a cheerful woman immediately came into view.

She seemed to be in her early twenties, with a very lively first impression.

Perhaps due to the low number of viewers—only twenty-seven—the streamer noticed me and greeted me.

“Oh, hello, LordOfHell12! Since you’re here, would you like to see a trick?”

Before I could reply, the woman handed a toy bow to the skeleton and placed an apple on her head, then ran off somewhere.

Was it around five meters?

The skeleton, having received its command, drew the bowstring with force.

Whizz!

Thud!

“Ouch!”

The arrow hit her right on the forehead.

It was a truly pathetic display of control.

“Hey, come on. You did well yesterday! Is it because I didn’t feed you?”

The not-so-impressive performance prompted laughter in the chat.

“Hahaha.”

“How are you supposed to fight if you can’t even hit that?”

“Ah, our Skeleton ran out of mana, they say. Haha.”

“Wah, I’m just a baby Skeleton Archer, mana low.”

While some were joking around, others in the chat harshly criticized her skills.

“You’re terrible at this. Came to watch because it said newbie Necromancer.”

“If you want to be a Hunter with that skill, you’re just going to be a nuisance. Haha.”

“In summoning types, identifying friend or foe is the most important thing, regardless of rank.”

“We’re still in the practice phase! Don’t you think we’ll improve soon? Hehe.”

She took even the harsh comments in stride, showing her mental fortitude.

Watching all this, I felt oddly amused.

‘Indeed, this newbie is kind of cute.’

She was gathering materials, creating skeletons, adjusting their balance, and improving her control—very much a beginner’s vibe, and I liked it.

‘And…?’

While some were busy criticizing her lack of skill, I could see it—she had quite a talent for necromancy.

‘Clearly, the skeleton she hastily put together as a rookie still looks pretty solid.’

I had entered her stream out of boredom, but now I found myself genuinely interested.

After hitting the follow button, I immediately sent a message through the whisper system.

“That’s not how you do it.”

I couldn’t help but give some advice to the newbie.

‘What the hell?’

Song Ha-yeon was a brand-new Hunter who had awakened just two months ago.

She was also a novice streamer.

Her title? The Corpse Enthusiast of the Graveyard.

Necromancers were rare in Korea.

So she decided to use that novelty to stand out on her broadcasts. She had no confidence in becoming a high-ranking Hunter, and her goal was to achieve a comfortable life with moderate wealth.

This was day three of her streaming journey.

Just when she thought she was gradually building a modest viewer base, a peculiar person appeared.

“That’s not how you do it.”

The advice came as she was carefully creating undead of the skeleton type.

At first, she thought it was a troll and was ready to dismiss it. Advice from self-proclaimed internet experts was never trustworthy.

But she couldn’t help feeling curious after reading the subsequent viewer messages.

“Bury the materials in damp soil that doesn’t get sunlight? With animal blood?”

“And expose it to miasma whenever possible. For a total of three days.”

‘I have a miasma concentration skill, so it’s not impossible…’

It sounded very complicated just to hear it. If it was a prank, it would be a waste of time and effort.

But the advice was too detailed to be dismissed as mere nonsense thought up on the spot.

When she asked for more help on the tricky parts of creating skeletons alone, the answers flowed effortlessly.

‘Is this person really from the same class of awakened beings?’

And if they had this much knowledge, they couldn’t be just any random person.

Ultimately, unable to resist her curiosity, Ha-yeon decided to follow the advice of the viewer named LordOfHell12.

And she was surprised.

“Whoa?”

Crack, creak.

The skeleton she created had a noticeably different strength than before.

“It wasn’t a joke, it was real?”

Up until then, Ha-yeon was just pleased with her unexpected good fortune. She thought it was just a seasoned Hunter who saw a fresh newbie and decided to share some tips.

But…

“Do you have any mana stones? I’ll show you a magic circle; engrave it and take it to the graveyard to gather miasma bit by bit. You can use it for other creations later.”

“Training intelligence-deficient types like that is useless. There’s a whole mechanism to this, just do as I say.”

When the tips didn’t stop at one and became more detailed, Ha-yeon finally realized something was off.

‘Who is this person?’

This was not normal.

Even the best necromancer-type Hunter in Korea was only in the upper B-rank, and there were no traces of such methods in his combat footage.

So, this viewer, LordOfHell12, wasn’t just some ordinary Hunter.

‘Why is this kind of person… helping me?’


In today’s society, strength was law and power. Information like this was incredibly valuable, worth more than money.

And yet, this person was giving it all away as mere advice, which Ha-yeon couldn’t understand at all.

‘Is there some hidden motive? Am I going to be abducted somewhere?’

When she cautiously asked about it, LordOfHell12’s answer was simple.

“I’m just telling you because I’m bored. If you don’t like it, forget it.”

It wasn’t convincing, but somehow it didn’t feel like a lie.

So, perhaps, Ha-yeon had just stumbled upon a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

“No, Master! Please continue to guide me! I’ll follow you forever! Is there anything you’d like in return?”

After a brief silence.

Just as she was about to send another message, LordOfHell12’s reply came back.

“Then, do me one favor.”

“…How ironic.”

Though I had never intended to take on a disciple, I had unexpectedly found one after losing my powers.

I had asked Ha-yeon, with whom I had temporarily formed a master-disciple relationship, to fetch something for me.

It was three mana stones that Ha-yeon had gathered with miasma.

“Technically, it’s illegal, but…”

They were low-grade mana stones with relatively lax management, so as long as I didn’t get caught, it was fine.

‘I still can’t feel it.’

The energy necromancers most need to wield their power, miasma.

For some reason, I was unable to sense it.

“But, if I use miasma that someone else has already gathered like this…”

Could I still use necromancy in my current state?

That’s why I was out in the neighborhood woods on this cold day, wearing a hoodie.

“Theoretically, it should work.”

I’d thought of this method quite a while ago.

However, finding a helper in Korea, where necromancer-type Awakened were scarce, was out of the question. Even if it were possible, I figured it would be meaningless if I couldn’t do anything on my own.

But my thoughts had changed a bit now.

“Sure enough, they said there was a gate break in the next town last week, and many were injured.”

It was a small monster, a goblin dungeon, so it ended there. But it could have escalated into a major disaster.

So, who knows?

Maybe I’d end up dying in a sudden accident someday, with no one around.

“Well, that would suck, wouldn’t it?”

Judging from my current state, it was certain that I had no luck, so it wouldn’t hurt to prepare at least a little.

A precaution, just in case. That was the only reason.

“Just in time, there’s something suitable.”

There was a sparrow’s corpse that seemed to have just met its end today. Perfect material for the test.

Thud.

I crouched in front of the corpse, took out the mana stone filled with miasma, and began the ritual.

Whooong.

Though I couldn’t sense miasma, I had performed the process so many times on the other side that there was no chance of error.

Rustle.

Once the ritual was completed, the flesh and feathers left on the corpse crumbled like dust. It was a success.

“Rise.”

The sparrow, now nothing but bones, stood up and moved its thin frame.

“Right wing.”

Creak.

“Left wing.”

Crick.

Perfect. It obeyed my command.

I stood still for a moment, then felt a rush of elation fill my whole body.

‘I actually succeeded.’

Honestly

, I thought the chance was fifty-fifty. Though it seemed theoretically possible, the history of failures made it feel like the world was deliberately preventing it.

But, ultimately, I succeeded.

Though it might not mean much, it was the first victory I had achieved since falling to this place.

So, how could I not be pleased?

“Heh.”

Feeling good, I smiled widely and let out a carefree laugh.

“Yes. No matter what happens, I am the Lord of Death. The Master of the Underworld.”

After all, I was a being that couldn’t be stopped by something as trivial as the rules of a single dimension.

I am a true Necromancer!

I can command the dead!

As my emotions fluctuated, the sparrow flapped its skeletal wings, joining in.

Flap, flap!

“Yeah, you’re right. Today is a celebration.”

I rushed back home and ordered some chicken.

“…He’s really enjoying it.”

Baek Seo-ha, who had just returned home after a long day at work, thought while eating the chicken her brother had ordered.

“Heh. Here, you take the drumstick.”


“Oh, uh, thanks. I’ll enjoy it.”

Whatever good thing had happened, Baek Eun-ha couldn’t hide the deep-seated smile on his face, chuckling warmly.

I wondered if he knew how adorable he looked right now?

Even while thinking that, seeing Baek Eun-ha move a chicken drumstick to her plate with what seemed like elder-like consideration, Baek Seo-ha thought,

Maybe this kind of life isn’t all bad.



 
  
    Chapter 4 : It’s dangerous outside the free house


“It will probably take at least a few days, even if I finish quickly.”

The sudden news struck me like a bolt from the blue.

“So make sure to eat well, call the number I gave you if anything happens, and if you laze around just because there’s no one at home, you won’t get any allowance next month.”

Of course, I knew this would happen sooner or later.

But now that it was right in front of me, I couldn’t help but feel gloomy.

“… Come back as soon as you can, okay?”

When I muttered with a hint of complaint, my younger sister hesitated for a moment before responding in a somewhat cheerful voice.

“I’ll be back soon.”

From now on, I too had to prepare for what was to come.

“Ugh, this is so annoying…”

Day 3 since Seo-ha left.

I muttered with a tired expression as I did the laundry.

In this day and age, an A-rank Hunter is practically regarded as the backbone of the nation and the guild.

Naturally, Seo-ha was also one of the core forces of her guild and an indispensable resource in raiding high-rank dungeons.

This time, she was dispatched to tackle a B3-rank dungeon that appeared near Songdo, so as she said before, I wouldn’t see her for a few more days.

For reference, dungeon difficulty is ranked alphabetically, with sub-levels ranging from 1 to 5 within each rank. 1 is the highest, and 5 is the lowest. 

Therefore, a B3-rank dungeon indicates a mid-level danger among the B-ranks.

‘Wasn’t the Skeleton Giant barely a B5-rank?’

Thinking about it, a B-rank dungeon must indeed be a terrifying threat to the people here.

If it were the old me, I wouldn’t have bothered with something like a Skeleton Giant, even if it were handed to me for free.

“I hate doing dishes.”

Anyway, with Seo-ha gone, I was stuck doing all the house chores myself.

It’s really unfair that I have to spend my precious time on something as trivial as washing dishes when the big event is so close.

Clatter. Clatter.

“I used to have my summons handle all these chores…”

Doing housework myself after such a long time felt incredibly awkward. 

After forcing myself to finish the three days’ worth of piled-up dishes, I sluggishly walked to my room and turned on the computer.

And then, I realized a new problem.

Click. Click.

“What’s wrong with this now?”

No matter how hard I moved the mouse, it wouldn’t budge.

Even right-clicking didn’t work, so it seemed completely disconnected.

Click. Clack.

I tried pushing the cord back in, rebooting the power, but it was all the same.

In short, the mouse was completely broken.

With Seo-ha gone, there was no one to ask for help. I could order a new one, and it would arrive in a day, but being unable to use the computer until then was out of the question.

“The big event is so close…”

Yesterday’s win rate was a whopping 75%.

Knowing that games like this need to be played while you have the momentum, giving up today’s games wasn’t an option.

But the problem was that the mouse, of all things, was broken.

Since it was a very sensitive element in terms of control, I always used the same type of mouse.

And to get it, I’d have to visit a mid-sized computer store a bit far away.

The decision was quick. Even now, the time to play a game was slipping away.

In the end, as much as I hated it, I decided to go out and buy one myself.

Beep.

Click.

Thud.

I left the house, pulling my hood down lower than usual.

The store was a bit far, and I had to pass through a big road, so I needed to minimize contact with people as much as possible.

Yet, despite my efforts, I could feel gazes gathering after just a few minutes.

With my shining silver hair and red eyes, I stood out a lot, even with my attempts to hide.

“I feel sick…”

Though things had improved, there were still many problems. Receiving such direct attention from so many people made me dizzy and gave me a stomachache.

Trying to calm my growing discomfort, I continued walking steadily.

Finally, I reached my destination.

Ding.

The door’s bell sounded, announcing the arrival of a customer.

Since the store was quite popular, there were a fair number of people inside. 

Without looking back, I picked up a mouse and headed to the counter.

Just as I was about to make the payment, something unexpected happened.

Clang!

“S-Sir!”

“What’s wrong? What happened?”

“We need to evacuate quickly! Everyone, please get outside!”

A young man suddenly burst out from the employee entrance and spoke urgently, causing everyone to stop and look at him.

Seeing the anxiety in his expression, he shouted again, unable to hide his fear.

“There was a dungeon seed in the basement warehouse! And it’s already…”

That was all he managed to say.

A powerful vibration and a loud noise followed, causing everyone to fall to the ground, unable to keep their balance.

When I regained my senses, the store was nowhere to be seen. We were surrounded by unfamiliar structures.

We had been swallowed by a dungeon.

“Aaah!”

“Call for help! Someone, call for help!”

“How? There’s no signal!”

What followed was pure chaos.

People screamed, panicked, and couldn’t think clearly.

The pandemonium was halted by a man’s rough shout.

“Everyone, shut up!”

Thud.


The man, who had quieted everyone with a single outburst, quickly assessed the situation and spoke in a low voice.

“Are you all stupid? Yelling in a dungeon like that, do you all want to die?”

“S-Sorry. I panicked…”

The man, barely acknowledging the apology, glanced around a bit more before reaching a conclusion.

“There are no signs. The monsters haven’t spread out properly yet. If you want to live, shut up and follow me.”

“…Who are you?”

“I’m a trainee Hunter. Does that matter right now?”

“N-No, let’s move.”

Thanks to the man’s quick response, the group seemed to regain some composure, but one person remained unable to do so.

That person, of course, was me.

“Ugh…”

I had barely made it to the store while enduring the stares, and now, facing the chaotic scene with all these people, I could hardly keep my wits about me.

From the moment the trainee Hunter had yelled, I was already crouched against one of the corridor walls, groaning and trying to regain my composure.

“Th-This person doesn’t seem to be in good shape…”

“Are you suggesting we take care of a patient in this situation? If you don’t want to die, come over here. We don’t have time.”

“R-Right! Student, what are you doing? Hurry up!”

A girl who looked like a high school student watched me with a worried gaze, but when people urged her on, she squeezed her eyes shut and left.

I continued to waver for a while even after they all left, before finally regaining my senses.

‘What on earth is going on…?’

Honestly, I was confused.

Even though this is the age of dungeons, things like this don’t happen often.

It’s almost certain this will be a headline on tonight’s 9 o’clock news.

I steadied myself, calming my upset stomach, and started assessing the situation.

“There really aren’t any signs.”

I had read online that right after a dungeon seed blooms, the monsters that gather in the boss room gradually spread out to their respective areas. It seemed that was true.

It was definitely a dangerous situation.

A few days ago, I would have genuinely panicked.

But things were different now. That was why I seemed so calm.

“Thank goodness I took out insurance.”

I grabbed a magic stone that I always carried for emergencies.

It was something that Song Ha-yeon had given me, imbued with death energy as a reward for her training.

If it weren’t for this, things could have gotten really bad.

I sincerely thanked my past self for obsessively watching low-tier streams that day.

“For now…”

I needed to find a place to hide as well. Even though I had a means of defense, I didn’t know how dangerous this dungeon might be.

“Oh.”

Come to think of it, Seo-ha had given me a necklace for emergencies.

She said that if I broke it, it would send a signal through the other half, didn’t she?

It had only been three days since Seo-ha’s Seongbaek Guild entered the B-rank dungeon.

I probably couldn’t get help right away, but it wouldn’t hurt to increase my chances. Without hesitation, I gripped the necklace in my right hand and crushed it.

“I think it also had a one-time-use automatic barrier function.”

I heard it would activate even if the gem was broken. If things got rough, it could be a lifesaver.

Thud.

Thud.

Just as I started to move, I felt a presence in the left corridor.

Creak.

Listening carefully, I could hear an unpleasant scraping sound and the clattering of bones.

Creak.


It was a very familiar presence, but I hadn’t summoned anything yet.

That meant…

“An undead dungeon…”

Realizing how ironic the situation had become, I couldn’t help but break out in a cold sweat.





 
  
    Chapter 5 : It’s dangerous outside the free house (2)


Meanwhile.

The first attack squad of the Cheong baek Guild, to which Baek Seo-ha belongs, was smoothly progressing through the B3-rank dungeon.

“We’re moving along faster than expected. At this rate, we might be able to finish by tomorrow.”

“According to the advance team, they’ve already scouted the boss room, so let’s recover our strength and finish the strategy afterward.”

The search results indicated that the dungeon boss this time was a Puppet Spider.

It was a moderately difficult monster—neither too easy nor too hard.

With the map reading complete, there was practically nothing left to be wary of.

Soon, the leader gave the order, and Baek Seo-ha also began packing up her equipment, ready to end today’s raid.

At that very moment, the jewel of the item hanging around Baek Seo-ha’s neck shattered.

“Uh, Seo-ha, that item…”

Knowing what that meant, Cha Hwaran gasped in shock, her eyes widening, and Baek Seo-ha instinctively clenched her fist tightly.

“A dungeon? Am I trapped in a dungeon?”

With the jewel shattered, the item’s effect allowed them to determine Baek Eun-ha’s current location.

The location was near their home; it seemed she had been caught up at a close distance when the dungeon seed bloomed.

Baek Seo-ha’s judgment was swift.

‘…What could I possibly do if I went now?’

That was only natural.

The B-rank dungeon they were in had not yet been cleared.

The chances of rescuing her brother through direct action were slim.

However, even as she had such thoughts, Baek Seo-ha’s body was already charging alone toward the dungeon’s boss room.

For her, who had lost even her parents to a dungeon disaster, this was no longer a realm where reason could take responsibility.

“Baek Seo-ha! Where are you going? Stop immediately!”

Caught off guard by the unexpected situation, the guild members hurriedly chased after her, but Baek Seo-ha was incredibly fast.

Kieek!

Kiek!

‘Annoying.’

Even though she knew the location of the boss room, there were still monsters blocking her path.

Two Poison Spiders and three Spider Halos—all B-rank monsters that were definitely not to be underestimated.

But Baek Seo-ha knew.

‘I can sweep them all away.’

If she fought with all her strength, these would never pose a threat.

Boom!

Crash!

Thwack!

She leapt with all her might, aiming her spear solely at vital points.

The Poison Spider, about to spit venom, was instantly killed, three large holes decorating its body.

It probably never even realized how it died—it was that fast.

Around that time, her companions, who had finally caught up, could only watch in awe, as if witnessing the skills of a deity.

Thwack!

She dodged poison shooting simultaneously from two directions and charged through the web strands targeting her from behind.

Swish!

Feigning a sudden stop, she narrowly avoided the front legs of the Halo Spider that was rushing along the wall.

Crack!

Thwack!

And then, a swift thrust.

With a sound like an explosion, the body of the Spider Halo burst apart.

No sane person would ever attempt such acrobatics, but the effectiveness was undeniable.

This process repeated several times, and before long, there were no monsters left in the path. It was a literal massacre.

“Was she always this strong?”

…

Baek Seo-ha’s companions, who had been hurriedly chasing after her, couldn’t close their gaping mouths as they watched.

They had never seen Baek Seo-ha act so violently and ruthlessly before.

As they followed her advancing towards the boss room like an unstoppable force, Cha Hwaran thought to herself.

Maybe her true skill level had already reached S-rank.

When I realized I had been dragged into an undead dungeon, a poorly armed skeleton welcomed me with a sword in hand.

It didn’t seem to be a warrior.

It was literally just a skeleton holding a sword.

Basic. The standard option. Like an untouched 500-won soft-serve ice cream.

“…So, this isn’t a particularly high-rank dungeon?”

At least that was a bit of luck amidst misfortune. Against an opponent like this, I was confident I could fight even barehanded.

Creak!

The skeleton, recognizing me as an enemy, began to approach, moving its short legs.

I couldn’t help but find it extremely ridiculous for some reason.

“…You’re crossing a line.”

Who doesn’t know their senior!

Wham.

Swish!

Remaining calm, I waited for the attack, easily dodged the skeleton’s swing, grabbed its arm and neck, and flipped its body over.

Boom!

Crunch!

“Ugh.”

It was heavier than I thought, so a sigh escaped, but the attack landed cleanly.

I snatched the sword from the broken skeleton’s hand and finished it off.

Crack!

“Nothing special.”

Honestly, I hadn’t expected to win this cleanly, but it felt a bit satisfying.

Then, I noticed something strange.

‘I had wondered for a while, but…

It seemed like the usual mental side effects didn’t occur against monsters.


“Heh.”

If that’s the case, then things are simple.

In a dungeon like this, where only these skeletons appear, my mental state is perfectly fine. There are no human ‘debuff totems’ around.

“Hehe.”

Does this mean I have no rivals here?

“This cold, heavy feeling…”

The sword was quite poor and crude, but thanks to that, it wasn’t too hard for my strength to wield.

It seemed like the time had come to showcase my swordsmanship, which even the sword saint had acknowledged.

Crunch.

Creak!

Creak!

Just then, more enemies seemed to approach.

I moved forward confidently, but as soon as I identified the enemies, I turned around and started to run.

Tap, tap.

“Gah.”

Three warriors, two archers, and even a mage.

Apparently, it wasn’t such a low-rank dungeon after all.

“Huff. Huff. Huff.”

Only after running until my lungs burned did I manage to barely escape the monsters’ sight.

Running made me realize this dungeon was quite spacious for something that wasn’t a high-rank dungeon.

And since it was an undead dungeon, the monsters seemed to gather in groups rather than spread out widely.

Otherwise, it would have been hard to run away like this.

“This is troublesome.”

It didn’t seem like a particularly formidable dungeon, but in my current weakened state, I didn’t think I could clear it.

If I had three mana stones instead of just one, it might have been possible, but with only one, it wasn’t.

‘I’ll just wait.’

In a dungeon of this rank, nearby hunters would be summoned and clear it soon enough. It shouldn’t be too hard to hold out until then.

As I was looking for a place to hide between the pillars in the passage, I found a guest already there.

“Gah! Ah, you are…!”

A girl, who had let out a shrill scream upon seeing me, was the same student who had followed the apprentice hunter’s group earlier.

Ah, a debuff totem.

I resisted the surging emotions and pulled my hood further down, asking in a cold tone.

“U-uh… t-the others from earlier…?”

It was truly maddening.

The girl’s response was quite unexpected.

With a trembling body, she recounted what had happened so far, one by one.

According to her, everyone, including the apprentice hunters, had either died or was in a state where their fate was unknown.

“A dungeon that dangerous shouldn’t have been wiped out so suddenly?”

It was hard to understand with my common sense.

Of course, even a basic skeleton series could be threatening to people here.

Honestly, if they were apprentice or novice hunters, they might struggle against two or three armed civilians.

It was more an issue of experience than physical specs.

But the apprentice hunter earlier seemed to have sufficient prior knowledge about dungeons.

So how did a group led by such a person get wiped out in an instant in such a spacious and quiet dungeon?

This wasn’t something that could be considered lightly.

“There… There was something scary…”

“A huge skeleton soldier suddenly charged at us…”

Listening to her words, I furrowed my brow in thought.

A giant skeleton soldier?

If what she said was true, it was most likely a Skeleton Giant.

But a Skeleton Giant, even if barely qualifying, is a B-rank monster. It shouldn’t appear in a lower dungeon.

‘So, this isn’t a lower dungeon…?’

Then what were the original skeletons and skeleton warriors I saw earlier?

They are undead that typically appear in lower dungeons, unlike the Skeleton Giant.

However, if they appear together in a higher dungeon…

‘There is a high-level undead.’

That was the only explanation.

From skeleton soldiers to giants, if they weren’t originally monsters in the dungeon but rather summons from another entity, it made sense.

In other words, the one who summoned all these creatures existed within this dungeon.

‘Things are getting strange…’

If that’s the case, a rescue team composed of just nearby hunters won’t be enough.

A properly prepared force must gather to enter the dungeon.

The girl and I held our breath and remained hidden there, as time continued to pass.


Two hours passed without any news of a rescue team, and only then did I become certain.

“This isn’t a lower dungeon.”

Boom!

Thud!

At the same time, the sound of heavy footsteps, carrying immense weight, began to echo.



 
  
    Chapter 6 : It’s dangerous outside the free house (3)


A stark white skeleton with a thin, emaciated body. 

From the description alone, it doesn’t seem like much. 

But if it stands close to three meters tall, who wouldn’t feel threatened?

The source of the heavy footsteps was none other than a Skeleton Giant.

Boom.

Creak.

Creak.

At the same time, alongside it, like subordinates following their commander, a Skeleton Mage and Archer stood in formation.

Their power was enough to make any seasoned hunter flinch. Naturally, to us ordinary people, their presence felt overwhelming, beyond imagination.

Gulp.

The girl, aware that getting caught would mean certain death, tightly shut her eyes and even held her breath.

Her attitude was commendable.

However, the real danger lay with me.

Perhaps because we were squeezed into a narrow space, the side effects were getting to me, making my stomach churn.

To put it simply, I felt like throwing up.

As we endured, suddenly, the Skeleton Mage, for some reason, began casting a spell, conjuring a fireball in the air.

Creak.

Fwoosh!

There was no sign of an imminent attack. At least, it wasn’t aimed at us.

However, unlike me, who quickly judged the situation, the girl, already tense, let out a scream at the sight.

“Kyah!”

Clack.

Creak.

All at once, every skeleton turned its head, its bones grinding against each other, and the eerie sight completely terrified the girl.

“…Come out here.”

Boom.

The skeletons began to move, and I quickly grabbed the girl’s hand and led her away.

Tap, tap.

Although it’s hard to imagine from their appearance, the Skeleton Giant is actually quite fast. Honestly, it won’t take long before it catches up to us.

However, there was a spot I had noted earlier.

A passage too narrow for the Skeleton Giant to enter. If we could reach that spot, we might just be able to shake it off.

Whoosh!

Thwack!

“Kyah!”

The Skeleton Archers fired arrows from afar, but the speed of the arrows was slow, so they weren’t a threat at this distance.

The problem was the Mage.

Even if we managed to get into the passage, if it fired a fireball into it, we would undoubtedly be roasted alive.

How to deal with it?

As I ran and pondered, something appeared in front of me, just in time.

It was the remains of the skeleton I had smashed earlier.

“Huff, huff.”

Tap, tap.

Jumping over the skeleton’s remains, I widened the distance. Just as the pursuers crossed over it, I borrowed the malice stored in the mana stone and chanted a spell.

“Corpse Explosion.”

Boom!

Crack!

It was the correct choice.

Though I couldn’t destroy the vital head, the Archer and Mage, struck from the front, could no longer chase us.

Boom!

Thud!

We entered the narrow passage we had aimed for, finally managing to shake off even the Skeleton Giant.

“Huff, huff.”

“Phew.”

After catching our breath, the girl and I quickly headed to the other side of the passage.

It would be trouble if the Mage regained its balance and pursued us.

But what awaited us on the other side was a crisis far beyond that of a mere Mage.

Creak.

Clack.

“A… Ah…”

The girl couldn’t even speak.

And it was understandable.

“Kiiik!”

“Grrr…”

Not just the Skeleton Giant, but also Revenants, Devourers, and Bone Lizardmen—all mid-level undead monsters—were staring at us with their hollow eyes.

“Gah…”

Each of them was a monster ranging from C-rank to B-rank.

For ordinary people, they were disasters beyond imagination.

The girl and I hurried back into the passage, but it was pointless. Apart from the Giant, all of them could easily fit through.

With the girl collapsing to the floor behind me, I quickly started thinking.

The first thing that came to mind was a question.

‘How did they know?’

Of course, if there was a high-ranking undead in this dungeon as expected, it could naturally share information and command its subordinates to drive us into a corner.

But if that were the case, their movements wouldn’t have been so disjointed from the moment we entered the dungeon.

At least, they weren’t receiving orders for every move they made. That much was certain.

‘Then did they simply detect us by some means?’

As I pondered deeply, I soon realized the answer and broke out in a cold sweat.

Oh, how could I have forgotten this?

“It’s because of the mana stone…”

The mana stone filled with malice. I had used it to cast a corpse explosion spell. Of course, any undead with keen senses would detect it.


In the end, it meant I had blundered.

Honestly, what choice did I have?

I had never imagined I would use malice in such a way, nor had I ever entered a dungeon before.

Noticing it beforehand would have been stranger.

I am not at fault!

However, thinking that way made me feel somewhat guilty.

“Mom…”

Especially seeing the girl next to me, lost in despair, made me feel even worse.

“…Get up.”

I grabbed the girl and lifted her up, holding my crude sword in a ready stance.

I couldn’t die here.

If so, I had to find a way out.

Swoosh.

Holding the sword, I focused on the Skeleton Mage and Archer approaching from the rear.

The Revenant and Devourer in front were C-rank monsters. If I wanted to survive, I had to break through the D-rank Mage.

The longer I hesitated, the tighter the encirclement became.

I looked for the optimal timing in a short moment and then turned around, charging back fiercely.

Whizz!

Fwoosh!

The Skeleton Archer strung an arrow.

Simultaneously, the Mage created a fireball.

Judging by its speed, the fireball would be ready in about two seconds.

I precisely measured the time as I closed the distance, watching the skeletal arms of the Archer and Mage, waiting for the moment to strike.

Click.

It moved.

Now!

Tap!

Whoosh!

Fwoosh!

Boom!

I rushed diagonally, narrowly avoiding the fireball.

In that one-second instant, a handful of my hair caught fire, releasing the scent of battle, and I felt an almost painful heat from my right shoulder to my waist.

But I wasn’t hit.

The first arrow also missed me, and the only one left was the second arrow from the remaining Skeleton Archer, which hadn’t yet been fired.

I lowered my stance, calmly observing its aim and the movement of its fingers.

Whoosh!

Thud!

At the moment of firing, I used my sword to block in the direction of its aim with both hands.

The Skeleton Archer’s arrow was not very fast.

But even so, my entire hand throbbed with pain.

I had dodged all attacks, and now I was right in front of the Mage.

Without hesitation, I aimed for its head and swung my sword.

Crack!

Thunk!

To be honest, my sword strike was pretty weak right now.

But the low-level Skeleton’s durability was just as poor.

The correctly executed, clean swing shattered the Skeleton Mage’s head accurately.

That made one down. And I was confident I could take down the remaining two before they prepared another attack.

As I charged forward, someone from behind pushed me. It was the girl who had been with me.

‘Why?’

Losing balance, I turned my head and froze.

Whoosh.

Something was flying towards us.

Upon closer inspection, it was the head of the Devourer from the other side.

‘Oh.’

I remembered reading online that some Devourers could attack by launching their own heads.

Since it was an undead type that didn’t exist on the other side, I hadn’t thought about it.

‘Life Consumption.’

It is said that those bitten by a Devourer’s teeth have their life energy drained and become living corpses.

And standing in front of the incoming Devourer’s head, as if to protect someone, was the girl, her arms spread wide.

On her face, slightly visible, was a mixture of regret over her current actions and despair at the imminent death.

I had seen that expression many times, even on the other side.

A feeling of deep displeasure surged up from deep within my chest.

It wasn’t a side effect of dimensional travel. It was purely my own emotion.

‘Who says?’

I am the Lord of Death.

Death is me, and I am death.

That was not something an undead without even life could mention, nor a realm for a human ignorant of death to meddle in with their own will.

‘Just because we mingled briefly and helped each other, you think you’re going to die for me?’

Life is not something to be taken so lightly, nor to be treated so recklessly.

The same goes for death.

That was a wrongful act and an insult.

I forcibly corrected my disrupted balance and twisted my body.

My ankle twisted painfully, and my back screamed, but I didn’t care.

I reached out in front of the girl, and the Devourer’s massive head bit down on my hand.

Crunch!

But.

“…I said I’d protect you once.”

Whoosh.

Its sharp teeth could not penetrate the white barrier that suddenly appeared. It was a one-time protective barrier embedded in the necklace Seo-ha had gifted me.

Immediately, something began to shine inside the Devourer’s mouth.

A mana stone filled with malice, which I had been holding in my hand.

Crack!

Breaking it, I threw the Devourer’s head at the Bone Lizard ahead.

And the moment the head hit, for the first time in a long while, I uttered the spell that called for death.

“Undead Call.”

Overflowing malice filled the narrow passage.

Simultaneously, the Devourer and Bone Lizard, which served as the catalyst for the spell, began to transform.

“Kieek!”

Crunch!

Crack!

Creak!

The Bone Lizard’s body started to fall apart as if being disassembled, piece by piece, forming a new shape.

Its skull became armor, its tail bones a sword.


The completed headless undead grabbed the still-floating Devourer’s head and forcefully slammed it onto its neck.

Creak!

Fwoosh!

Blood, trapped between the neck joint, gushed out like a fountain, and I watched it calmly, softly whispering its name to complete the spell.

“Halloween Knight.”



 
  
    Chapter 7 : It’s dangerous outside the free house (4)


In front of a mysterious portal located at a commercial building near Yeonsinnae, a crowd of people murmured anxiously.

“Is the B-rank Hunter support here yet?”

“There’s no time left! When are they planning to make an entry?”

“Hah, just be honest. Do you really think the people who went inside are still alive? And if there are casualties because we send in inadequate forces, will you take responsibility?”

It had been almost two hours since the dungeon appeared.

The situation was now reaching a point where the death of the civilians trapped inside seemed almost certain.

During this tense moment, a middle-aged man voiced what no one else had dared to say out loud.

Their debate was fierce, but the conclusion remained the same.

The woman who had been advocating for entry bit her lip tightly, and the young man who had been trying to mediate the situation let out a sigh.

To be honest, even they didn’t think that the people who got caught in the B4-rank dungeon were still alive.

Amidst the silence enveloping the crowd, a woman rushed in, panting heavily.

“…Has the rescue team been formed?”

“Who are you? You shouldn’t just barge in here…”

“Has it been formed?”

At Baek Seo-ha’s firm question, the young man reluctantly answered.

“As you can see, not yet.”

At those words, Baek Seo-ha immediately strode toward the entrance of the dungeon, the portal.

“Hey! What do you think you’re doing?”

“Damn it, chaos everywhere. I’m telling you, we don’t have enough people!”

The Hunters, seeing her move, hurriedly blocked her path, but when they looked into Baek Seo-ha’s eyes, they were left speechless.

Her raw emotions were clear, as if she would tear apart anyone blocking her way.

“Uh, uh…”

While everyone hesitated, Baek Seo-ha entered the dungeon alone without a moment’s hesitation.

A beat later, murmurs began to spread.

“Wasn’t that Baek Seo-ha just now?”

“Huh? Yeah, it was! I saw her from afar when I was helping out with the Cheongbaek Guild.”

“An A-rank Hunter came to help?”

“Should we just follow her in?”

Amidst the commotion, a middle-aged man spoke up, sounding perplexed.

“What nonsense is this? The Cheongbaek Guild’s first attack squad should still be raiding a dungeon.”

“Huh? Come to think of it…”

Though they couldn’t draw a conclusion, everyone present sensed that something unusual was definitely happening.

The Halloween Knight is one of the original undead I often used on the other side.

Of course, it wasn’t a high-level undead, but it boasted simple yet excellent performance in close combat.

Slash!

Crack—!

“Kahak!”

With the Halloween Knight’s might, the remaining bodies of the Devourer and Revenant were being utterly smashed to pieces.

Crack!

Creak!

Crunch!

The two remaining Skeleton Archers hurriedly tried to provide support, but they both took fair hits, their heads splitting apart.

It was certainly a favorable situation, but I kept my expression stern.

I was fully aware of the impending problems.

‘It won’t last long.’

Fortunately, the immediate crisis had been avoided, but it was created by borrowing the malice of Song Ha-yeon, a novice necromancer at best.

Naturally, its durability wouldn’t be great.

In fact, it was almost a miracle that it was performing this well.

‘Of course, taking down the Giant is out of the question…’

Even if I conserved its strength to the maximum, it would only last against about two more undead of the Devourer level.

Since I had only brought one mana stone, it was impossible to perform the same trick again.

In other words, if a rescue team didn’t arrive soon, we were as good as dead.

Calmly accepting the facts, I closed my eyes and fell silent. All I could do now was pray.

I was about to send my prayers to Cerezia, who was once called the Goddess of Harmony on the other side, when suddenly, I sensed multiple presences outside the passage again.

Creak.

Creak.

It wasn’t the rescue team; it was the presence of the undead.

I shouted inwardly, filled with betrayal.

Cerezia! How could you!

New undead soon appeared, and the girl beside me gave me a hopeful look, her face a mixture of despair and hope.

I avoided her gaze and mumbled awkwardly.

“We might die here…”

For a brief moment, the light of hope disappeared from the girl’s eyes.

Then, a new hope appeared.

Boom!

“Anyone out there, please respond!”

A voice echoed from somewhere beyond the passage.

It was an unexpected arrival, but it wasn’t hard to figure out who the voice belonged to. 

It was Seo-ha.

I had thought she would still be in the dungeon raid, but it seemed she had cleared it much faster than expected.

“Over here! Here!”

Sensing that it might be the rescue team, the girl urgently called for help, and the violent sounds of battle grew louder and closer.

Boom!

Crack!

As we held our breath and waited, we saw the Skeleton Giant, which had been guarding the outside of the passage, get its limbs shattered and blown apart.

Seeing this, I returned the Halloween Knight, whose time was running out, back to ashes.

It seemed that, somehow, we had managed to survive.

—

[New Star Baek Seo-ha Successfully Rescues Two Civilians Trapped in B4-Rank Dungeon.]


[A Role Model for Hunters: Noblesse Oblige.]

[Rushed to the Scene Right After Clearing a B3-Rank Dungeon.]

Later, it was confirmed that the dungeon that had appeared in the basement of a commercial building near Yeonsinnae was classified as B4-rank.

The boss was a Kobold Vain.

A Kobold that had lived for a long time and transformed into a monster, a lesser version of what people call a lich.

[Disaster and Safety Management Headquarters Re-emphasizes the Importance of Preemptive Measures Against Dungeon Seeds.]

While condolences poured in for the victims who couldn’t be saved, the internet was in an uproar.


	Wow, how did they survive a B-rank? Talk about luck.

	First recorded case of civilians being rescued from a B-rank dungeon. It’s making waves even in foreign news, lol.

	But seriously, Baek Seoha is insane. Rumors are that she basically cleared it solo.

	Does it make sense for a second-year awakened to solo-clear a B-rank dungeon? Total national pride booster.



Even ordinary people who had only heard a snippet of the situation were reacting like this.

Among higher-ups directly involved in the incident, Baek Seo-ha had become a hot topic of interest.

“She basically solo-cleared two B-rank bosses. And in just one day, no less.”

Somewhere in Seoul.

At a meeting hall where people from all over South Korea had gathered, a heated discussion about her continued.

“Moreover, the Puppet Spider is a boss known for its difficulty even among B-ranks.”

“Indeed, if it’s her, she could soon reach S-rank, don’t you think?”

S-rank.

The meaning of that word was by no means simple.

In the current era, there was even a saying that an S-rank Hunter was equivalent to a nation’s power.

“…To achieve this much in just two years, the possibility is high.”

Currently, South Korea has three S-rank Hunters.

There’s Seo Mina, the ‘Magician,’ Choi Hamin, known as ‘Geumgang,’ and Lee Jicheol, who is called a tyrant in both good and bad senses.

Given the population, it’s not a small number, but frankly, it’s far from enough to defend an entire nation.

“You all remember what happened in Hungary.”

When an S4-rank dungeon appeared, Hungary mobilized their only S-rank Hunter, Gerze, and dozens of A-rank Hunters.

However, failing to clear the dungeon, they lost all their national power and have since had to rely on powerful countries for survival.

There was no guarantee that something similar wouldn’t happen in Korea.

“If only Chaehwa-in had survived…”

Originally, South Korea had one more S-rank Hunter.

Or rather, it would be more accurate to say there was originally just one.

Chaehwa-in.

She was the first-generation Hunter who was the first in the world to be recognized with the S-rank title.

But she is no more.

In the days when the dungeon levels hadn’t been clearly classified, she was forced to participate in the clearing of an S-rank dungeon in the United States and lost her life.

“…I still feel the anger to this day.”

There are still many stories about that incident.

Some say the U.S., feeling threatened by Chaehwa-in’s power, plotted against her, or that they sacrificed her, a foreigner, in a crisis. While these claims are speculative, they aren’t completely dismissible.

Sending a national hero abroad under pressure and then only getting her cold body back left an indescribable sense of devastation.

“The loss was great in many ways. Truly.”

Her body is still enshrined in a corner of the Seoul Memorial Park.

Perhaps, even now, unable to find peace, she remains there.

“In any case, it’s an important time. While I think it’s unlikely given her family background as a returnee, please keep a close eye on any potential foreign efforts to poach talent.”

With those words, everyone present returned to their respective places.

After the dungeon incident, I was buried under my blanket at home, deeply immersed in surfing the internet

.

[Dungeon Incident Survivor Miss Lee: “I don’t remember much of what happened inside, it was just a series of urgent moments.”]

[Expert Yoo Haeman: “The structure of the dungeon was unusual. That’s why the survivors could find a place to hide.”]

They call this “ego-searching,” don’t they?

Checking the public reaction to the incident I experienced was surprisingly quite fun.

“Looks like the last spell worked well too.”

I had shattered the mana stone in the Devourer’s mouth, but I had saved one shard to cast a confusion spell on the girl who had been with me right before the rescue.

—

Because of that, while she might remember running away with me, she probably wouldn’t recall the finer details.


	There isn’t a single traitor who doesn’t support Baek Seoha, right?

	Baek Seo-ha! Baek Seo-ha! Baek Seo-ha! Baek Seo-ha!

	The one ray of light among the third-generation flashy wannabes…



I already knew, but seeing it firsthand on the forums, Seo-ha’s popularity was beyond what I had imagined.

Judging by the reactions, it was even greater than that of some sports stars or musicians.

—


	Still, she’s only an A-rank. She can’t compare to Shin Yuha or Choi Hamin. No matter how much people hype her up, she won’t break through.



ㄴ Her career can’t compare, but give it another year, and it might flip.

Tap, tap, tap, tap.

Whenever I saw comments criticizing Seo-ha, I would furiously type out rebuttals.

Knock, knock.

As I was wasting time like that, I heard a careful knock on my door. It was Seo-ha.

“Oppa, don’t you want to go for a walk today? Staying in your room too much is bad for your health…”

Since the dungeon incident, Seo-ha has been worried about my deteriorating health and also anxious that I might have suffered some kind of shock.

Thanks to that, I was shamelessly indulging in being lazy.

“…Can we go another time?”

“Oh, uh, okay.”

Hearing the sadness in her voice made me feel a bit solemn, but I couldn’t help it. Today, I had to finally achieve the Grandmaster promotion match that I had failed last time.

‘I can’t miss a 2-0 score.’

One more win, and I would be promoted. The chances were practically one hundred percent.

It was my third promotion match already; it was about time it happened.

Boom!

[Defeat.]


[Defeat.]

[Defeat.]

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Thud!

I turned off the computer and mercilessly pounded my blanket.



 
  
    Chapter 8: Downtown is dangerous (1)


After the recent dungeon incident, I found myself with a fundamental question.

‘……’

It was a simple one.

Had my power truly, completely disappeared?

‘This is strange.’

At the time, I didn’t think too deeply about it.

Being able to temporarily summon Halloween Knight in the dungeon, and the fact that it could swiftly defeat the Devourer, Revenants, and Skeleton Archers—all with just that one summon—I simply thought it was because I was skilled.

It wasn’t really a strange thought. After all, my abilities as a Necromancer were genuinely remarkable.

However, looking back now, there are some parts that remain suspicious.

‘No matter how talented I am, could a mere novice Necromancer accomplish that with just a handful of tricks?’

It wasn’t a matter of skill; it was a matter of resources.

Thinking about it rationally, it made more sense to assume that there was another factor at play.

Thus, I formulated a hypothesis.

“What if my power didn’t actually disappear?”

What if it was just in a state where I couldn’t perceive or use it?

‘……’

For instance, imagine a canvas completely covered in white paint, representing my power.

Now, imagine that the canvas is overlaid with black paint, making it impossible to see or recognize.

I think that’s similar to what’s happened to me now.

Of course, it could just be a baseless assumption. But, it didn’t seem entirely impossible.

‘Honestly, the idea that such immense power could vanish without a trace is even stranger.’

That was the part I couldn’t accept from the beginning.

No matter the reason, would it really be that simple to completely erase such tremendous power in an instant?

Absolutely not.

Therefore, it suggested that some kind of trick or deception might have been employed.

Once my thoughts reached that point, it was easy to draw a conclusion.

‘…It makes sense.’

I nodded, still wrapped in my blanket.

It was an idea that came to me while I was feeling down after failing to rank up in Go, but it was a hypothesis I could fully accept.

Realizing this, what I had to do was simple.

*Roll.*

“Then what? Nothing changes anyway.”

In reality, if I couldn’t find a way to remove the black paint that covered it, it meant nothing at all.

With a gloomy face, I turned on the computer again.

Click.

Whirr.

‘But still….

There is one thing I’m certain of.

If I awaken,

I’ll probably be able to perceive the true form hidden beneath that black paint.’

#

“Thank you for your hard work today!”

“That was amazing. This is the first time I’ve seen it cleared so smoothly.”

“Hehe, it was nothing.”

Baek Eun-ha’s online disciple, Song Ha-yeon, had recently gained quite a bit of fame.

Buzz buzz.

“That’s her.”

“Wow, cleared in just four hours again?”

“At this rate, she’ll be entering B-level dungeons soon enough…

Only three months after earning her apprentice badge, she’s already at C-rank. There are even rumors that, despite her lack of experience, the Association has provisionally classified her as B-rank.”

Furthermore, as a rare Necromancer-type Awakener in Korea, the attention she received was even greater.

[C-Rank Hunter Song Ha-yeon! Surpasses 50 Dungeon Clears!]

[Fearsome Growth, Noteworthy Progress.]

[Comparing Her to the Current S-Rank Hunters During Their Lower Ranks?]

Some impatient experts were already asserting that she would one day surpass A-Rank and reach S-Rank.

‘No matter how you look at it, I think that’s an overestimation…’

Song Ha-yeon herself was honestly bewildered by all this attention.

It was hard for her to believe that the so-called genius or talent that people talked about really existed within her.

‘It’s all thanks to that person.’

The teachings of Hell Lord 12 were truly astounding.

Now that quite some time had passed since she sought to learn, she had a vague idea of the kind of position he held.

‘He must have unimaginable skills.’

The more she learned about Necromancy, the more certain she became that he was an existence beyond comprehension.

To be honest, Song Ha-yeon was now convinced of Hell Lord 12’s identity.

“S-Rank Hunter. Helena.”

Known as Hel, named after the goddess of the underworld in Norse mythology, she was most likely Hell Lord 12.

‘There’s no other Necromancer with this level of skill.’

Therefore, Song Ha-yeon was genuinely stunned.

Ba-bam!

[Helena has donated 80,000,000 won!]

“Wow! Thank you so mu—… huh?”

She was utterly shocked when an individual who seemed to be her appeared during a live broadcast she was doing for a break the next day.

“Huh? What in the world…? No, wait, is it really you?”

At first, it was hard to believe, but viewers who had verified it during her moment of confusion confirmed that it was indeed Helena.

And Helena, speaking to the utterly flustered Song Ha-yeon, said:

—I’m interested.

“Yes?”

I plan to visit Korea next week. Could you meet me?

As if a bomb were about to go off, things were about to explode in a spectacular way.


#

“…A party?”

“Yes, it’s a bit different, but that’s not a wrong way to put it.”

It seemed that an event where influential figures from various countries were gathering would be held in Korea.

“Are you going too?”

“I didn’t really want to leave home at a time like this, but I received a special request to attend.”

“…..”

It seemed another trial was coming my way.

It was the middle of summer, so I also had to frequently take out the food waste, and my future already looked bleak.

Noticing my darkened expression, Seo-ha quickly seemed to ponder something and spoke up.

“Ah, or do you want to come along, oppa?”

“…Me?”

That would be impossible.

If I went to a place with so many people, I’d surely be overwhelmed and mentally break down.

“You could just rest in the hotel without participating in the event, so wouldn’t that be fine?”

“A hotel…”

Thinking of it that way, it didn’t sound too bad. A leisurely life in a luxurious hotel, basking in air conditioning.

As long as I had my computer and smartphone, it would be surprisingly comfortable.

“…Should I go?”

“Yes! I’ll take care of everything, so let’s go together.”

Seo-ha answered with an excited expression, as if she hadn’t expected me to accept.

And so, I stepped outside for the first time in quite a while.

Dragged along by Seo-ha’s hand.

Buzz.

Buzz.

“Why are we suddenly coming to a place like this…”

“Even if you’re not participating in the event, you can’t go looking like a bum, right?”

Fortunately, it wasn’t a department store. I had sensed her intentions and resisted with all my might.

However, even a clothing store in a bustling area naturally had many people. I had no choice but to walk with my face buried against Seo-ha’s shoulder.

She seemed to be in an unusually good mood—probably just my imagination, right?

“We won’t stay longer than necessary, so let’s quickly buy what we need and leave. That should be okay, right?”

“…I’m not wearing anything too frilly.”

With my face still buried, I picked out clothes, ignoring the shop assistant’s explanations and mindlessly trying on whatever Seo-ha handed me.

The shopping ended in less than 40 minutes.

Feeling guilty about my lack of enthusiasm, I glanced at Seo-ha, but she seemed more than satisfied with even that much.

“Oh, there’s the car.”

After saying she had a few things to take care of, Seo-ha went off, leaving me to rest in the car.

No matter what, she was still overprotective.

I felt a little annoyed as I turned on my smartphone.

Ding.

[JP: Look at this. Doesn’t it look delicious?]

Right on cue, a notification chimed from the messenger.

In reality, the only contacts I had were Seo-ha and some hospital staff, but I did have internet friends.

When I clicked on the message, a picture of a very fancy parfait appeared.

It was the usual food bragging between friends.

Tap. Tap.

As I typed a half-hearted reply, I also spotted an ice cream shop in the corner of my vision.

‘…….’

I had a sudden craving for something sweet.

After a moment of hesitation, I opened the car door, pulled my hat down tightly, and headed toward the ice cream shop.

I planned to buy one for myself and one for Seo-ha, who had put in the effort.

‘That much should be doable without any trouble.’

It was my own doing, but my little sister worried way too much.

I confidently walked in and smoothly placed my order.

“P-Pistachio, and, uh, one strawberry…”

“Oh, yes! I’ve got your order!”

The clerk who took my order seemed to chuckle a little for some reason, but that was probably just my imagination.

Feeling drained, I turned back toward the car, but with my hat obscuring my vision, I accidentally bumped lightly into a passerby.

“Ugh.”

It wasn’t a hard impact, but in trying to regain my balance, I ended up dropping the ice cream I was holding in my right hand.

My pistachio!

At that very moment, a delicate, fair hand shot out and caught the ice cream, steadying me as well.

“Are you okay?”

When I stayed silent at the sudden foreign language, the woman switched languages and asked again.

“Your appearance is quite unique, so… Are you Korean?”

“…Yes.”

I looked up and met the eyes of a woman with green hair tinged with blue and eyes of a similar hue. Her complexion was youthful yet sophisticated. Instinctively, I felt it.

This woman was dangerous.

‘She feels… different.’

As I mentioned before, I can’t currently sense things like death energy.


However, regardless of that, there are things one can recognize at a glance.

Like now.

From this woman in front of me, I sensed the lingering traces of lost souls.

And they were very strong.






 
  
    Chapter 9: Downtown is dangerous (2)


If I got involved with her, it would be extremely dangerous.

Her very presence felt different from the people walking along the street.

Sensing that unusual something, I hurried to leave the area.

But the woman grabbed my arm with one hand.

“Stop right there.”

“Hiik.”

I am really not resistant to being touched. When anyone other than Seo-ha touches my bare skin, my mind goes completely blank.

Seeing my confusion, she lowered her face to meet my gaze.

Her eyes seemed to peer deeper, and deeper still.

Perhaps, just as I sensed something from her, she also sensed something from me.

‘Is she challenging me?’

Since I came out with Seo-ha, I hadn’t brought any magic stones.

The woman watched me uneasily dart my eyes around and gently touched my cheek, brushing something off with her finger while giving me a soft smile.

“You’ve got some ice cream on you.”

“Oh. Uh… yes.”

The woman chuckled and, leaving just a few words, turned her body around.

“How cute.”

“……”

I didn’t quite understand what had just happened, but it seemed like the immediate crisis had passed.

Looking down at the ice cream that was beginning to melt, I pulled my hat down again and started walking away.

I couldn’t help but think that my luck had been particularly bad lately.

#

A luxury café in downtown Seoul.

In that unique space, which even had private rooms, a woman sat, looking extremely timid.

That woman was Song Ha-yeon.

‘There are places like this in the world…’

For someone who had always relied on franchise coffee shops, this was quite an unfamiliar place.

She felt like an important person for some reason.

But she couldn’t indulge in that feeling. The person she was about to meet was not just a feeling; she truly was a very important person.

Tap.

Tap.

Clack.

Feeling the leisurely opening of the door, Song Ha-yeon stiffened like a statue and turned her head.

“Nice to meet you. It’s our first time seeing each other.”

The woman before her was the famous European S-Rank Hunter, Helena.

Faced with that dazzling presence, Song Ha-yeon found it hard to keep her composure.

‘Is every S-Rank like this?’

Even their very aura was different.

That calm yet heavy pressure—no doubt, beneath that serene exterior lay a massive power akin to a hurricane.

“H-Hello!”

“There’s no need to be so nervous.”

Helena smiled like a girl her age and took a seat. That smile seemed to ease some of Song Ha-yeon’s tension.

‘Still, she looks younger than I expected…’

Not that she looked like a child, of course. But amid the undeniably beautiful features, there was an inexplicable hint of youthfulness.

To put it simply, she looked like one of those noble princesses from old stories.

“Is there something on my face?”

“Oh, no. I’m sorry. I just couldn’t help but look…”

“Haha, even if that’s just flattery, it makes me happy.”

Displaying another gentle smile, Helena finally began to state her true purpose.

“Well then, there are quite a few things I’d like to ask you.”

“Oh, yes! Please, go ahead!”

“Then, without holding back…”

Her first question completely overturned all of Song Ha-yeon’s expectations.

“Was it the Red Skeleton? How did you create that?”

“Oh… the Skeleton Masher?”

“So that’s what you call it.”

Though she didn’t show her surprise outwardly, Song Ha-yeon realized from just that one exchange that everything she had thought up until now was completely wrong.

‘W-was she really not my mentor?’

Honestly, something had seemed off from the start.

The image of Hell Lord 12 I had spoken with and Helena didn’t quite match.

But it was also true that I had thought Helena was the only one who could possess such deep knowledge of necromancy.

“Actually, I’m a bit different from a traditional necromancer, but the undead you’ve shown in your videos had many intriguing aspects.”

“Oh, is that so…?”

It wasn’t Helena.

Then, who on earth was Hell Lord 12?

But now wasn’t the time to dwell on that question.

‘How much should I tell her?’

Knowing that Helena was different from my mentor, I couldn’t just tell her everything straightforwardly.

Even though it was just an online mentor-student relationship, having never met in person, it was still my duty as a disciple.

‘But…’

The person in front of me was someone I absolutely shouldn’t underestimate.

Helena rarely engaged in public activities, so I had no idea what she was really like.

Who knows? No matter how elegant she seemed, she could turn into a maniac like Hitler in the blink of an eye if provoked.

Song Ha-yeon was usually optimistic, but she knew when to be cautious. If someone was S-Rank, they could probably bury a person without breaking a sweat.

Rather than risk provoking her, it seemed better to show some honesty while revealing just enough of the truth.

“Ah, to be precise, I didn’t create them from scratch…”

“…What do you mean by that?”

“Most of my necromancy skills were taught by my mentor, so there’s a limit to what I can disclose.”

“A mentor?”


That must have seemed like a rather odd story to Helena.

After all, as far as anyone knew, there was no necromancer in Korea as skilled as she was.

So her next question was only natural.

“Then, who exactly is this mentor of yours?”

“….”

Song Ha-yeon hesitated for a moment, but her decision was quick.

“I’m afraid I can’t tell you that.”

A firm answer. It was a clear indication that she would not discuss this matter further.

“…I see.”

For a brief moment, Helena’s eyes changed. But it vanished almost instantly.

“Then, I won’t ask any more about that. Let’s talk about something else.”

Unlike the tense Song Ha-yeon, Helena continued the conversation with a smile.

About an hour later, after they had finished their conversation, both were preparing to leave.

‘She might have been a nicer person than I thought.’

A small smile appeared on Song Ha-yeon’s lips as she stepped out of the café.

She had met the S-Rank hunter she had only heard of in stories, received various pieces of advice, and even a valuable gift. It seemed like it would be an unforgettable memory for her.

And after Song Ha-yeon had completely left, Helena, who remained, dialed a number with a meaningful smile.

Tap.

Ring… Ring…

After a few rings, she immediately spoke to the person who answered the call.

“Yes. Investigate everyone around her. Use any means necessary, and find out even the smallest details.”

Helena was the type of person who had to check things out whenever something piqued her curiosity.

#

“Oppa, we’ve arrived.”

“…Yeah.”

I blinked, lifting my face from Seo-ha’s shoulder.

Finally, the day had come.

When I first stepped out of the house, I regretted my decision, thinking it was a pointless endeavor. But when I finally arrived at the hotel room, it was truly luxurious.

“…Is this a standard room?”

“Huh? Of course not. I don’t know much, but it’s a better one.”

Well, Seo-ha is still an A-Rank Hunter. She’s the kind of person the country has to treat with the utmost respect.

‘Looks ridiculously expensive.’

Was it really okay to just lie around here and play on my computer?

That thought didn’t last long. The comfort was beyond my expectations, and I immediately set up the laptop and equipment I had brought along.

Maybe this place was heaven.

“I’ll be out for the event in the evening, but I’ll ask them to prepare dinner in the room for you.”

“Got it.”

“If you need anything, just use the phone connected to the room. You… can handle that, right?”

“I can manage that much.”

She worries too much.

I responded in a slightly annoyed tone.

After a few hours of lounging around, Seo-ha came out into the living room, dressed in an elegant outfit. She looked completely like a celebrity.

“…You look great.”

“Thanks. I’ll be back.”

Soon, the room fell silent.

‘Since the environment’s different, maybe a ranked match isn’t the best idea…’

I logged into the RPG game I usually played and sent a message to an online friend.

Tap tap.

[Going on a raid, come join.]

Ding.

[JP: Ah, sorry. Work’s running late today, can’t make it.]

Really, they’re never helpful when it counts. The limitations of an incompetent cyber friend.

“….”

As I continued killing time alone, the intercom in the room suddenly chimed.

It seemed like dinner had arrived.

“I-I’m coming.”


Thud.

Quickly, I wrapped the blanket around my head and stumbled to the door, opening it clumsily.

However, there was no one there with dinner.

Instead, there was someone who definitely didn’t look like a hotel staff member.

“Uh, who are you?”
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Standing before me was a large man.

Or rather, he had a well-built, muscular frame that looked enormous compared to my height.

“Uh…”

The man seemed just as startled as I was.

He was staring at me with an expression that seemed to ask, “What is this creature?” It was clear he hadn’t come here for me.

“Who are you?”

I was surprised at my own words.

Because of my condition, I usually couldn’t speak casually to anyone except Seo-ha, but now the words flowed out effortlessly.

Come to think of it, my usual aversion wasn’t acting up, either.

There had only been two instances like this before.

The first was with Seo-ha.

And the second was when I faced a monster in a dungeon.

Whoosh!

“Ugh?”

I quickly threw the blanket at the man and jumped back to create some distance. With a cold tone, I asked, “What’s your identity?”

“Identity? I’m just…”

“A monster wearing human skin?”

The man, hearing this, gave a meaningful smile before quietly starting to laugh.

“Oh, you’ve got quite a good instinct there.”

Just as I began to look for an escape route, the man scratched his head awkwardly and spoke.

“So, even at this level, I guess my strength leaks out no matter how hard I try to conceal it. Sorry if I startled you.”

“…..”

“Yeah, if you could feel my monstrous power, I suppose that reaction isn’t unwarranted. Honestly, being this strong has its downsides too.”

The man puffed up his chest proudly, as if bragging.

Watching him, I wondered to myself.

Who is this idiot?

“And what about Seo-ha? I heard she was supposed to be here.”

“Uh…”

Now it was my turn to be confused. Was he really not a monster?

“Seo-ha went out for the event.”

“What? There are still two hours until it starts!”

It seemed like a conversation was necessary at this point.

#

What Choi Ha-min, known in the world as “Geumgang,” an S-Rank Hunter and Korea’s first returnee, saw when he opened Baek Seo-ha’s hotel room door was a pure white girl.

Silver hair that sparkled in the light, and eyes like red gemstones.

The girl, who had a blanket wrapped around her head, looked like a fairy straight out of a story.

Then, all of a sudden, she threw the blanket and began to eye him warily like a stray cat. It seemed she was the type of Hunter with a sharp intuition.

A monster, huh?

Perhaps in his current state, he was closer to that than to a human.

Choi Ha-min gave a bitter smile internally as he began speaking with the girl.

And soon, they came to understand each other’s identities.

“So, I’ve heard of you. You’re that returning survivor who’s part of Seo-ha’s family.”

“…..”

Given that they had both gone through similar experiences, Choi Ha-min and Baek Eun-ha quickly became friendly.

Once the initial conversation wrapped up, Baek Eun-ha, looking impatient, asked him a question.

“How did you awaken after returning to Earth?”

Choi Ha-min, despite being a returnee, was also clearly classified as an Awakener.

However, not quite understanding the question, Choi Ha-min just looked at Baek Eun-ha with a puzzled expression.

Sensing his gaze, she muttered with a dissatisfied look.

“…Why?”

“Well, I was just wondering what you meant. Any returnee with power automatically becomes an Awakener as soon as they return to Earth, right?”

At least, that’s how Choi Ha-min understood it.

“Huh?”

Baek Eun-ha widened her eyes in surprise, tilting her head as if hearing this for the first time.

It wasn’t quite Choi Ha-min’s type, but he had to admit, she looked quite cute.

As he explained further, Baek Eun-ha let out a frustrated complaint.

“Then why didn’t I?!”

“Who knows? It’s hard to say. If someone didn’t accumulate power on the other side, maybe, but I’ve never heard of anyone losing their power during the transfer.”

In fact, he knew the real reason from what Baek Seo-ha had previously told him.

All of Baek Eun-ha’s memories were self-altered, and naturally, the power she remembered having didn’t exist.

But since he couldn’t reveal that, Choi Ha-min hid his regret and played along with her.

After consoling the whining Baek Eun-ha for quite some time, she finally calmed down and collected herself.

Seeing this, he was reminded of his younger sister’s demeanor from back in the day. A smile naturally formed on Choi Ha-min’s face as he recalled the day of their reunion.

“Still, you returned safely, didn’t you? Seo-ha would think that’s more than enough.”

“Of course, but…”

They had talked about all they wanted to. Now, it was time to change the subject.

“So, Seo-ha went to Building C?”

“Yes.”

“…But the event is at the hall in Building A, right?”

“Huh?”

Departing two hours early, among other things, seemed strange.

Choi Ha-min looked at Baek Eun-ha, who wore a confused expression, and asked.

“Shall we go pick her up together?”

#

Two days before the invited event was to take place.

Helena, an S-Rank Hunter renowned across Europe, examined the information she had received with a puzzled expression.

“Well, this is quite curious.”

Initially, she had planned to use her status and power if a simple investigation wasn’t sufficient, but to her surprise, the background check on Song Ha-yeon ended quite easily.

They had managed to locate the mentor who taught her necromancy.


“So, they only met through an internet broadcast…?”

It seemed that they had switched to another means of communication midway, but as long as the initial record existed, the rest was straightforward.

The owner of the account turned out to be living in a high-end apartment complex in Seoul.

And that’s where the problem emerged.

‘Baek Seo-ha.’

Helena knew her name.

Baek Seo-ha was a famous Hunter, not just in Korea but globally, and Helena had a personal interest in her, unrelated to this case.

But something about it didn’t sit right.

As far as Helena knew, Baek Seo-ha was a highly skilled spearmaster.

“Just a smoke screen for spearmanship?”

It was hard to see it that way, but there was still a slight chance.

As she continued to ponder, new information arrived from the awakened intelligence agent she had hired.

It concerned another individual living in the same house.

“Interesting.”

They hadn’t been able to confirm whether it was a man or a woman, but they were certain that this person was a family member of Baek Seo-ha.

“In that case, I should start with the closer target.”

Having made her decision, Helena sent a discreet message to Baek Seo-ha, expressing her desire to discuss a certain secret.

And so, today’s meeting was arranged.

“What’s your reason for calling me here?”

At the special training grounds in Building C, a facility originally designed for other purposes but later modified to accommodate high-rank hunters’ training and interactions.

“Well, I wonder what my reason could be?”

“Sorry, but I didn’t come here for idle chatter.”

Baek Seo-ha’s tone was cold.

She had likely already realized that Helena had been investigating her, so it wasn’t surprising.

“Don’t be too hasty. I’m still trying to figure things out myself.”

Helena smiled slightly, observing Baek Seo-ha’s reaction.

And she thought to herself, ‘Maybe it’s not her after all?’

If Baek Seo-ha truly had deep knowledge of necromancy, she wouldn’t be standing here so calmly in front of Helena.

[Groan.]

[Wail…]

[Growl.]

At the very least, she would have sensed the presence of the dead souls that filled the training grounds.

“A bit disappointing.”

During their brief encounter, Helena had at least ten opportunities to kill Baek Seo-ha.

It seemed that the rumors of her being close to S-Rank were nothing more than idle gossip from impatient talkers.

Just as Helena was about to leave, having lost interest, Baek Seo-ha responded with a mocking smile.

“Heh.”

“If you want to test me, I don’t particularly mind.”

She cast a sideways glance, and there, a restless dead soul, eager to claim a human soul, was twisting its body.

This meant that she had noticed everything from the very beginning.

“Ah…”

Realizing this, Helena’s expression shifted. A red glow, mixed with malice, began to swirl in her jewel-like green eyes.

Unable to hold back, she finally spoke.

“Let’s just say we met before the event and decided to engage in some light exercise together.”

The air was filled with an overwhelming, suffocating deathly aura.

“That should make for a good story.”

#

“H-Hey! Hold on! Slow down! Ugh.”

Thud.

Thud.

Thud.

For some reason, Choi Ha-min suddenly picked me up and started running toward Building C with a serious expression.

Carrying me in the so-called “princess carry” position.

“If you’re going to do this… at least…”

“Huff… Carry me on your back!”

“There’s no time for that. Seo-ha is in danger.”

“What?”

It seemed like a sudden statement, but Choi Ha-min’s face was serious. So, I bit my tongue and let myself be carried.

Boom!

Bang!

Inside the training grounds of Building C, where we finally arrived, there were sounds of explosions like those in a war movie.

“Tsk.”

Clicking his tongue, Choi Ha-min quickly manipulated the controls to unlock the entrance, allowing us to enter the long corridor inside the building.

Whoosh.

Rustle.

The scene inside was devastating.

The interior of the building, made of what appeared to be sturdy material, was completely wrecked.

“Did just two people cause all of this…?”

With a surprised expression, Choi Ha-min swung his arm strongly.

Whoosh!

As the dust cleared, two figures began to come into clear view.

One was Seo-ha, of course, and the other had a strangely familiar face.

It was the woman I had met in the busy street.

“Huff, huff… Oppa? How did you get here?”

Seo-ha asked in surprise, but, still reeling from the rapid sprint, I was in no state to answer.

“…Impressive.”

After a moment of silence, while catching her breath with her hand on her spear, the woman spoke to Seo-ha.

“I heard you were close to S-Rank.”

“To me, it doesn’t seem like ‘close’ is the right word,” Seo-ha replied.

The woman, wearing a bewitching smile, chuckled softly before continuing.

“But in the end, it seems I was wrong about this one.”

Then she turned her gaze towards me—intensely, piercingly.

Choi Ha-min, sensing this, furrowed his brows and responded.

“Helena, is it? What’s the meaning of this chaos?”

“Chaos? I was just having a little fun, that’s all.”

“Do you think such wordplay will work?”

Choi Ha-min appeared genuinely angry. He seemed like a completely different person from the one who had been making lighthearted jokes with me earlier.

Seeing this, Helena raised her hand in a calming gesture and spoke.

“Don’t be so harsh. I was simply curious about a few things. In the end, neither of them has any visible wounds, right?”

To be fair, she was right.

Considering the signs of what seemed like a pretty intense battle, there were surprisingly few injuries on their bodies.

It meant that both of them had been holding back to some extent during their fight.

“Oh, come on. The event hasn’t even started, and we’re already causing trouble. This is not good.”

“I’ll be more careful.”

With those words, Helena turned and left.

In her final moment, she sent another intense, longing look my way.

After a brief silence, Seo-ha stomped over and abruptly scolded Choi Ha-min.

“What are you thinking, bringing him here of all places?”

“Huh? No, I just thought…”


“Did you forget everything I told you? I said he needs to be managed like a newborn in an incubator!”

“Well, come on, I’m not that helpless…”

“And you’re a problem too! Didn’t I tell you not to follow just anyone around? Why did you come with such a suspicious person?”

“Well, I…”

In the end, I got another earful from Seo-ha, completely chewed out once more.
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As soon as the bewildering situation ended, I was guided back to the hotel by the two of them, where I finally found some rest.

“I really don’t like being outside…”

Enjoying the perfect combination of cool air and a warm blanket, the events from earlier flashed through my mind.

‘Quite interesting.’

Though some parts were a bit aggravating, the information I got from Choi Ha-min, who was also a returnee, was quite valuable.

Returnees automatically awaken as soon as they return to Earth. But I didn’t fall under that category.

There were two possible reasons for this.

‘First, because I didn’t follow the standard procedure.’

Unlike the other returnees who were brought back to Earth by some unknown force, I found my own way to return here.

It might not seem like a big difference, but problems usually arise from such minor details.

‘And the second reason…’

Maybe it was simply because I was too strong.

“…It could certainly be possible.”

It felt a little embarrassing to say, but it wasn’t self-flattery. It was a serious hypothesis.

I didn’t know who was responsible for this “awakening,” but it was possible they considered my power a threat for some reason.

‘…..’

There was something that kept bothering me about my encounter with Choi Ha-min.

Why didn’t my usual aversion trigger with him?

And what exactly were the boundaries of this side effect?

First, both dungeon monsters and Choi Ha-min, who were exempt from my anxiety symptoms, had one thing in common: they possessed powers from another realm.

If that were the case, perhaps the range of this side effect was limited strictly to beings on Earth.

In other words, it might be intended to prevent me from harming Earth’s creatures. I was forming a hypothesis along these lines.

When I thought about it, this connected in several ways to the earlier conversation.

‘Of course, there’s also Seo-ha’s case, so I can’t be certain yet.’

If I could meet other returnees, I might be able to get closer to the answer.

With those thoughts in mind, I immersed myself in gaming for several hours.

Then, once again, I heard the sound of the intercom signaling a visitor.

“Who is it this time…?”

I grumbled as I walked toward the door, but this time, I remembered to check the visitor through the intercom camera.

“…..”

The moment I saw who it was, I immediately knew.

It was the S-Rank Hunter, Helena, who had had some trouble with Seo-ha earlier.

I froze in place and held my breath.

Maybe if I pretended not to be here, she would just go away?

Of course, that was wishful thinking.

“I know you’re in there. Are you not going to let me in?”

“Well, I… I promised not to let anyone in…”

“I could open the door from my side, you know.”

“…Fine, I’ll open it right away.”

I reluctantly gave in and quietly opened the door.

I was well aware that with an S-Rank Hunter’s strength, opening a locked door would be no trouble at all.

Helena stepped in, her dark teal hair flowing behind her.

“We met briefly before, didn’t we?”

“…..”

She wore an enchanting smile, but the intensity of her gaze was unmistakable. Whether it was for a good or bad reason, she clearly had business with me.

“I don’t have much time, so I’ll get straight to the point.”

Helena smiled again, as if she already knew everything, and asked me directly.

“Are you hiding your power?”

“….”

I could only look at her with a blank expression.

I mean, I didn’t even have any power to hide at the moment.

Apparently, she didn’t catch on to that because she continued speaking right away.

“You’re a returnee.”

“Well, yes, that’s true…”

“And you’re the one who taught Song Ha-yeon, right?”

I couldn’t help but feel a little startled at her mention of that name. I hadn’t expected her to bring up Song Ha-yeon so suddenly.

But that did help me understand why this situation had escalated like this.

Clearly, she must have become curious after finding out about my connection to Song Ha-yeon and decided to investigate.

‘I didn’t expect things to turn out like this…’

Perhaps the trouble she caused with Seo-ha was related to this as well.

I remained silent for a moment, thinking about how to respond. I had no idea how she might react if I answered carelessly.

Noticing my hesitation, Helena’s smile grew wider as she extended her hand toward me.

“…I suppose you’re not planning to tell me willingly. In that case, I’ll ask your soul directly.”

“Wha…?”

I had every intention of telling her!

I was just thinking about how to say it!

But before I could even express my objection, my vision started to blur.

And just like that, I lost consciousness in an instant.

#

Helena, as an S-Rank Hunter, had a profound understanding of necromancy. In that field, she was truly a versatile and talented individual.

Naturally, she could also perform techniques like drawing out a person’s soul to extract a confession, just as she was doing now.

Whoosh.

“Show me. Show me your soul.”

Through their brief conversation, she sensed that the girl in front of her—Baek Eun-ha—held the answer she sought.

With an eager smile, Helena began to summon the soul of Baek Eun-ha.

Srrrk.

Of course, she had no intention of causing harm. After obtaining the answers, she would erase the memories of this encounter thoroughly. That should resolve any problems.

But the moment she glimpsed the form of the soul, all those thoughts vanished from her mind.

‘What… what is this?’


She had summoned the soul, but she couldn’t see it clearly.

Something like chains were tightly binding the entire soul, completely encasing it.

Helena had used this method dozens of times before, but this was the first time she had encountered such a case. For the first time in a long while, she felt her heart racing.

What she didn’t know, she had to find out.

Only then could she feel at ease.

Clink, clink.

Helena carefully manipulated her deathly aura, peeling away a portion of the chains, and immediately felt a wave of disturbance.

Whoosh!

‘Ah.’

Suddenly, the world turned black.

She couldn’t see anything.

It wasn’t that her vision was impaired.

It was simply that the deathly aura that had burst forth had instantly filled the entire room.

“What… is this…?”

It was thick.

So unbearably thick.

Even the high-ranking undead, the liches she had encountered in dungeons, did not possess such an aura.

To put it simply, it was on a completely different level.

“…Ah.”

Instinctively, she knew.

Helena was on the verge of touching something that should never be opened.

But she found it impossible to resist.

‘I want to see a bit more.’

Clink.

Clink, clink.

Helena, as if mesmerized, began to peel away more of the chains.

Layer after layer.

And at some point, she started to regret her actions.

“Ah…”

What she heard next was a scream.

The lament of specters, the wails of ravenous spirits trapped in hell.

She couldn’t tell if it was reality or a hallucination, but it felt as if those sounds were truly echoing in her ears. Her mind went numb, and her five senses seemed to malfunction, failing to operate properly.

Only then did Helena realize.

The overwhelming deathly aura from before was only a fraction of the being before her.

This was something that should not exist in this world.

It was hard to believe that something like this could even take the shape of a human, however faintly.

It was, quite literally, a living death.

Helena found herself frozen in place like a mouse before a cat, unable to move a single step.

Cold sweat poured down her face, and her hands and feet trembled uncontrollably.

And yet, even in this state, her brain frantically tried to process the new information she had learned.

Humans, when confronted with the ultimate terror, unknowingly start to shed tears.

‘Oh…’

Helena knew instinctively.

She was going to die here.

Not just die, but die with her eyes open, her soul consumed until not even a trace of her essence remained.

And that devoured soul would be bound to this presence before her for all eternity, suffering endlessly as punishment for her audacity.

Literally, until the end of the world.

Just as Helena was sinking into despair, in that very instant, the world flipped upside down.

Clink, clink.

For some reason, the unraveled chains began to move on their own, returning to their original positions, and the soul enveloped in deathly aura vanished back into Baek Eun-ha’s body.

Whoosh.

“Huff, huff…”

She had no idea what had just happened.

And at this moment, she didn’t even want to know.

As her vision cleared, Helena could only stare blankly, wiping away the tears from her face with a stunned expression.

#

“Uh, um…”

I was completely bewildered, staring at the woman in front of me, unsure of what to do.


I clearly remembered her reaching out her hand toward me, but after that, everything went blank. Now, as I regained my senses, she looked dazed, her body trembling as if she had lost her spirit.

“P-please, calm down…”

The confident, laid-back demeanor she had earlier was nowhere to be found.

Her beautiful eyes were now reddened, as if she had been crying, and her trembling body had grown cold, its warmth lost.

It took a very long time to calm down the utterly shattered Helena.
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“…I see. So, you’ve lost your power and ended up in this state.”

After somehow calming Helena down, I listened to her account of the situation, and in turn, I told her mine.

Although her actions were a bit annoying, it seemed she hadn’t meant to cause any harm. And seeing her in her current, rather fragile state, I didn’t feel any hostility toward her.

No matter how powerful an S-Rank Hunter she was, it would have been laughable to go all out against someone who was only twenty-two years old.

‘I’m not a child. I should show the maturity of an adult.’

I nodded with satisfaction.

In truth, it was a mental victory.

Even if I didn’t forgive her, there wasn’t much I could do anyway. As I’ve mentioned before, I’m little more than a fallen leaf on the side of the road right now. If I made a fuss, I could easily be crushed.

“Amazing…”

We were now exchanging information. Helena glanced at me repeatedly, still somewhat cautious.

The shock she had experienced earlier probably hadn’t completely worn off.

“Regaining your power through awakening… I think it’s certainly possible,” she said.

Helena was right.

Based on what she had told me, my power had not disappeared but had merely gone dormant.

I could now be sure.

Becoming an Awakener was the key to reclaiming my strength.

And already, due to the incident just now, something had changed within me.

[Baek Eun-ha]

▶ Title

▶ Level

The status window, often described as the hallmark of an Awakener, appeared in front of my eyes as I regained my senses.

But it seemed incomplete, like something that hadn’t fully manifested yet.

‘…Well, at least there’s a change.’

I could see the evidence just by looking at Helena right in front of me.

Rustle.

I could now clearly perceive the deathly aura (Sa-gi) that I hadn’t been able to see before.

But that was as far as it went.

I still couldn’t feel the power lying dormant within me, nor could I control it.

‘Am I an Awakener now or not…?’

Neither the title indicating the direction of my power nor the level representing my growth was filled in.

Moreover, for some reason, there were no attributes or stats that could serve as a measurable indicator of my objective power.

However, there was no need to worry about these details at this moment. The important thing was that the path had finally opened up.

For the first time since returning to Earth, I could feel my heart pounding with excitement.

“Um…”

As I was immersed in this feeling of exhilaration, Helena, who had been hesitating for a while, spoke up.

“This may be sudden, but… I have a favor to ask.”

“…”

She had been in a state of panic just moments ago, but now she was feeling comfortable enough to make a request.

I was about to glare at her in annoyance, but then I remembered my own circumstances and composed myself.

‘…The virtue of an elder. The maturity of a grown-up.’

Suppressing my frustration, Helena, looking somewhat nervous, finally stated her request.

“Would you… consider taking me on as a disciple?”

When I remained silent at her unexpected words, she hurriedly added.

“If you plan to regain your power, I’m sure I can help in many ways. I’ll do anything else you ask too.”

It was easy to see why Helena was asking this so earnestly. I had walked a similar path myself.

Clearly, she was facing a bottleneck, unable to reach a higher level, stuck behind a wall she couldn’t overcome.

‘A disciple, huh…’

Certainly, a necromancer of her caliber was rare, even in that world. If I could receive her cooperation, it would be a great help.

Given that I had already accepted Song Ha-yeon as a disciple, there was no real reason to refuse Helena now.

“Ugh… Okay, fine. But could you please step outside for a bit…?”

I could feel myself reaching my limit. After talking face-to-face with Helena for so long, I was seriously starting to feel like I might throw up.

#

After that, a peaceful time passed without any particular incidents.

I spent my days indulging in the luxuries of the hotel room, and before long, the event ended.

“Oppa, haven’t you gained a little weight from just staying in the hotel?”

“……”

During this time, I had one more meeting—though not really a secret—with Helena.

Frustrated by the lack of progress, I had insisted once more that Helena try to stimulate my soul. However, she had paled and refused, saying she had already tried everything to her limits. Whether that was the truth or not, I couldn’t tell.

‘Blocked again, huh…?’

I knew now that life was no different from a battlefield in a game.

When you catch the flow, you must continue to ride it and maintain your upward momentum.

‘So what should I do?’

I had something resembling a status window now. It appeared whenever I called for it, so it was definitely a status window. But for now, it was defective. If I could just add something more, I felt I could achieve an awakening, but finding that something wasn’t easy.

Maybe I should try catching a monster?

It wasn’t a bad idea from a purely instinctual standpoint. Dungeons were closely linked with Awakeners, so it might provide a clue or lead.

‘But…’

The problem was, I had no way to enter a dungeon. The last time was less a unique case and more like a force of nature.

“Ugh.”

Thump, thump, thump!

Two days after returning home, I was lying on my bed, pounding the blanket in frustration.

It felt like an invisible wall was blocking me just as I could finally see my goal in front of me.

As I agonized over this, an idea suddenly flashed through my mind.

‘……’

Come to think of it, maybe I could enter a dungeon now.

To be clear, I wasn’t an Awakener yet.

But I could now imbue deathly aura (Sa-gi) into mana stones with my power.

‘Though the efficiency would be terrible…’

Still, given my current state, even I could technically be registered as an Awakener now.

Thunk!


This was it!

I jumped up from my bed and ran quickly into the living room.

“Oppa? What’s going on?”

Seo-ha was lounging on the sofa, enjoying a drama on her day off.

I dropped a bombshell on her.

“I’ve awakened.”

Of course, it was a lie. But that was all I needed.

Crash!

The glass cup Seo-ha had been holding fell and shattered with a tremendous noise.

#

Awakening could happen to anyone at any time.

In a world filled with danger, being an Awakener was like holding a prestigious title and a great fortune.

However, Baek Seo-ha had always desperately wished that her brother would not be the one to awaken.

‘If it were just a misunderstanding he kept inside his mind, that would be fine…’

But if he were to truly awaken, it could be devastating for Baek Eun-ha, whose mental state was already unstable.

‘It would definitely be dangerous.’

Currently, Baek Eun-ha believed herself to be a high-ranking necromancer from another world.

Maybe she met such a person back there, or perhaps that kind of existence was linked to the memories Baek Eun-ha wanted to erase.

The problem arises here.

The doctor responsible for Baek Eun-ha had compared her manipulated memories to a castle made of glass.

It might seem stable for now, but the moment even a small crack appeared, it could all collapse in an instant.

Now, let’s imagine.

If Baek Eun-ha awakens and realizes her true power, but it turns out not to be the power of a necromancer…?

That discrepancy would surely awaken the real memories buried deep within Baek Eun-ha.

Whether her brother’s mind could withstand that, Baek Seo-ha couldn’t be certain.

So, she thought, awakening should never happen.

She had thought that way.

“I’ve awakened.”

Crash!

“Awakening…?”

Baek Seo-ha was visibly shaken.

Something Baek Seo-ha thought would never happen had just happened.

For a moment, a flurry of extreme thoughts flashed through her mind.

‘I have to stop this. Maybe I should call a Hunter who knows hypnosis or—’

But she knew better than to panic in such a situation. Taking a deep breath to calm her racing heart, Baek Seo-ha decided to ask questions to get a better grasp of the situation.

“When?”

“Uh, when I came back from the hotel. At that time, I didn’t really understand what was happening, so I didn’t say anything.”

There was a theory that the more you were exposed to great power, the higher the possibility of awakening.

It was an idea with no solid basis, but if it were true, Baek Eun-ha, who had been involved in a dungeon incident and then followed her to a place filled with high-ranking Hunters from around the world, could certainly be a candidate.

Baek Seo-ha blamed herself deeply.

‘I shouldn’t have brought him along…’

However, from what she heard, Baek Eun-ha seemed to be assessing his condition objectively. He didn’t appear to be in any immediate danger.

“Which type… of awakening, I mean?”

“Huh? Necromancy, of course.”

At that moment, Baek Seo-ha silently thanked the heavens. At least they had avoided the most dangerous scenario.

‘Still, I can’t relax yet.’

Unless someone possessed the potential to become a high-rank Hunter, the power of a newly awakened Hunter was typically nothing special.

Naturally, there were still plenty of factors that could confuse Baek Eun-ha’s already muddled memories.

‘But… wait.’

Could something so convenient truly have happened?

Now that her mind was a bit more settled, Baek Seo-ha began to consider another possibility.

Perhaps this so-called awakening was just another fabrication created by Baek Eun-ha’s altered memories, and it hadn’t actually happened at all.

A thorough check was necessary to be certain.

“Then, um… what can you do right now?”

Baek Eun-ha, looking rather pleased with himself, asked her to wait a moment.

He then grabbed his smartphone and, out of nowhere, ordered some chicken.

‘Chicken…? Why chicken…?’

After a surprisingly impromptu dinner, with the remnants of the chicken before him, Baek Eun-ha focused his mind and began to do something.

“Alright, watch this closely.”

Whoosh.

And then, something really did happen.

Rustle.

Clink.

The chicken bones began to stand upright, moving on their own. They started to connect at their joints, forming a vague shape.

The final result was a skeletal bird model that looked like something a child might have crudely put together, its proportions entirely off.


An awkward silence filled the room as Baek Eun-ha, his face turning red, muttered in a small voice.

“Well, I mean… I ordered half legs and half wings, so…”

Watching this, Baek Seo-ha’s face reflected a mix of amazement and pity.

‘…You poor thing, this is so pathetic.’

She thought to herself that her brother definitely wasn’t ready to be exposed to the dangers of the outside world.




 
  
    Chapter 13: Government funding is dangerous (2)


I said that I wanted to become a Hunter.

Of course, the response was exactly as I had expected.

“…I’m against it.”

Seo-ha’s opposition was fiercer than I thought. She spent a solid thirty minutes laying out all the reasons why I wasn’t suited for the life of a Hunter.

“Think about it, even just going out on the street and busking would be hard enough. Do you really think you could handle that when you can barely interact with one person?”

“Well, if I try hard enough…”

“There will be situations as a Hunter that are far more challenging than that.”

“…….”

“If a dispute breaks out in your party, you won’t be able to say a single word, will you?”

“Ugh.”

“How will you handle communication, the most important aspect of dungeon exploration? If you can’t even talk, you obviously won’t be able to form a party.”

“Being a Hunter requires taking steps. If you’re struggling with something as simple as a part-time job, how on earth could you become a Hunter?”

To be honest, I thought she would just say it was dangerous for me, and that would be it. But Seo-ha’s arguments were logical and thorough.

It was like she had run a simulation in advance, ready for this moment, hitting me with brutal facts.

After being hit repeatedly with these arguments and feeling utterly defeated, Seo-ha asked me again.

“…Why do you want to become a Hunter?”

“…..”

There was genuine curiosity in her question. I answered with a gloomy voice.

“Because I want to live like a human being.”

How long did I have to live like this, like a worm, when I had once commanded an army of a million?

Right now, I felt like nothing more than a piece of gravel on the side of the road. By my standards, I wasn’t even worth being treated as a human.

Seo-ha seemed genuinely shocked by what I said.

“…So, you really want to overcome this.”

She then fell into deep thought, considering my words for a long time.

Finally, the answer she gave was the complete opposite of her previous heated opposition.

“I understand how you feel. I won’t oppose it unconditionally.”

But she added one more condition.

“There is one condition, though.”

Her explanation was as follows:

I needed to complete a Hunter training program sponsored by the state and, while there, build relationships and make three friends.

“If you can do that, I’ll stop opposing and help you.”

Hearing that, I thought deeply.

‘Three friends? That’s a bit much…’

Judging by how casually she said it, my sister must have been a pure social butterfly since her school days.

#

The purpose of the Hunter training program was straightforward.

It aimed to reduce the death rate among the already limited number of Awakeners and to help them quickly establish themselves as competent Hunters.

‘There were a lot of advertisements about it, too.’

As expected in South Korea, a country known for its strong education sector, there were academies across Seoul with high-end curriculums.

However, most apprentice Hunters preferred the government-sponsored programs.

After all, the tuition fees for these renowned academies were outrageously expensive.

【Congratulations! You have been selected as a participant for the third-quarter Hunter training program of 2021.】

Since the Hunter Registration Act was revised seven years ago, licenses were only granted to those who demonstrated the minimum combat ability and knowledge.

It wasn’t easy to earn a license, so those aspiring to become Hunters typically went through the state education program first before taking the qualification test.

Therefore, applying for the education course was simple with just a basic certification.

“…..”

Following my agreement with Seo-ha, I also applied for the government-funded Hunter training program and, luckily, passed on the first try.

‘I don’t want to go…’

It was a four-week course.

And the final week even included group lodging.

I felt a genuine sense of reluctance.

“Oppa, are you really okay with this?”

“Y-yeah, I’m fine.”

But if a man draws his sword, he should at least cut a radish with it. I prepared myself mentally and headed for the training center.

And from the very first theory class, I ended up going to the bathroom twice.

‘I feel like I’m going to throw up…’

Since the incident with Helena, my aversion had somewhat improved.

But still, enduring an hour in a lecture hall filled with dozens of people was too much.

So, I decided to resort to an extreme measure.

“Curse Blind.”

Muttering a spell while clutching the mana stone in my pocket, my vision began to blur instantly.

It was a simple curse spell I rarely used, but now it served as a perfect shield.

If I couldn’t see anything, there was nothing to be afraid of!

“Honestly, I feel invincible!”

“Then, let’s have trainee number 13 answer this time.”

“Ah… uh, um… well…”

And I was promptly reprimanded for poor participation.

I hope I don’t fail to complete the course because of this…

#

It had been two years since he retired from the front lines to take up a position training the next generation.

Former B-Rank Hunter Lee Cheol-soon, who had a respectable career, recently found himself concerned about one particular trainee.

“No matter how I look at her, she seems like a middle or high school student…”

Of course, with the recent legal reforms, anyone over the age of 17 could qualify as a Hunter.

But seeing a girl so timid and lacking in confidence at every moment made him worry.

As a first-generation Hunter, he had seen countless young people die helplessly on the front lines, just like that.

Therefore, during the combat training sessions, he deliberately paired the girl with a fellow trainee.

This was Kim Seung-min, a promising candidate in the vanguard position for this cohort, recognized for his outstanding combat abilities.

‘It’s better to let her hit a wall here and quit, rather than face a disaster in a real dungeon.’

Of course, some might criticize such an action.


But having crossed death’s threshold more than once, he knew well enough that rolling in the dirt was still better than dying.

And two weeks later, one of the trainees came to him, looking utterly defeated.

It was Kim Seung-min.

“Sir… is this path truly right for me?”

Faced with this perplexing situation, Lee Cheol-soon could only blink in confusion.

“What do you mean by that?”

As one of the few high-ranking Hunters here, Lee Cheol-soon was busy with many responsibilities, so he wasn’t fully aware of the trainees’ day-to-day situations.

Kim Seung-min continued in a voice that sounded as if he had reached some sort of enlightenment.

“This is embarrassing to admit, but I always thought I had talent.”

“……”

Lee Cheol-soon found it even harder to understand the situation.

By anyone’s standards, Kim Seung-min was undeniably talented. Honestly, Lee Cheol-soon had no doubt he would at least reach B-Rank.

But Kim Seung-min just stared dreamily at the ceiling, a resigned smile on his face.

“There is a difference as vast as heaven and earth.”

“What exactly happened?”

“I’ve realized the limits of my talent. I’m going to quit being a Hunter.”

As Kim Seung-min turned to leave, Lee Cheol-soon pleaded with him to stay and managed to keep him there.

Then he dropped everything he was doing and headed straight to the training grounds to see what was going on.

‘Physical training, is it?’

It wasn’t hard to find the girl Kim Seung-min had mentioned, Baek Eun-ha.

After all, while everyone else was running, she was the only one lying next to her instructor with a wet towel draped over her face, groaning.

‘I still don’t get it…’

He spent an entire day observing the training process but found nothing exceptional. If anything, it only reinforced his belief that she was not suited to be a Hunter.

It truly was a mystery.

#

The training was honestly a form of torture.

I had to be around people all day under the scorching sun, and I endured both physical and mental exhaustion throughout the week.

The most grueling part was the one-on-one sparring sessions.

“Alright, everyone, start sparring until the signal to stop is given.”

Standing face to face with another person, locking eyes seriously, made my stomach churn and my head throb.

So, I deliberately avoided looking directly at my opponent, turning my head slightly during the sparring.

Clack!

Clang!

To prevent overheating, the sparring was conducted in alternating roles of offense and defense.

The defender would wear specially designed protective gear, and if a valid hit was landed, points would be awarded to the attacker.

This structure made the training somewhat manageable for someone like me, whose physical abilities were lacking. The objectives were clear, which helped.

During one of these sessions, the partner I had been sparring with suddenly spoke to me.

“…What do you think of today’s training? I’d like an honest answer.”

This was the trainee who had been paired with me repeatedly since the start of the training and who I considered quite skilled among the group.

Still avoiding eye contact, I cautiously shared my thoughts.

“…Um, it’s… terrible.”

“….”

“I’d rather not talk about it.”

It was exactly as I said.

Even though I was once a necromancer, compared to my prime, I was truly at a pathetic level.

Right now, I’m nothing but a worm.

A useless, insignificant worm.

Maybe sensing my sadness, the man didn’t press further and walked away.

Feeling down, I trudged back to the car where Seo-ha was waiting and headed home.

“Oppa, even if things don’t go well, I still think you’re amazing…”

“….”

So far, I had made zero friends.

Now, it was really time to show some results.

#

Kim Seung-min felt a strange discomfort after his first sparring session with the girl, Baek Eun-ha.

‘Something’s… odd.’

He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but something didn’t seem to fit.

Maybe it was just the artificial nature of the sparring, with roles divided between offense and defense, but the sense of unease lingered, bothering Kim Seung-min even after a day had passed.

During their next sparring session, Kim Seung-min focused not on his sword but on his opponent. And then, he realized something.

Baek Eun-ha was not looking at him at all.

In fact, it was strange he hadn’t noticed it earlier.

Baek Eun-ha wasn’t paying any attention to him whatsoever. Yet the sparring was evenly matched. What this meant, Kim Seung-min understood immediately.

‘Is she just… humoring me, playing along?’

Of course, this didn’t mean he was losing. There wasn’t a clear winner or loser in their sparring sessions anyway.

However, the more they sparred, the more he noticed the difference in their skills.

‘…It’s overwhelming.’

To be honest, Baek Eun-ha’s sword carried no strength at all. It was like sparring against a punching bag with no impact.

Yet, his attacks were effortlessly parried or easily shattered, and he rarely landed a valid hit.

‘I can’t even imagine winning against her.’

At this point, it was clear that she was holding back on purpose.

She obviously felt he wasn’t even worth using her full strength against.

Right now, what Baek Eun-ha was doing was no different from fighting an enemy with her eyes closed.

Feeling shaken, Kim Seung-min approached Baek Eun-ha one day after their sparring and asked what she thought of their match.

Her answer, in a way, was predictable.

“…Um, it’s… terrible.”

“….”

“I’d rather not talk about it.”

He could feel the pity in her words, and it made his insides churn.

Kim Seung-min, his confidence shattered, refused to continue his training. Eventually, after some persuasion from the instructor, he decided to stay.

Days like this continued for a while until, one day, after training, Baek Eun-ha approached him.

It was the first time she had shown any interest in him.

Unable to meet his gaze, Kim Seung-min listened as Baek Eun-ha spoke.

“Um… I was wondering…”

“…Please, go ahead.”

“Would you… be my friend?”

Kim Seung-min was stunned.

It was a completely unexpected request.

“Please… Someone I could rely on even after the training ends… someone like that….”

Though her words were soft-spoken, Kim Seung-min, being an Awakener, caught them clearly.

Was she saying she wanted to build a network with him?

Kim Seung-min, uncertain, asked her.

“Why?”

“Well, it seems… like it would be helpful.”

Kim Seung-min blinked in surprise.

He never imagined he would hear such words from her.

‘Does this mean… she acknowledges my abilities?’

Many had admired him and praised his talent in the past.

But hearing it from someone who had shown him his own limitations meant far more than he expected.

Kim Seung-min felt some of his lost confidence returning.

“Is that… okay?”

“Y-yes, it’s fine.”


Considering her level of skill, it was likely she saw all the trainees here as insignificant.

But the fact that she had chosen him as a potential ally for the future…

It meant that she must have seen some potential in him.

“Um… can I have your phone number?”

That night, Kim Seung-min slept soundly for the first time in a long while.



 
  
    Chapter 14: Government funding is dangerous (3)


I made a friend. Finally, one.

At least it was with the person I had seen the most, so I subtly aimed for him, and it seemed like it turned out to be the right answer.

‘Now, just two more…?’

Friendship is a delicate and challenging thing.

Even if we exchanged contact information, if I didn’t continuously work on building the relationship, we could quickly go back to being strangers.

At the very least, I needed to build enough rapport to naturally introduce them to Seo-ha after completing the training program.

So, I sent Kim Seung-min messages every day, diligently.

Thankfully, since it wasn’t face-to-face communication, it wasn’t that exhausting.

Ding.

[What did you have for dinner?]

[Photo]

[Something like this.]

[The nutritional balance seems a bit lacking…]

Look at this perfect conversation, exuding the vibes of a social butterfly!

It was splendid from both a business perspective and in terms of providing a small amount of helpful advice.

A delicate balance between maintaining formality and building a sense of closeness—it was so well-crafted that I couldn’t help but admire it myself.

‘This side is settled for now.’

Now, it was time to target someone else.

The training course had only one week left.

And that was precisely what I was aiming for.

‘As much as I dislike group activities…’

On the other hand, it could also be an opportunity to get closer to others.

You might wonder how I would manage that when I can hardly have a proper conversation, but I had a plan.

Sparkle.

Before we parted ways at the hotel, Helena had urgently given me a ring—a gift she had secured with haste.

It was a high-grade item imbued with an advanced spell for mental stabilization.

It could only be used once per day for 10 minutes, but its miraculous effects had already been verified.

Ten minutes a day, for a total of 70 minutes over the course of the week.

I would use that time to make two more friends.

‘…..’

Or so I thought.

‘It’s all over.’

I had completely underestimated what it meant to be in a group setting.

To be honest, given my current state, participating in group activities was too much. Ten minutes a day was far from sufficient to accomplish anything.

Two days had already passed like that.

Considering that the remaining four days included visits to the Seoul Memorial Park and a low-rank dungeon tour, today was essentially my last chance to have a relaxed conversation.

‘What should I do?’

I was feeling lost and confused.

At this rate, all the effort I put into enduring this training would be for nothing.

And I definitely didn’t want that.

As I continued to look for an opportunity, I spotted one potential chance.

Tonight’s dinner menu was grilled mackerel—a delicious but notoriously tricky dish to eat.

I discreetly watched the people in my group, then noticed a woman concentrating hard, carefully picking at her fish with her chopsticks.

She was named Han So-eun, and she had just turned twenty this year.

“Ugh.”

She seemed quite frustrated by the tricky meal.

I had already used today’s mental stabilization magic, but I steadied myself and approached her, speaking hesitantly.

“Uh, excuse me. Would you… like me to help debone it?”

It was, in essence, a move of pure genius.

#

To put it simply, the plan was a success.

Using a necromancy-inspired technique, I quickly turned the fish into a fillet, and two other people who were also struggling with their meals asked for my help as well.

As a result, I found myself in the miraculous situation of having established some kind of connection with four people.

The feeling of being admired like this, which I hadn’t felt in a long time, was quite pleasant—a secret I kept to myself.

‘Perfect.’

There was nothing to hold me back now. As long as I spent the remaining time casually building rapport, I would achieve my goal.

So, three days before completing the training program, I found myself at Seoul Memorial Park.

The event was intended to honor Hunters who had died fighting monsters since the first generation, helping trainees recognize the risks involved and solidify their resolve.

The atmosphere, which had been somewhat relaxed during the group lodging period, was now more solemn.

The trainees now understood that the scenes before them could very well represent their future.

“You’ve probably read about it in news articles or reports.”

The instructor, an active C-Rank Hunter, continued with a bitter smile.

“But even today, in some dungeon somewhere, other Hunters are losing their lives. This isn’t just statistics; it’s reality.”

It was something that could happen anytime, something that couldn’t be avoided with just the right mindset.

Death.

Feeling the gravity of this reality up close, the trainees swallowed nervously.

Was it because negative thoughts were beginning to consume their minds?

For a moment, a faint deathly aura began to emanate from some of the trainees.

Carefully, I used the mana stone in my possession to absorb it.

Whoosh.

‘Every little bit counts.’

Even that was a resource, and letting it go to waste would be a shame.

As I absorbed the aura, I sensed something strange from somewhere nearby.

Rustle.

It was less of a presence and more like an existence—no, more like a form of intent or consciousness.

Intrigued, I decided to explore this will during the free time given to us.

Eventually, I found myself at the grave of a person.

[Hunter, Chae Hwa-in]

What I felt next was an intense will that I hadn’t noticed until just moments ago.


“Ugh.”

Twitch.

Twitch.

A presence so intense that it made my body tremble involuntarily.

To retain this kind of form even in death—such spirits were extremely rare. Just from a brief glance, it was evident that the grave’s owner was no ordinary being.

The soul I discovered was peculiar.

Rather than taking a human form, it simply observed the world in the shape of a sphere.

There was no will, no consciousness there.

In a way, it seemed to be the optimal form for maintaining its existence.

It appeared to be instinctively maintaining this state, like some sort of hibernation.

‘Interesting.’

Even I had never encountered a form like this before.

Just from glimpsing a fragment of it, I could deeply understand how desperately the owner of the soul wanted not to vanish from this world.

That fierce and unyielding desire to survive.

“….”

I found myself drawn to the soul as if mesmerized. Logical reasoning or behavioral norms didn’t matter.

To see such a soul and not feel the urge to explore it would mean I was no longer a necromancer.

‘This is not something I can handle lightly.’

At least not in my current state.

Right now, I wasn’t strong enough.

I took off the ring I was wearing.

A mental stabilization artifact made from the finest materials.

If it was something of this caliber, it could serve as a temporary vessel for the powerful soul.

Whoosh.

Carefully, so as not to harm the soul even a little, I performed delicate work and successfully placed the soul into the ring.

This was an incredible achievement.

For the first time in a long while, I felt my necromancer’s curiosity overflow.

As I was savoring this sense of fulfillment, one of the instructors found me and scolded me.

“I-I’m sorry…”

I had been so absorbed in my work that I lost track of time and missed the assembly.

#

When Baek Seo-ha first heard about it a few days ago, she had no intention of approving Baek Eun-ha’s activity as a Hunter.

What changed her mind was that one sentence Baek Eun-ha had said: he wanted to live like a human.

‘…….’

In fact, Baek Seo-ha had been worried for a while.

Wondering if this was really okay.

There wasn’t a major problem at the moment, but if Eun-ha continued to live dependently like this, it was clear that he would never be able to live his life on his own.

‘There’s no guarantee this lifestyle will last forever.’

It was an unpleasant thought, but what if Baek Seo-ha died during a dungeon raid?

There would be no one to take responsibility for Eun-ha, left alone. Worse, because of his status as a returnee, he could be exploited by those with dark motives.

That was unacceptable.

Clearly, her brother also understood this on a subconscious level, which was why he decided to change himself.

“How did things go today?”

[No major issues. However, he still seems to struggle with socializing.]

Even though it broke her heart, she had no choice but to send Eun-ha off. But she couldn’t help but worry, so she monitored his situation in real-time through her network.

“Yes, please keep an eye on him again today…”

As she continued her covert operations and kept hearing about his progress, she was a bit surprised. He seemed to be navigating the training process more smoothly than expected.

Though he was likely getting a failing grade in communication and social harmony, his overall education performance was actually quite decent.

‘Oppa, you’re really doing your best…’

Now, if he could just complete the final training of observing the instructors’ strategies and learning safety measures inside an actual dungeon, Baek Eun-ha could genuinely register as an Awakener and become a Hunter.

Seeing her brother working so hard, Seo-ha couldn’t just stand by.

If she truly intended to let him work as a Hunter, she needed to take certain measures.

After serious consideration of what to do next, Baek Seo-ha posted a request on a dedicated commission board.

[Looking for a Hunter to serve as a Protective Observer and Manager, 1 position available.]

‘A B-Rank should be enough, right?’

In the tough Hunter industry, they needed someone who could at least protect Baek Eun-ha in case of disputes or unexpected situations.

This was a sort of safety insurance often used for rookies in major guilds or the heirs of conglomerates.


Riiing.

[Can you specify the abilities of the person to be protected?]

“He can… stand chicken bones upright.”

[Uh… I’m afraid that might be outside the scope of what I can manage. I’m sorry.]

Of course, the process was unlikely to go smoothly.



 
  
    Chapter 15: Dungeon tours are dangerous (1)


“The difficulty level is estimated to be D4, and the size is small. The initial scouting team found no unusual signs.”

At last, the training schedule was nearing its end.

Now, only one task remained: the dungeon exploration observation, known as the greatest challenge of the government-supported Hunter training program.

“The main raid will be conducted by a carefully selected team of instructors. However, those who wish to participate in actual combat will be provided with opportunities and locations to do so.”

In reality, we had no direct role to play.

Our job was to observe the raid team’s exploration process and learn about precautions in combat and how a real dungeon raid is conducted.

All the previous group training had been in preparation for this moment. Naturally, the groups were composed of members who had spent time together and built some synergy.

“I doubt we’ll face any serious problems, but let’s all do our best.”

“I-I’m a little nervous.”

“Hey, don’t worry too much. With Seung-min in our group, there’s no chance of danger in a dungeon of this rank.”

Our group consisted of three members besides me.

There was Kim Seung-min, a shield warrior; Han So-eun, an ice mage; and Choi Eun-sol, an archer.

“Eun-ha, you’re a necromancer, right?”

“…Uh, yes.”

Due to the deboned mackerel incident, Han So-eun and Choi Eun-sol were already quite fond of me, so we could at least have short conversations.

“That’s a rare type in Korea. What’s your title?”

“Ah…”

At Choi Eun-sol’s question, I quickly thought of something.

I hadn’t achieved a complete awakening yet. Naturally, I had no title. So, I had no choice but to make one up.

“For reference, mine is ‘Agile Hunter.’ Not very impressive, right?”

In this world, titles were both subtle and straightforward.

Sometimes they carried meanings that were difficult to interpret, but one thing was certain:

People with impressive-sounding titles were usually powerful.

Because of this, many often tried to infer a person’s talent or skill from their title.

‘As for a title…’

I had plenty of impressive ones in my arsenal.

If I wanted to keep it simple, something like “Lord of the Underworld” might be suitable.

That would be fitting for a name that represents my great achievements.

I prepared to speak with a proud expression.

“…Come to think of it, wasn’t there someone in another group with a title like ‘Guardian of the Earth’?”

“Oh, that guy? I didn’t like the way he was acting all arrogant just because he had a flashy title.”

“Indeed, it wasn’t a great look. He seemed to lack basic skills, too. The fundamentals are what matter, after all.”

First Han So-eun, then Choi Eun-sol, and finally Kim Seung-min spoke.

Seeing their reactions, I hesitated, then offered the alias I used in my early days as a novice necromancer.

“Uh, I’m… the ‘Agent of the Old Straw Bundle.’”

I was a legitimate, traditional necromancer.

I couldn’t let anyone call me a mere “corpse dealer” without any foundation.

“Everyone has their gear ready, right? Then, let’s proceed inside.”

After a brief chat, we completed our preparations and finally entered the dungeon with the raid team.

“Trainees, maintain formation and keep a certain distance from the front line.”

As expected, the raid itself was not a problem.

For the experienced instructors, the lowest-level dungeon posed no significant challenge, and we simply followed behind, analyzing the combat.

“Trainee number 21, your rear guard is too loose.”

“Oh, sorry!”

However, there was a reason this dungeon observation was called the greatest challenge.

Even just walking through the path and observing the battles was enough to exhaust the trainees faster than expected.

No matter how much they aspired to become Hunters, for those who had never experienced a dungeon, the malice of monsters and the ominous energy of the dungeon were not something to take lightly.

“We will take a 20-minute break now. During this time, please practice your stance and vigilance while stationary.”

This final stage would determine who could advance as a Hunter and who could not.

To put it simply, it was a kind of filter.

Although all of us had undergone rigorous training and accumulated knowledge, there would always be those who, no matter how hard they tried, simply could not handle things properly in real combat.

Unfortunately, such people could not become Hunters. They lacked the qualifications.

“Trainee number 13, are you alright?”

“…Ugh.”

And that person was me.

“Instead of maintaining a defensive stance, I already feel like I’m going to throw up.”

‘My stomach hurts. My head is pounding.’

No matter how I looked at it, there were just too many people.

If it were just the four members of my group tackling the dungeon together, that might have been different, but this kind of large-scale communication was nearly impossible for me in my current state.

“If you’re not feeling well, I can have you moved to the rear guard unit.”

“N-No, I’m fine…”

So, I decided to take drastic action once again.

Whoosh.

‘Curse Blind.’

Again, I’ll say it: if you can’t see, there’s nothing to fear.

Curse Blind is a godsend, and I am invincible!

Tick.

“We will soon resume our advance. Please maintain formation.”

Though my vision was unclear, that’s what my sixth sense was for. After all the battles I’d been through on the other side, this was a simple task for me.

‘This way.’

As I naturally slipped into the middle of the formation, I heard the voice of a trainee next to me—a person I didn’t know at all.

“Um, excuse me, but that’s my spot…”

“….”

Embarrassed, I quickly deactivated the curse and returned to my original position.

The subtle glances from my group members stabbed at my conscience.

#

The dungeon raid was progressing smoothly.

However, because the training was also meant to serve as a learning experience for the trainees, the time it took to clear the dungeon was quite extensive.

“I believe we’ll reach the boss room in about two hours. Please don’t let your guard down, and hang in there just a bit longer.”


The instructors encouraged the trainees as they continued to carve a path through the dungeon.

Some trainees, who were not suited for dungeon environments, were completely exhausted, but the group I was part of, Group 3, seemed mostly fine. They were even relaxed enough to chat while keeping watch.

“But this dungeon is unusual.”

“Hm? How so?”

At Choi Eun-sol’s question, Kim Seung-min glanced around and then continued speaking.

“Are you aware of the differences in mana distribution depending on the size of a dungeon?”

“What’s that?”

“The smaller the dungeon, the more closely the mana in the air tends to be connected. This is due to the presence of the boss monster.”

Boss monsters have a much greater amount of mana compared to regular monsters.

As a result, in smaller dungeons, where space is limited, this mana has less room to disperse, causing it to concentrate.

“This dungeon was estimated to be a small one.”

“Yes, that’s what the supervisor said, I think.”

“But the mana around here is strangely thin. Of course, it’s not a huge difference, just peculiar.”

What Kim Seung-min pointed out was actually something the instructors had also been monitoring.

While it was hard to see it as a problem, it was certainly an unfamiliar situation.

However, extremely low-rank dungeons have a low occurrence rate and are hard to find in Korea. Finding another location would be out of the question.

Choi Jeong-woon, a former C-Class Hunter and the acting head supervisor, spoke up.

“Has there been anything unusual found?”

“No, there have been no discrepancies from the scouting team’s investigation, and no signs of abnormality either.”

They had already sent a scouting team to check every area of the dungeon and identify the location of the boss room. To be honest, there was no reason to believe there would be any problems.

Something was nagging at the back of his mind, but Choi Jeong-woon tried to ignore it.

Finally, the group arrived at the entrance to the boss room.

After a final rest, Choi Jeong-woon gathered the trainees and began to speak.

“We will now be entering the boss room. As we haven’t fully explored the interior yet, the trainees will not be allowed to enter in case of an emergency.”

It was the right decision.

Most of the trainees, who had been secretly anxious, nodded in relief at those words.

“We’ll conduct the battle in a straight-line formation, so you should wait outside and focus on analyzing the fight,” the instructor continued.

Eventually, there would come a time when they’d have to fight a boss monster themselves. The sound of someone swallowing nervously filled the air, and finally, the instructors entered the boss room.

Boom!

“Hunter Kang, please secure visibility.”

“Yes, illuminating now.”

Flash!

A burst of light magic filled the boss room, revealing the scene for everyone to see. Inside the room, there was… nothing. It was completely empty.

“A D-rank boss shouldn’t have a stealth-type ability.”

“It could be hiding among the terrain. Everyone, stay alert—”

And then, at that very moment, an unexpected event occurred.

Boom! Crash!

A deafening noise, as if the earth itself were flipping over, caused the scouting team to jump and quickly scan their surroundings.


As the noise subsided, someone shouted urgently.

“Supervisor! Behind, behind you!”

At those words, Choi Jeong-woon quickly turned to check the rear, only to see a sight that made his face twist in disbelief.

“What… is this…?”

Just moments before, the backup team that had been waiting in front of the boss room had vanished without a trace, leaving not a single hint of where they had gone.
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“What… what is going on?”

“I’m not sure either.”

It was a rather malicious trap.

A surprise attack aimed at the vulnerable rear, eliminating the front-line and mid-range combatants and targeting the weaker rear guard. 

The trainees caught in the trap were scattered and isolated. That included us as well.

“Is everyone alright?”

“No one seems injured, but…”

Kim Seung-min’s expression was dark. It was clear the situation wasn’t good. 

The instructors who had been guarding the rear were gone, as were the other trainees. All around us were tunnels, and it was impossible to tell which way to go.

“This dungeon wasn’t small after all.”

Just as Kim Seung-min had said, the surrounding terrain had expanded far beyond what it had been earlier.

The reason the mana distribution had been so thin was likely due to the presence of this much larger space hidden within the dungeon.

“…What should we do?” 

“It’s best not to move hastily. We should wait to be rescued.”

Han So-eun and Choi Eun-sol seemed to agree with that, but I knew things wouldn’t be that simple.

If there was a trap like this, it meant there was bound to be more trouble coming.

Rustle. 

Scratch.

Before I could finish my thought, eerie sounds began to echo through the tunnels.

It sounded like something was scratching the walls, or perhaps crawling insects.

What appeared next were monsters resembling soldier ants.

“A-Antwarves!”

Even Kim Seung-min, who had been the most composed among us, showed signs of panic.

And rightly so—Antwarves were D1-rank monsters, some of the strongest within the D-rank category.

And there were three of them. Worse, there was every chance more would appear. 

“We need to deal with them quickly.”

Action was the only option. 

Without hesitation, I activated the mental stabilization magic imbued in my ring.

Whoom.

In an instant, the fog clouding my mind cleared, and a refreshing sensation washed over me, as though my chest had been freed. 

For the next 10 minutes, I was an unstoppable social butterfly.

“Shoot something to slow them down.”

Startled by my sudden, clear instructions, Han So-eun, the ice mage, asked nervously, 

“Where… where should I aim?”

“The one in front.”

Though flustered, Han So-eun quickly regained her focus and cast a simple ice spell. 

“Frost!”

Crack!

Though hastily cast and not particularly powerful, the cold seeped into the Antwarves, slightly slowing their movements.

Kieeek!

Whoosh.

One glance was all it took. 

As expected of the top prospect in the national support class, Kim Seung-min swiftly charged at the lead Antwarf.

Boom!

With a shield bash, he exposed the monster’s weak abdomen and, with a quick slash, cut it in half.

Slice!

“Kieek!”

It was an impressive move for a beginner—though not fatal, the blow left the creature mortally wounded.

In the meantime, Choi Eun-sol had fired arrows to keep the remaining two at bay. She called out, 

“How about it? Can we take them?”

“As long as there are only two left, yes!”

But as if tempting fate, two more Antwarves emerged from the tunnel ahead.

Just as the group’s faces darkened with dread, a chilling aura began to spread through the passage.

I pulled out the death energy stored in my mana stone from where I stood at the back.

Whooom.

I turned my gaze toward the Antwarf that was on the verge of death.

Its body, which had been trembling just moments ago, had now ceased all movement.

In its black eyes, the light of life was clearly fading away.

In other words, death was near.

‘It must be terrified.’ 

Most living creatures, when faced with death, exert their final will to survive.

This will is often intense and desperate.

And that desperate will to survive becomes a powerful catalyst for summoning even greater strength.

“Undead Call.”

The death energy from the mana stone seeped into the now-deceased Antwarf. 

Its body, leaking fluids, slowly stood back up.

Now, it had become a faithful servant of death.

“Attack.”

“Kieeek.”

Rustle.

The movements of the undead Antwarf were quick, far faster than what one would expect from a creature that had been moments from death. 

“Kieeek!” 

“Kiek!”

Out of the four Antwarves, two lunged at it, but even in a 2-on-1 fight, the living Antwarves struggled to keep up with the undead one. 

“This is… what is going on?”

Kim Seung-min, who had been keeping the other two Antwarves at bay, murmured in confusion at the scene.

It was an inexplicable situation, at least from his perspective. But to me, it was expected.

‘Normally, it’s three times stronger than this…’

As I said, my abilities were on a different level. 


Just like how a professional chef’s dish differs from a home-cooked meal, the same principle applied here, though the mechanics were different.

Crunch!

The battle ended swiftly.

The undead Antwarf lost one of its arms, but in return, it killed one of the living Antwarves.

With one down, my task was simple.

Whoooom.

“Undead Call.”

Rustle. 

Rustle.

It was time to show the true terror of a necromancer, known as the herald of death on the battlefield.

#

Necromancy, in truth, is a rather tricky profession.

For starters, a necromancer’s power only manifests when there’s a dead body to work with, and even the most iconic ability—creating undead—has a low success rate.

Unless it’s against a significantly weaker opponent, a necromancer often fails five out of ten attempts to raise a creature from the dead, even of similar rank.

That’s why Kim Seung-min found it difficult to comprehend what he was witnessing right now.

Whoooom.

“Keeeek…”

At this point, I had successfully raised seven Antwarves, without a single failure. 

In Kim Seung-min’s world of common sense, this should have been impossible.

‘Is this even possible?’

And then, there was the sheer number of undead.

Most beginner necromancers struggle to control even two or three undead at once.

But here was Baek Eun-ha, effortlessly commanding the Antwarves without breaking a sweat.

At first, Han So-eun and Choi Eun-sol were excited, praising Baek Eun-ha’s performance. But now, they seemed bewildered, sensing that something was off.

“Kieeek!” 

Crunch! 

Crack!

To be honest, at this point, neither Kim Seung-min nor the rest of the group even needed to participate in the battle. 

The undead Antwarves were clearing the path all on their own, effortlessly crushing their own kind.

Their precise, coordinated movements, as they massacred their fellow Antwarves, were starting to feel more eerie than reassuring. 

By now, anyone present could clearly tell—Baek Eun-ha’s skills as a necromancer were not ordinary.

‘As expected…’

No wonder his own swordsmanship seemed pitiful in comparison. Kim Seung-min, recalling their sparring session, became visibly downcast.

“…This is…”

The group couldn’t hide their amazement. After the fourth battle ended as easily as the others, they let out gasps, now looking at Baek Eun-ha with awe. 

They gazed at him like a savior, and it wasn’t hard to understand why, given the results.

But the necromancer who orchestrated this overwhelming scene was…

“Uh, excuse me, could you all maintain at least 10 meters of distance…?” 

Stumbling and covering his mouth with one hand, Baek Eun-ha was trailing far behind the group.

Seeing this stark contrast, the group awkwardly scratched their heads.

#

Following Kim Seung-min’s suggestion, we navigated through the tunnels, trying to find a path that led upward. 

During the process, we found and joined up with some of the other scattered trainees.

“Ten Antwarves?” 

“Fall back!” 

“Eek!”

Each time we encountered them, the undead leading the charge caused quite a stir, but Kim Seung-min quickly stepped in and calmed everyone down.

“…So, you’re from Team 3.” 

“I thought my heart was going to stop… Whew.”

Some of them had managed to avoid combat and move relatively safely, but most were in poor condition.

“Ugh…” 

“Hang in there, Cheol-min!”

It made sense. 

They were still trainee hunters who hadn’t earned their certifications yet. For them, facing D1-ranked monsters in this dungeon was like being thrown into a wild jungle.

“There are people over there, too!” 

“They must be from Team 5.”

‘…150 meters away.’

As more people joined our group, the distance I needed to maintain from the others to keep my sanity intact kept growing. It felt like I was surrounded by an overwhelming swarm of debuff totems, like a disgusting mass of ants.

I felt dizzy. Exhausted.


‘Fighting monsters doesn’t seem to help with my awakening either…’

To be honest, I just wanted to go home at this point, forgetting about being a hunter.

“Huh?”

As I found myself roughly 20 meters behind the group, we finally came across some of the instructors who had been searching for the trainees.

And it was in front of the real boss room, hidden deep within the dungeon’s underground tunnels.
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Given the safety of the trainees, the expedition team had plenty of resources on hand. The injured received proper treatment, and first aid was carried out smoothly.

However, the instructors’ faces were anything but bright.

“We still don’t know the whereabouts of about half of the trainees.” 

“We’ve organized search teams, but there’s no telling when we’ll find them.”

The situation was already serious, but the priority was to minimize further casualties. The instructors were having a serious discussion.

“Shouldn’t we proceed with the boss fight immediately?”

“Clearing the dungeon as soon as possible will raise the survival rate.”

It wasn’t wrong. They had no idea how vast the underground tunnels were or how long it would take to locate all the scattered trainees.

Once the boss was defeated and the dungeon core destroyed, an exit portal would open, and everyone in the dungeon would know where it was. 

Even the lost trainees would be able to find their way out through the portal. 

Honestly, it seemed like the simplest solution, and I thought it was the best option too.

‘I just want to go home…’

But there had to be a reason why they were still waiting at the boss room entrance.

“One thing’s for sure—this isn’t a normal dungeon. We can’t be sure if our split team can handle the boss fight.” 

“Still, we haven’t found any other anomalies, have we? The only monsters we’ve seen in the tunnels are Antwarves and Small Lizards. I doubt the boss will be that powerful.”

“Besides, dragging this out any longer isn’t a good idea.”

In the end, they decided that those present would proceed with the boss room attack, while the search teams continued looking for the missing trainees.

Once the decision was made, preparations went quickly. The instructors packed their gear, leaving one in charge of coordination, and began asking a few trainees if they would join the fight.

“You’ve all shown that you have the potential to be full-fledged hunters. Given the situation, we’d appreciate any help you can offer.”

Four trainees were chosen. A woman named Seo Yoon-ah, Kim Seung-min, a man with the title “Guardian of the Earth” from Team 9, and… me.

One of the instructors, who I was somewhat familiar with, approached me as I crouched behind my undead Antwarves.

“To be honest, I think your skills already surpass most active hunters. I’ve never seen anyone at D-rank control as many summons as you.”

His words sparked a small amount of motivation in me. 

I had always liked him because he’d been understanding, and it seemed he really had a good eye.

“In this uncertain situation, having undead that can attack without risk is a huge asset. Once we’re out, we’ll make sure you’re properly compensated.”

It was a serious attempt at persuasion, even offering rewards. I couldn’t help but feel somewhat swayed. 

Though I was completely drained, I had no choice but to accept.

“…Okay, I’ll do it.” 

But there was one condition.

“Uh, I’ll keep my distance… So, please, no one get too close to me…”

“…With the undead leading the charge, there’s no need for a vanguard. Understood.”

With that, we finished our preparations and were ready to enter the boss room. 

Or at least, we tried to.

Thud! 

“Huh?”

Ping.

“What’s going on?”

We were stopped by an unseen force, unable to enter. Everyone was caught off guard by the unexpected resistance.

Then, Kim Seung-min, standing at the front, spoke up.

“It seems like I can enter.”

“Do you know why?” one of the older instructors asked. 

In response, Kim Seung-min grabbed the so-called “Guardian of the Earth,” Choi Seong-chul, and dragged him toward the boss room entrance.

“What are you doing? Are you trying to get us killed?”

“…It’s exactly as I thought.”

At that moment, most of us, including myself, understood what Kim Seung-min was getting at.

“Is it because those who entered the fake boss room earlier are restricted from entering now?” 

“Or maybe only those who fell into that transfer trap can enter.”

“Whatever the case, this is bad.”

In short, all the instructors present were now as good as bystanders. I found myself staring blankly at the ceiling, thinking, ‘I’ve got a raid scheduled for tonight…’

Useless fools, nothing more than dead weight.

I glared at them from about 15 meters away, full of frustration. I wanted to go home as soon as possible, but these so-called veteran hunters were completely clueless.

Then, one of these idiots finally snapped, unable to hold back any longer.

“What the hell are you guys doing? This is ridiculous! I’ll take care of this myself. You all can cry and watch from the sidelines.”

Choi Seong-chul, the self-proclaimed “Guardian of the Earth,” left those words and stormed into the boss room alone.

The rest of us were left in utter confusion at the unbelievable sight.

“…Did he really just go inside?” 

“This is bad!” 

“Even if he’s highly regarded, going in alone like that in such a strange dungeon is reckless.”

“It’s a foolish move. If we don’t rescue him quickly, he’ll die in there.”

But there was no solution. The key personnel—the instructors—couldn’t enter the boss room, and once someone went in, they couldn’t come back out until the battle was resolved.

As the murmuring grew louder, Kim Seung-min stepped forward.

“…I’ll go in.”

The determined expression on his face made it clear that he felt responsible for inadvertently provoking Choi Seong-chul.

And the situation didn’t stop there.

“I’ll go too. If we don’t take care of this ourselves, we’ll never get out of here.”

This was Seo Yoon-ah, one of the four trainees selected earlier.

With that, all the selected trainees except for me had decided to go in.

I sighed and fidgeted with my hands, unable to avoid the inevitable.

‘This is totally turning into a “let’s all go together” situation…’

This was the insidious social pressure that only extroverts could create. It was nasty and underhanded.

Sure enough, Kim Seung-min, who had taken the lead, glanced at me expectantly. I knew what was coming next.

Lacking the will to withstand the silent pressure, I caved in.

“…I’ll go.”

And so, the hastily formed four-member team disappeared into the boss room.

#

Hummm.

Thud.

As we stepped into the boss room, the atmosphere was noticeably different from the tunnels outside.

And there, in the center, was Choi Seong-chul.


For reasons unknown, he was throwing a fit all by himself.

Woosh! 

Boom!

“Ha! Not even a challenge!”

He swung his massive battle axe around wildly, but no one was there. He was just fighting an imaginary enemy.

“…What’s wrong with him?” 

“It seems he’s fallen under an illusion.”

Kim Seung-min’s assessment was spot on.

Behind Choi Seong-chul stood a stone pillar, and from it emanated a malevolent magical aura.

Cackle!

Hop!

Emerging from the shadows was a small creature holding a peculiar staff. Its head resembled a cross between a lizard and a fox, and its strange outfit, though humanoid, was clearly not human.

“It’s likely some kind of shaman or magic user. We should proceed with caution.”

“If it’s not a physical combatant, this is our chance.”

Seo Yoon-ah had the title of an assassin class, so the matchup wasn’t unfavorable.

“They don’t know our abilities yet, so I’ll look for an opening to strike.”

Kim Seung-min nodded, stepping forward with his sword and shield to draw attention.

It wasn’t a bad idea, but I had a different opinion.

“Uh… I don’t think you should go…”

Unlike the others, whose vision was clouded by tension, I noticed something. The boss had been eyeing our weapons, assessing our fighting styles.

Why had it stayed hidden behind the stone pillar until now?

The answer was simple.

At that moment, the enemy had assessed us. And they determined that we were vulnerable enough to be killed.

Honestly, even without considering all that, you could simply tell by the flow of magical energy.

The enemy was strong. At least stronger than us.

“We don’t have time to waste. What’s your proof?” Seo Yoon-ah asked, her voice tense.

Without saying much, I awkwardly gestured for the undead Antwerp to body slam Choi Seong-chul.

Boom! 

Thud!

“Ugh! What the—?”

It wasn’t a particularly deep illusion, and the impact brought him back to his senses almost immediately. If the spell had been truly powerful, the boss wouldn’t have hesitated to kill Choi Seong-chul already.

“So, this little creature…,” Choi Seong-chul muttered, finally grasping the situation, before charging straight at the boss once again.

“…You’re dead!”

But there was no way that would work.

As he closed in, the stone pillar behind the boss began to glow, and strange symbols spread out across the ground, centered around Choi Seong-chul.

‘A totem, huh?’

The familiar sight made me focus intently, analyzing the situation. After all, if I wanted to get out of here and go home, I’d need to figure out how to deal with it.

Flash! 

Crackle!

“Argh!”

Boom!

Just as Choi Seong-chul swung his axe with full force, a lightning spell shot out from the boss, striking him squarely and sending him flying.

The smell of burning flesh and scorched armor filled the air. It was a critical hit.

“This… this can’t be happening. Is that really a D5-rank boss?”

The battle was completely one-sided, and voices of shock and disbelief erupted from both sides.

Unlike our side, which was full of useless debuffs, the boss’s totem was incredibly effective. This dungeon was its home turf.

But…

I had already gotten a pretty good read on the situation.

At the end of the day, it was still just a low-rank dungeon boss. And as the great Lord of Death and Ruler of the Underworld, this thing was no match for me.

With a confident smirk, I stepped forward.

Thud.

“What the hell! You knew this would happen and still sent me in!”

Choi Seong-chul, somehow still standing, grabbed me by the collar, his rage boiling over.

Was the title “Guardian of the Earth” not just for show? His body was surprisingly tough.

But I didn’t back down. I shot back at him, cool as ever.

“Well, you know, if you don’t have a brain, you’ve got to pull your weight with your body…”

“What did you just say?”

“Eep.”

That was a mistake.

Standing so close, with him yelling in my face, I felt the effects of my anxiety kicking in, leaving me completely dazed.

“How dare you speak to the Lord of Death like that!”

“What?”

“Ugh…”


Right on the verge of vomiting, I was saved just in time by Kim Seung-min, who quickly stepped in to diffuse the situation.

“What the hell is going on here? We came to save you, and now this?”

Freed from Choi Seong-chul’s grasp, I retreated to the corner of the boss room, crouching behind an undead Antwerp.

“Kiek…”

I swore to myself that I wouldn’t engage in the battle until that idiot was taken out.
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Crackle!

Fwoosh! 

Boom!

Bang!

The battle was intense.

Choi Seong-chul, though not completely brainless, relied on his high defense to withstand attacks and attempt to figure out the boss’s patterns. But it was a futile effort.

Within the range of the totem, the boss could cast spells with exceptional efficiency. No matter how good Choi Seong-chul’s instincts were, brute force alone wasn’t enough to break through.

In the end, it was Choi Seong-chul who reached his limit first.

“Urgh!”

Thud.

Drip.

Kneeling, dark blood dripped from the corner of his mouth. Having taken so many hits, his downfall was inevitable.

Kim Seung-min and Seo Yoon-ah swallowed nervously as they watched Choi Seong-chul collapse.

It wasn’t that they didn’t want to help.

Seo Yoon-ah, being an assassin, couldn’t easily approach an enemy capable of area-of-effect attacks, and Kim Seung-min didn’t have the endurance to withstand the onslaught like Choi Seong-chul.

A simple frontal attack wasn’t an option.

With Choi Seong-chul now out of commission, there were only three of us left. Kim Seung-min glanced anxiously toward me, standing in the corner of the room.

‘Not yet?’

He knew I was the strongest among us, and there must have been a reason I hadn’t moved yet.

That’s why he hadn’t joined the fight alongside Choi Seong-chul. He was conserving his strength, trusting that I had some plan in mind.

And finally, I moved.

Step. 

Step.

My footsteps were steady and unhurried. Each step was calm and light. There wasn’t a hint of tension.

I approached the kneeling Choi Seong-chul, hesitating for a moment before cautiously poking him with my finger.

Poke. 

Poke.

After confirming that he could no longer move, I smirked slightly in front of him and whispered, “Pathetic.”

Choi Seong-chul’s face twisted in a grotesque expression, and his consciousness slipped away as he collapsed completely.

Thud.

Step. 

Step.

Now it was just me and the dungeon boss, face-to-face.

In what could be the final showdown, Kim Seung-min could only grip his sword and shield tightly, bracing himself for whatever came next.

‘Stubborn, aren’t you?’

To be honest, Choi Seong-chul was quite an impressive individual. Despite having only recently awakened, he had an incredibly durable body. He would have made an excellent material for necromancy.

If I had turned his corpse into a minion, it would’ve been much easier to deal with the boss monster before us.

But…

‘He’s supposed to be dead by now.’

Even after pushing his body to the limit, Choi Seong-chul was still breathing. Since he wasn’t dead yet, I couldn’t exactly kill him myself.

‘Well, at least he was useful.’

Thanks to Choi Seong-chul’s reckless charges, the shaman boss had revealed more of its abilities than expected. And now, I had fully analyzed its capabilities.

Just as the shaman had studied us and judged that we could be killed, I had finished my preparations to hunt it down.

“Extract Soul.”

Whoosh.

[Screee!] 

[Screech─!]

Leaving behind the ten undead Antwerps I had created, I extracted the souls from the rest of the Antwerps I had slain and stored them in a soul stone.

Now, I pulled out the stone and summoned all of the trapped souls.

[Screech!]

The Antwerps’ souls continued to wail in agony, lamenting the pain of their deaths. Each one of their spectral forms was hideously twisted.

With them, I slowly stepped into the boss’s domain.

Step. 

Step.

The boss smirked mockingly, clearly puzzled by the sight of me walking in seemingly unguarded.

Perhaps it was thinking, like with Choi Seong-chul earlier, that humans were all just brainless fools.

But I wasn’t a fool.

I was a wise and clever necromancer.

Screech! 

Bzzt! 

The boss activated the totem, and the runes began to etch themselves across the totem’s range.

In that very moment, I shot the Antwerp souls into the heart of the array.

[Screech!] 

[Click!]

The Antwerps’ souls, writhing in torment, seeped into the runes, their horrific screams filling the air as they dissolved into the totem’s pathways. Soon, cracks began to form on the totem.

Crack! 

Crrrack!

“Screech?”

“Buff’s over.”

It was a decent spell, I had to admit.

The totem was well-crafted, and the circuits of the array were efficiently laid out.

But honestly, from my perspective, it was too simple. A brief observation was all it took to understand the process, the flow, the cause, and the effect.

So I used the souls to block the pathways of the spell.

And that was it.

The shaman had no choice now but to fight with its own body. It had been kicked out of its home turf and thrown into the streets.

“Attack.”

At my command, the ten undead Antwerps I had summoned encircled the shaman.

Sure, it could probably take out a few, given it was still the boss. But in its weakened state, there was no way it could defeat all ten.

Especially when the Antwerps had been strengthened by my necromancy. There was no escape.


It was a perfect checkmate.

“Screech…”

The shaman frantically looked around, but there was no one to help.

Realizing the gravity of the situation, the shaman didn’t give up. Instead, its face twisted into a grotesque expression as it began to use its final, desperate trick.

“Screeeeech!”

With a chant, the shaman’s body started to contort.

Crunch. 

Crack.

What emerged wasn’t the small figure from before but a towering lizard-like creature, over two meters tall, with bulging muscles.

Wait, a transformation too?

“Screeeeech!”

Bwoom! 

The now Godzilla-sized shaman rampaged with incredible strength, smashing through the Antwerps.

Its power was overwhelming—enough to even catch me off guard for a moment.

“I’ll help!” shouted Kim Seung-min as he charged in, pushing the shaman back with his shield, while Seo Yoon-ah darted behind to flank it.

Boom! 

Crash!

Slash!

Their quick reflexes and teamwork kept the fight going, but with the sheer difference in power, victory seemed unlikely.

I had no choice but to pull out my last soulstone with a sigh.

‘Took me a long time to make this one.’

But resources only had value when used at the right time.

Whoooosh.

As I activated the soulstone, the deathly energy contained within began to overflow.

I didn’t have much material left—just the undead Antwerps.

And there weren’t any higher-level variants of the Antwerp species to work with.

So I’d just have to create one myself.

Whoooosh.

“Undead Call.”

“Screech!”

Crack! 

Snap!

I chose five Antwerps as the raw materials.

I quickly sorted through their bodies, separating the useful parts from the inefficient ones in an instant.

Snap!

If an ordinary necromancer saw this, they would have been horrified. This was far from a conventional method.

Without a wealth of experience and the knowledge to pull it off, this would be an incredibly dangerous thing to attempt.

‘…Ideal attack methods would be the jaws and front legs.’

But for me, it didn’t matter.

Even among necromancers, there were those who were particularly fascinated by corpses and spent countless hours researching and experimenting with undead creation, often referred to as “Strawmen.”

I was on a whole different level compared to them.

Snap! 

Crunch!

And so, the creation was finished—a massive, terrifying creature with the shell of a soldier ant but with features resembling a ferocious stag beetle.

The inspiration came from the bullet ant I had read about in one of the encyclopedias after returning to Earth. So, if I had to give it a name…

“Dinoponera.”

The moment I named it, the creature was defined and reborn as a servant of death.

Screech!

Gasp, gasp.

Kim Seung-min hurriedly stepped aside, and Seo Yoon-ah, drenched in sweat, also retreated. It didn’t take long for the boss and Dinoponera to engage in a fierce battle.

“Screech.”

The boss, who had been rampaging so wildly before, let out a fearful groan.

It knew.

At that moment, it understood instinctively that no matter how much it struggled, it couldn’t win against this.

Crunch!

“Screech!”

The result was inevitable. A one-sided slaughter.

The overwhelming force of Dinoponera tore apart the boss’s flesh, crushed its bones, and drained the life from it.

At the same time, the final soulstone shattered.

Crack! 

Shatter!

As the boss’s mutilated body lay on the floor, the doors to the boss room opened, and people rushed in. A portal began to form in the air, signaling the end.

I slumped over, exhausted, thinking how nice it would be to go home and order some chicken.

And then…


Ding!

[Baek Eun-ha] 

• Title: 

▶ Level: 1

As if waiting for this exact moment, a number appeared in the level section of my status window.
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The events that followed were brief.

As the portal opened, the remaining students recognized it and gradually made their way to the boss room. After everything was settled, we all exited the dungeon together.

Fortunately, no one died, but many were injured, and most of them had to be taken to the hospital.

Despite the outpouring of praise and compliments for our dungeon-clearing efforts, I was too exhausted to care. I let all the words flow in one ear and out the other.

I had something far more important on my mind.

…Who would’ve thought I’d awaken at that very moment?’

So now, a day after the dungeon exploration, I lay comfortably in bed, reflecting on the results of that day.

“Status window.”

Ding!

[Baek Eun-ha] 

• Title: 

▶ Level: 1

There it was, clearly marked: my level.

And with that single number, I could tell—many things had changed.

‘I can definitely feel it.’

Whoosh.

As I focused, a tiny wisp of necrotic energy flowed out from the tip of my index finger.

That’s right.

I had finally gained the ability to control my own internal power.

Of course, only a very small part of it.

“It’s barely anything….”

The assumption that awakening would be the key to regaining my power was spot on.

Now that I had fully awakened, I could sense and control the energy I had previously been unable to even detect.

But compared to my original strength, it was laughably insignificant.

…I’ll need to level up, won’t I?’

The solution was clear. As I raised my level, I’d gradually regain my sealed power bit by bit.

This meant I’d have to continuously raid dungeons and fight monsters.

‘What a hassle.’

Still, the fact that I could now wield my own necrotic energy was a huge advantage.

If Song Ha-yeon’s necrotic energy or the cheap stuff I scraped together from the local mountains was like low-grade liquor, my energy was top-tier whiskey worth the price of a house.

The necromancy I performed from now on would undoubtedly yield entirely different results compared to before.

‘And…’

There was one more noticeable change.

Even at level 1, I was an awakened being. My physical abilities had significantly improved beyond that of a normal person.

From basic strength to overall body elasticity, flexibility, vision, and more.

For someone like me who had been frustrated by my weakened body ever since arriving on Earth, it felt like shedding an old skin.

But, above all else, one thing stood out.

‘With this body now…’

I was sure it was more than possible.

[Welcome to the Hero’s Battlefield!] 

“…My fourth promotion match.”

With this newfound strength, I could finally rise to a higher level, overcoming the frustrations I had previously endured.

[Death to your enemies!] 

Boom! 

[Victory!]

Until now, I had prided myself on my nearly flawless mental prowess, but my physical abilities had always fallen a little short.

As a result, I’d never been able to fully execute the plays I envisioned perfectly in my head.

Click.

Click, click!

[The era calls for me.] 

Boom!

【Victory!】

With my restrictions finally lifted, there was nothing in this battlefield that could stop me.

I was so immersed in my play that I forgot to even breathe. And after several hours, I finally achieved the goal I had been longing for.

【You have been promoted!】 

【Grand Master】

“…..”

It had been a long journey—an endless adventure that felt like it was finally coming to a close. Gazing at the long-awaited result, I almost felt like crying.

“If I keep this up… surely…” 

I can aim for something even higher.

That place I had only imagined: Challenger. 

No more grueling promotion matches. From here on, it’s a pure contest of who can build the most impressive track record. A real competition.

*Click. 

[Matching is starting.]

The time to march had come. It was time to step into the battlefield of real men, far beyond some pathetic D-rank dungeon.

[Welcome the hero!]

And so, two weeks passed.

Click. 

Creak.

Living practically in my room, barely paying attention to meals, my sister, Seoha, finally couldn’t take it anymore and gave me a talking-to.

“Hey, oppa.”

“Hm?” 

“Aren’t you going to register as a Hunter?” 

“…Maybe in a few more days.”

The wall to Challenger was, honestly, much taller than I had imagined.

#

Once the aftermath of that chaotic dungeon incident had somewhat subsided, one significant obstacle remained in my path to becoming a true Hunter.

“So, you’re supposed to have them over today, right?”

“Yeah… this time for real. You should trust me by now.”


It was time to prove I had made three friends, one of the conditions Seoha had set for letting me pursue the Hunter path.

“They all said they’d come, right?”

To fulfill that requirement, I invited the people I’d gotten closest to—Kim Seung-min, Han So-eun, and Choi Eun-sol—over to my apartment.

Of course, this was all at Seoha’s insistence.

“Honestly, is it really necessary to invite them home? Couldn’t you just call or something?”

“No way. This is important. These are the first friends you’ve made since coming back. You need to properly build those relationships. What if things fizzle out?”

“It’s just to prove I made friends. Does it really matter?”

I blurted that out, and she bombarded me with a ton of scolding. Friends aren’t some kind of in-game achievement or collectible, and although it felt like a very social butterfly thing to say, she was right, so I couldn’t argue.

Ding dong.

Ding dong.

Soon, Kim Seung-min and the others arrived, and the intercom buzzed, signaling their arrival at the entrance.

I skillfully pressed the button to unlock the door.

“Aren’t you going to greet them?”

“…We’ll see them when they come up anyway.”

Before long, they reached the door, and the doorbell rang. I had my hoodie pulled over my head, and Seoha, with a resigned look, went to open the door herself.

Click. 

“Nice to meet you. Hello.”

And then, silence.

“Uh…”

Kim Seung-min and the others tilted their heads as if they were seeing a hallucination. Seoha turned to me and asked quietly,

“…You didn’t tell them, did you?” 

“Oh.”

Right. My little sister is a celebrity.

As expected, things turned into a commotion right after that.

“Oh… so that’s why you were so quiet during training.”

“Yeah, it’s a real worry, to be honest.”

The awkward atmosphere lasted only for a moment. Surprisingly, less than thirty minutes had passed, and Seoha and the two female guests were chatting like they were at a parent-teacher meeting, completely engrossed in conversation.

“What? She’s your older sister, not younger?” 

“Yes… because of my awakening, I ended up looking like this. I’m actually the younger one.”

Somehow, even weird backstories were getting thrown into the mix. Having nothing much to say, I approached the most approachable person—Kim Seung-min.

“Uh, hey… so…” 

“Want to play a game?” 

“Sure.”

And that’s when I was hit with a shocking revelation.

[Victory!] 

Kim Seung-min was a Challenger. And not just any Challenger—he was ranked in the top double digits.

The man I had seen as a mere shield-toting debuff totem now looked like a hidden master.

“Uh, excuse me.” 

“Yes? What’s the matter?” 

“Can we… add each other as friends?”

For the first time since returning to Earth, I genuinely recognized someone else’s skill.

#

All obstacles had disappeared. Seoha, realizing that I had successfully made friends, no longer opposed my dream of becoming a Hunter. I could now walk the path of a true Hunter.

The first step? The Hunter qualification certification test. It was an essential hurdle that every would-be Hunter had to pass before being allowed to clear dungeons. A simple, yet challenging task.

‘I listened to all the instructions, but…’

They measured your physical abilities, magic power, and other factors to determine if you were ready to enter dungeons. Pass the standard, and you’re in. Fail, and you’re out.

Now, here I was at the Awakener Registration Center, ready to take the test. Alone.

Rustle, rustle.

[I’m so nervous I could die.] 

[My cousin got tested last week and got ranked as a D from the start.] 

[Please, just make me in the top 50%!]

‘This place is full of debuff totems.’

Seoha was busy, and even if she had come, her celebrity status would have created unnecessary gossip. I preferred to avoid that hassle.

With heavy steps, I trudged toward the registration desk. I had already submitted my application online, so all that was left was a quick confirmation.

“Uh, I’m here to….” 

“You’re here for the test registration?”

“Yes, um…”

“May I have your name?” 

“…Baek Eun-ha.” 

“Okay, I’ll check for you.”

The receptionist was friendly, but her warm smile felt strangely burdensome.

I stared at the floor, the ceiling, and the papers on the counter while successfully completing the registration.

“All set. Please wait at the designated area.”

I took my number and found a seat in a secluded corner of the waiting area.

The certification tests were held weekly, so there were quite a few people waiting, despite the time cushion.

Add to that the scouts from various guilds looking to recruit talented newcomers, and the center was bustling with activity.

“Yes, yes, I understand, team leader. Should we prioritize that?”

“Healing-type Awakeners? We haven’t confirmed anyone yet… I’ll look into it.”


“Yes, I heard there’s a rookie who made a name for themselves during that training dungeon incident. They’re essentially a proven resource.”

Hearing some of the chatter, I instinctively pulled my hood down further and hunched my shoulders. Surely, they weren’t talking about me, right?

But soon after, a wave of murmurs made it clear that my concern was unfounded.

Step, step.

Someone had entered the center and walked straight toward the counter, instantly drawing the sharp gazes of dozens of people.
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“Are you here for the test?” 

“Yeah.”

At the appearance of the much-rumored talent, both scouts and test applicants turned their attention to him.

“Oh, it’s him.”

“That’s Choi Sung-chul. He’s a frontline specialist who wields a battle axe at an impressive level.”

“Yeah, I’d heard about him even before the incident. I think his title was something like ‘Gaurdian of the Earth,’ right?”

I glanced toward the counter and recognized the man standing there. His body was still wrapped in bandages, indicating that he hadn’t fully healed, but he looked robust and full of energy.

“Lucky guy. He’s practically guaranteed to earn a D-rank.” 

“Just look at his title. He’s already a top-tier talent.” 

“Why bother worrying about those in the heavens? As long as I rank in the top 50% at Level 1, I’ll live just fine. Let’s just hope for good results for ourselves.”

While the lively chatter continued, a staff member from the counter approached the waiting area.

She scanned the room, and her gaze unexpectedly landed on me.

“Excuse me, are you Baek Eun-ha?”

“Yes, that’s me…”

Did I do something wrong? I quickly ran through my memory, but nothing came to mind. I looked at the floor, feeling a bit nervous, as the staff member continued in an awkward tone.

“We checked your registration details, and… is the title you wrote down correct?”

“…Yes, it’s correct.”

Of course, that was a lie.

My title section in the status window was still completely blank. But a title is just another name. If it’s how the world refers to me, then yes, it’s correct.

“I’m not saying this with any bad intentions, but… ‘Lord of Death’? That’s quite a grandiose title, even among the highest-ranked Hunters.”

With that, all eyes in the center turned toward me.

Even Choi Sung-chul noticed me from under my hood and furrowed his brow, clearly irritated. The staff member took a deep breath and spoke again.

“We’ll need to report this to our superiors… but could you please confirm one more time if this is indeed your actual title?”

In that moment, I hesitated.

I had a gut feeling that something troublesome was about to unfold.

Should I just make up another name? As I pondered, I heard mocking voices from all around me.

[There’s always one or two like this. No shame at all. Don’t they know what happens to attention-seekers?] 

[Let them be. They probably just got stuck with some weak title and are trying to compensate. They won’t last long in the dungeons anyway.] 

[Isn’t that a bit too obvious? ‘Lord of Death’? What does he think, he’s an S-rank or something?]

The sheer ignorance on display was infuriating.

I had thought ‘Lord of Death’ was a modest choice, but I didn’t expect this level of ridicule. My mood darkened instantly.

‘Blind chimpanzees.’

How could they not sense the noble aura I exuded? If they couldn’t recognize that, they had no right to even stand in my presence.

They deserved a curse that would make their hair fall out as punishment for their insolence.

But after a moment, I realized that this reaction wasn’t entirely incomprehensible.

Even Helena, an S-rank, had a title that wasn’t particularly flashy. Something like “Guide of the Dead” or “Ferryman,” if I remembered correctly.

Calming myself, I looked up at the staff member, slightly irritated, and replied:

“…There’s no mistake.”

“Ah, then… I’ll proceed with the registration as is.”

Though the staff member left, countless gazes remained fixed on me. I felt a headache and nausea coming on, so I quickly made my way to the bathroom.

‘Chimpanzees…’

I made sure to glare at them through the gap in my hood as I left.

Click.

Once inside the farthest bathroom stall, I sat down and made a silent vow.

‘I was planning to just get this over with and go home, but…’

At this point, I didn’t care about the minor inconveniences.

I was determined to make it clear to these apes the level of difference between them and a true human.

 A battle, one that would defend my pride as a bona fide necromancer, was about to begin.

#

The first step was simple: a physical exam.

“Next person, please come in.”

With the help of awakened researchers, the latest technology determined whether my body was fit for Hunter activities.

Of course, physical abilities alone wouldn’t determine pass or fail, as there were those with abilities specialized outside of physical strength.

Still, physical measurements were a crucial indicator since they were consistent and easy to evaluate.

“Stand here with your arms out, and don’t move until we signal.”

Whirr. 

Click.

After completing the tedious exams, I reached the main event of this first step—the mana measurement.

I completed the tests with a nervous heart and awaited the results.

A few minutes later, the woman in charge approached me, looking slightly awkward.

“Your mana score is 253 points. You barely passed the cut-off by 3 points.”

“Ugh.”

As expected, the result was devastating.

‘Two hundred fifty-three… well, it’s something.’

The number might be dismal, but it’s what I could do with it that mattered.

Think of it as the difference between clear water and murky water. For now, I wasn’t too worried. I ignored the woman’s pitiful glance and left the room.

“How much mana did you get?” 

“470 points.” 

“Seriously? You’re only 30 points away from D-rank! I’m jealous.”

As always with physical exams, the chimpanzees were already happily sharing their results.

470 points. 

357 points. 

292 points.

Not a single score lower than mine. I was at the bottom. Meanwhile, there was one person whose score stood out even among the apes.

“I heard he scored over 900 points.”

“Basically, they said it’s almost 1000.” 

“That’s insane. Must be real talent.”

Choi Sung-chul.

With a self-satisfied expression, the so-called “King of the Chimpanzees” sat there, arms crossed. When he spotted me coming out of the exam, he spoke up.


“Long time no see. How’d your results turn out?”

His words were laced with subtle competitiveness, drawing everyone’s attention back to the two of us, setting up a direct confrontation.

I hesitated, turned my head, and activated my brain to come up with a reasonable response.

“…Not interested.”

“Hah, so you didn’t even bother checking? Impressive confidence.”

Standing up, Choi Sung-chul looked at me over his shoulder and added:

“I’m the top of this quarter. See you in the next test.”

And so, the real test that would divide the Hunter hopefuls by rank and worth began.

“Everyone, please prepare your assigned weapons. Each person will come forward to begin the assessment.”

The first test was to measure combat ability through weapon skills.

The method was simple: use your refined skills to attack the sandbag for one minute.

The high-tech system would then measure your combat proficiency from all angles. No magic, no abilities—just raw physical prowess and skill.

Clang! 

Slash! 

Bang!

“One minute has passed. Moving on to the second test.”

Next was the firepower test.

The task was to attack the magic stone’s defense barrier next to the sandbag with your maximum power. This part allowed for the use of abilities, showcasing each participant’s full potential as a budding Hunter.

“Arghhh!”

Boom! 

Crash!

The first participant coated his sword with a weak flame and struck the barrier, completing his first measurement.

“Combat proficiency: 291 points. Maximum firepower: 370 points. Both are within the E-rank average. Well done.”

Though it seemed like an invasion of privacy to announce scores so publicly, there was a reason for this: it ensured that each person understood their own limitations and avoided a needless death by knowing exactly where they stood.

There was no better way to grasp this reality than through direct comparison—it was a rite of passage.

“468 points. 564 points. D-rank.” 

“433 points. 291 points. E-rank.”

The examiner, used to this routine process, didn’t show much emotion as they continued announcing results. But soon, even they were left speechless by a new result.

Boom!

“Combat proficiency: 782 points. Maximum firepower: 1197 points. This is a D-rank, top-tier score.”

The room erupted into murmurs, and after quickly confirming the data, the examiner continued:

“…Incredible! This is not just the best score of this quarter, but the highest we’ve seen across the second and third quarters combined. Are you really just level 5?”

“Yes,” replied the man confidently.

“This must be the future A-rank Hunter we’ve been waiting for in Seoul. We eagerly anticipate your journey ahead.”

The seasoned examiner, having seen countless high-rank Hunters in their early days, offered this glowing prediction. The murmurs grew louder, and awe-filled voices followed:

“Wow, A-rank? How much would that pay in a year? He’s definitely going to be on TV soon.”

“Forget the salary—he could buy entire buildings or resorts if he wanted.” 

“Hey, Ji-beom, go ask for his autograph later.”

In modern society, an A-rank Hunter is seen as a superhuman, possessing not only strength but also wealth and fame.

The thoughts of the bystanders swirled with envy and awe until the examiner cleared his throat and called out once more.

“Ahem. We will continue. Is Baek Eun-ha present?”

“…Y-yes.”

It was an unfortunate moment to be called forward, but I didn’t let it bother me and stepped out. Honestly, I felt more confused than anything.

‘Was he really that strong? I’d say Kim Seung-min was better…’

But the whispers and sneers from the crowd suggested they saw things differently.

[Must be embarrassing.]

[Bragged all that time, only for a monster like that to show up right before them.] 

[If they had a decent magic score, we’d have heard something by now.]

Hearing the harsh truth made my heart sting a bit, but it didn’t matter.

Soon enough, I’d show them the difference between us that even they would have to acknowledge.

‘…It’s been a while.’

It goes without saying that death energy and mana are different types of power.

But that didn’t mean I couldn’t handle mana.

I silently activated the stabilization magic within my ring and pulled down my hood to remove any distractions from the prying eyes around me.

A cool clarity enveloped my mind, and as the crowd noticed my now visible face, a wave of murmurs rippled through them.

Murmur. 

Murmur, murmur.

I paid them no mind, focusing entirely on the delicate manipulation of the 253 mana points I had been evaluated with.

I gathered every bit of it with precision and care, channeling it through my sword.


Whirrr.

Even I had to admit, the amount of mana I had was laughably small, like a drop of water in a bucket. But as the saying goes, a true master can fell a mountain with nothing but a twig.

Once my meager mana coated the blade entirely, I struck without hesitation.

Swish—!

The sound of the blade cutting through the air was sharp, clear, and beautiful.
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The murmurs grew louder.

“What was that?”

“What just happened?”

“Did anyone see…?”

The strike was powerful, and even those who had been amazed by Choi Seong-chul’s brute-force approach earlier could tell that this attack was different, on a completely new level.

Then, someone pointed at the girl with a shocked expression and shouted, “That was sword energy! I saw it!”

Instantly, the crowd was thrown into chaos.

“Sword energy?”

“It looked similar, but…”

“But that technique—don’t you need at least 2,000 mana points to even attempt something like that?”

The man who had started explaining quickly stopped, his eyes darting around as the truth dawned on him.

He realized the weight of what he had just said.

“Wait, does that mean… she has over 2,000 mana points?”

“An unranked Hunter, no less?” 

“That’s impossible!”

The crowd erupted into discussions, each person searching through their memories for any information that could help explain the situation.

“Didn’t that Russian S-Rank, Ivan, have over 1,600 mana points at level 1?” 

“Yeah, and Jesiel from France had over 1,400.” 

“But no one’s ever hit 2,000 before… has anyone?”

As far as they knew, not a single person had crossed that threshold. If this was true, it would be an unprecedented first.

Choi Seong-chul, now fully aware of the situation, looked at Baek Eun-ha’s back with a mix of disbelief and unease.

‘There’s no way… That tiny person?’

But he couldn’t forget what had happened during their recent dungeon expedition.

The lizard boss had been far too powerful for any apprentice Hunter to take down.

‘That lizard boss was no joke. No apprentice Hunter should’ve been able to defeat it.’

Yet, when Choi Seong-chul came to his senses after the battle, the dungeon had already been cleared.

The boss was dead, and everyone was talking about how Baek Eun-ha had played a central role in the victory.

‘Damn it.’

Choi Seong-chul didn’t want to accept it.

He had always been the best among his peers since earning the title of “Gaurdian of the Earth.” He couldn’t let some quiet, socially awkward kid steal his spotlight.

“But hold on a second. Isn’t there something strange?”

Someone from the apprentice Hunters spoke up, bringing a new point of confusion.

“Wasn’t her title something like ‘Lord of Death’? That doesn’t sound like a swordsmanship title. So how can she use a sword energy skill?” 

“And isn’t using skills in the first test against the rules? What’s going on?”

The man raised a valid point. However, after reviewing the data, the examiner spoke up.

“According to the records, there were no signs of any skill usage.”

This announcement only deepened the confusion.

“Then what was that?” 

“Are you saying that wasn’t a skill, but pure technique?” 

“That doesn’t make any sense!”

The crowd’s questions grew, but in the world of Hunters, such details were considered private. No one dared ask her outright.

“Um, are you going to continue attacking?” 

“…No. That’s enough,” Baek Eun-ha replied, her voice calm but firm.

It was clear that she had already made her point.

In the first test, aside from that one strike, Baek Eun-ha didn’t touch the target at all.

To some, it might have seemed like arrogance, but the result was shocking.

“What… what is this? A combat proficiency score of 2,192 points?”

The examiner’s voice trembled with disbelief, and the crowd was thrown into utter confusion. It was an unprecedented number.

But that wasn’t the end. Baek Eun-ha still had the most important part left—the second test: the maximum power measurement.

Despite the lingering shock among the spectators, Baek Eun-ha didn’t wait. She calmly walked up to the mana stone surrounded by a defensive barrier.

Then, raising her right hand, she began to chant something under her breath.

Huuuuung.

‘What is that?’ 

‘Her eyes are pitch black… what’s with that strange mist?’

The scene was something not even the apprentice Hunters had seen before.

Even the experienced examiner, who had been working here for a long time, was taken aback.

A dark, formless mist started to flow from Baek Eun-ha’s hand.

It looked like black fog, or perhaps a faint vapor. But there was one undeniable fact: it was deeply unsettling.

Goooo.

‘Why is my body trembling?’ 

‘I feel like I shouldn’t go near that…’ 

‘It feels ominous, somehow.’

What they felt was a primal instinct.

The black mist naturally triggered the survival instincts within every human being.

And that was because, although faint, the mist was none other than Baek Eun-ha’s [death energy].

Shhh.

The eerie aura began to coalesce in the palm of Baek Eun-ha’s hand.

Then, without any rush, she gently placed her right hand on the mana stone’s barrier.

And with that single touch, everything in front of her crumbled.

Crack!

Crack, crack, crack!

“No way!” 

“The… the mana stone…” 

“Was it even possible to break that?”

People were witnessing something they had neither seen nor heard of before.

They struggled to comprehend the reality unfolding in front of them.

Despite the chaos, the examiner managed to do his job.

“The maximum power measurement… 2,500 points.”

The targets for the first test and the mana stone for the second test were both designed for beginners.


Their limits weren’t supposed to be that high.

But there had never been an apprentice Hunter, anywhere on Earth, who had reached the absolute maximum.

“A new record has been set.”

The crowd fell silent, and the examiner stared blankly at the ceiling, processing what had just happened.

From the first generation to now, the history of Hunters had continued.

And now, in the third generation, an unbelievable anomaly had appeared.

The person who had caused all of this turned slightly, a smirk forming on her lips, and locked eyes with a dumbfounded Choi Seong-chul.

“…Pathetic.”

There was no one left to challenge her haughty words.

#

After the test ended, chaos erupted.

The apprentice Hunters couldn’t stop talking, and guild scouts and reporters swarmed to find the source of the commotion.

If I hadn’t quickly slipped away, I would have been stuck in the middle of that madness.

“…Home really is the best.”

This unbeatable comfort, this rising sense of peace—nothing else compares. I took a sip of my cola and continued clicking away with my mouse.

Gulp. Gulp.

Click.

【”A newly emerged Hunter breaks unprecedented records—who is this mystery?”】

【”New world records set during the evaluation. Could this be the next S-rank?”】

【”Fellow Hunter Kim states: ‘The level was clearly different.'”】

The headlines were sensational.

Luckily, no concrete details about me had been leaked, but with my distinctive appearance, rumors would spread quickly. 

‘Just thinking about it is a hassle…’

But it was inevitable.

If I wanted to fully regain my power, it was something I would have to face sooner or later.

I absentmindedly grabbed a potato chip, continuing to scroll through people’s reactions.

“A Hunter with a single-digit level breaking records like that?” 

“Sounds like media hype. I don’t buy it. Remember the measurement errors from last time?”

— “I think the media is exaggerating. Breaking world records is a bit much, don’t you think?”

Most people seemed skeptical, but there were a few who were speculating wildly about my identity. Watching these reactions was honestly quite amusing.

— “I think they faked their level. There’s no way a low-level Hunter can pull off those numbers. Either they got caught up in a dungeon creation event or did some illegal hunting to boost their level before the test.” 

┗”What’s your proof?” 

┗”The numbers are just too high. If they were only slightly above average, maybe, but that high? Are we talking SS-rank next?”

Some theories were quite plausible, but unfortunately for them, none were close to the truth.

As I continued my little ego-search, I heard hurried footsteps approaching from the entrance—Seoha had just come back home.

Bang!

“Oppa, did you really get a D-rank?”

“Apparently.” 

“Starting off as D-rank is pretty rare…”

Seoha seemed unsure how to process the situation.

“What’s so strange about it? I did tell you I was the ‘Lord of Death.'”

“…Right, yeah. I know.”

She said that, but I could tell she was still skeptical. With a slight pout, I changed the subject.

“I smell something good from outside.”

“Just a little something to celebrate. Have you eaten yet?”

“I’ll wash my hands and be right over.”

When I finally sat down at the table, a set of delicious-looking lobsters was laid out before me.

The vibrant color of the lobster made it clear that it was no cheap meal.

Curious about this rare choice, I glanced over at Seoha, who was looking at me with an almost expectant gaze. Sighing, I reluctantly raised my hand.

“I’m not sure if this will work, but…”

“Oh… really?”


Seeing the disappointment on her face made it hard to refuse. So, I concentrated and raised my hand.

“…I’ll give it a try.”

Huuung.

Crack. Crack.

Contrary to my worries, the lobster shell peeled off effortlessly.



 
  
    Chapter 22: LAN cable disciple Song Ha-yeon (1)


After eating the lobster, Baek Seo-ha returned to her room and slowly reflected on the recent events surrounding Baek Eun-ha.

‘At least the new friends seem okay…’

The reason Baek Seo-ha invited them all to the house was to conduct a simple check.

She wanted to make sure none of them were approaching for selfish reasons, trying to take advantage of the fact that she was an A-rank Hunter, or worse, attracted to Baek Eun-ha’s appearance and harboring inappropriate thoughts.

‘Their personalities are a bit quirky, but at least they’re cute and nice to look at.’

However, there was no problem.

After all, they didn’t even know that Baek Seo-ha was related to Baek Eun-ha.

The way they became friends was also quite simple.

‘…Even if it was a mackerel bone, really?’

It was absurd, but it was also very much like her brother.

To be honest, if someone took the time to remove the bones from her fish, she would probably feel a bit of affection as well.

And then, there was the incident during the dungeon field trip.

When she first heard about it, she was shocked, but her brother hadn’t gotten hurt, and in fact, played a crucial role in clearing the dungeon.

Baek Eun-ha could clearly take care of himself, and that realization allowed her to feel somewhat reassured.

‘Of course, there are still concerns about letting him out into society…’

Compared to a year and a few months ago, when they had first reunited, his progress was incredibly fast.

 Back then, if he wasn’t clinging to her, he wouldn’t even leave the house.

‘And finally, today’s event.’

Not only did he pass the test on his first try, but he also started at D-rank. To be honest, he had incredible talent.

‘…I didn’t expect him to do so well.’

It was impressive, but at the same time, it felt a bit strange.

Everything seemed to fit together too perfectly to be mere coincidence.

No matter how she thought about it, it was hard to ignore.

‘Could it be that the things he mentioned… are actually true?’

But despite these thoughts, she still wasn’t convinced.

Conquering a fortress by himself, subjugating a god-like being to become his servant—everything Baek Eun-ha had told her sounded far too outlandish.

Baek Seo-ha carefully recalled memories of her brother.

[Oppa, are you sick? Why are you lying there like that?]

[…I played all day and got demoted.]

She remembered his sulking face as he rolled around in the blanket after losing a game.

[How do you wear this?] 

[…Should I help you?]

Or the time he struggled to put on his first piece of women’s clothing and eventually had to ask for help.

‘Is this… really the Lord of Death?’

No matter how much she thought about it, it just didn’t match. Baek Seo-ha concluded that it must simply be her imagination.

‘But, he does have talent.’

She had no doubt that Baek Eun-ha would quickly level up and become a high-ranking Hunter.

That is, of course, if he could manage to form a proper party and run dungeons like everyone else.

‘I need to have a talk with him.’

Having made up her mind, Baek Seo-ha slowly made her way to her brother’s room.

#

Knock. Knock.

“Ah, it won’t open.”

After finishing the lobster, I returned to my room and decided to check my abilities after a long while.

Slurp.

In my hands was a sinister book with sharp teeth and a suspicious-looking tongue.

It was the [Book of Death], an original artifact I had created after years of researching all sorts of forbidden magic.

Groan!

“Ugh.”

Since it was directly connected to my soul, I could at least summon it now that I had fully awakened.

Slurp.

However, no matter how much I tried, I couldn’t even open the first page. It seemed entirely unusable in my current state.

‘The Seal of the Underworld doesn’t seem accessible either…’

It was clear that the problem was my level.

Everything would be resolved once I leveled up enough.

Swoosh.

I de-summoned the Book of Death and collapsed onto my bed, breathing heavily.

‘…At this rate, tackling high-level dungeons will be tough.’

Compared to my prime, there were still so many abilities I couldn’t use.

The Book of Death was especially important.

Only when I could open it would I be able to summon my true original undead creations.

“Such a hassle…”

In the end, it seemed I would have to be patient and work my way up from lower-rank dungeons. No matter how powerful I once was, caution was still necessary in my current, weakened state.

Knock, knock.

“Can I come in?”

As I rolled around on my bed, thinking things over, Seo-ha knocked on my door. I got up and opened it for her.

Click.

“What’s up?”

Seo-ha led me to sit on the bed and started talking calmly.

“So, what’s your plan from now on?”

“Hunter work?”

“Yeah.”

She was right. Up until now had just been the starting point; the real challenge was ahead.

I thought about it seriously before answering.

“…I’ll just keep running dungeons, I guess?”

Honestly, there wasn’t much else to do.

But Seo-ha didn’t seem satisfied with that answer and brought up something else.

“I mean, do you have any plans for joining a party or a guild? You know you have some difficulties with those things, right?”

“…Oh.”


It finally clicked what she was getting at.

I responded without hesitation.

“I’ll just join any party and…”

“And?”

“Just, you know, do things normally?”

To be honest, I hadn’t really thought much about it.

I could clear dungeons on my own, so why bother thinking about teammates? If necessary, I could just treat them like background characters while I handled everything.

But Seo-ha had a different perspective.

“Oppa, as you tackle higher-ranked dungeons, communication becomes really important.”

“Well, yeah, I suppose.”

“You need to understand each other’s specialties, adjust your styles, and constantly communicate.

Once you start doing C-rank dungeons, there’s even pre-mission briefings. Do you think you can handle that?”

Honestly, I couldn’t.

All I could manage at this point was brief, non-verbal communication without making eye contact.

“If we just fill the headcount and do our own thing…”

“Without any communication?”

I confidently answered her.

“In low ranks, playing with everything muted is the best strategy.”

“…”

And then, of course, I received another long lecture about how real life isn’t a game.

After being thoroughly scolded, Seo-ha, looking concerned, continued.

“Oppa, I’ve seen at least fifteen B-rank or higher Hunters die while I was running dungeons.”

“Even talented, strong people can die.”

Her point was valid. I had witnessed countless such tragedies myself.

“When unexpected things happen, you need at least one teammate you can count on as insurance. And anyway, you can’t even enter higher-rank dungeons without a party of at least four.”

That was true. But finding a proper four-member party was impossible for me, considering my current communication skills.

While I was lost in thought, Seo-ha spoke up with a triumphant look.

“That’s why I came up with a plan. First, we can hire a high-ranking Hunter to…”

“Oh.”

Then it hit me. There was someone perfect for the job.

“I’ve got someone to party with.”

“Huh, really?”

A few months ago, I formed a connection with my first online disciple, Song Ha-yeon.

She had told me just last week that she had been promoted to B-rank.

“A B-rank should be able to handle D-rank dungeons solo, right?”

“Well, yeah, but…”

Song Ha-yeon would make the perfect background character to fill the headcount.

#

Ding.

[So… you really need me for something?]

[Yeah.] 

[Uh, I mean, that’s great, but are you sure about this?] 

[Why not?]

Song Ha-yeon, a promising Hunter who had recently reached B-rank, was stunned by the sudden late-night message.

[This isn’t some secret identity thing or anything, right?] 

[We’re not strangers; it’s fine.]

To be honest, Song Ha-yeon had always been curious about the real identity of “Hell Lord 12.”

‘It wasn’t Helena, so who could it be?’

Now, she would finally meet him in person.

Song Ha-yeon could already feel her heart racing with a mix of excitement and nerves.

‘He must have incredible charisma. Maybe he’s like one of those muscular, handsome foreign guys from the movies…?’

Recently, after asking for advice on her close-combat skills, she had realized that Hell Lord 12 had expertise in martial arts as well.

He was probably someone with a very well-trained physique.

Also, based on the way he talked, it seemed more likely that he was male.

Her imagination began to run wild.

‘I’m so curious, I can’t stand it.’

Ding.

[I’ll definitely be there! Just let me know if you need anything.]

In any case, the time had finally come to repay her mentor.

Now a B-rank Hunter and a top streamer, Song Ha-yeon was in a position where she could actually help him.

That thought filled her with joy.


Ding.

[See you tomorrow!] 

[Yeah.]

Song Ha-yeon tried her best to calm her racing heart as she lay down to sleep, filled with anticipation.

What kind of role would she play from now on? The thought made her heart race with excitement.





 
  
    Chapter 23: LAN cable disciple Song Ha-yeon (2)


Rustle.

Crunch.

In the middle of a mountain path where no one passed, though not particularly secluded, Song Ha-yeon absentmindedly looked at the swaying branches in the wind.

‘Why did he ask me to come to a place like this?’

If it were a typical meeting place, wouldn’t it be somewhere more ordinary, like a café or a restaurant?

But this place was far from any such atmosphere, no matter how you looked at it.

After a brief moment of contemplation, Song Ha-yeon came to a plausible conclusion.

‘Ah, maybe he doesn’t want to be seen by others?’

That would certainly make sense.

And if that were the case, it could mean that Lord of Hell12 was someone well-known, a public figure.

‘Ugh, I’m getting so nervous.’

In truth, it wasn’t just nervousness; curiosity and excitement were the larger parts of her feelings, though her heart was racing all the same.

Just as Song Ha-yeon managed to calm her rapidly beating heart, she sensed a faint presence on the other side of the forest path.

Rustle.

“Huh?”

She quickly turned her head toward the sound, but there was nothing there.

“That’s strange.”

Given that Song Ha-yeon was now a B-rank Hunter, her senses were far sharper than an ordinary person’s, so it couldn’t have just been her imagination.

With that thought in mind, she carefully scanned her surroundings and soon spotted something unusual.

Swish.

Behind a large tree on the outskirts of the path, silvery strands of hair were fluttering in the air.

When she enhanced her vision with magic, her view became clearer. It was unmistakably someone’s hair.

“Um, excuse me? Is someone there?”

No answer.

‘What is this?’

At this point, the mysterious figure became suspicious to Song Ha-yeon.

Silver hair was certainly not a common color for people in the modern world.

‘Could it be…?’

The fact that they were hiding and refusing to respond made her wonder.

Though it seemed unlikely, she couldn’t rule out the possibility that it might be a monster that had escaped from an unidentified dungeon break.

With tension rising, Song Ha-yeon gathered her magic and quickly moved to get a better view.

Thump thump thump!

“Who’s there—huh?”

What she found behind the tree was completely unexpected: a small girl with pure white skin and silver hair.

The girl had pale red eyes and a petite frame.

If Helena had given off the impression of a noble princess, this girl seemed more like a fairy straight out of a storybook.

Startled by Song Ha-yeon’s sudden approach, the girl shrunk back and averted her gaze, looking frightened.

“Uh, um, you…”

And then, the girl spoke in a familiar language: Korean.

She didn’t look Korean at all, which made it quite surprising. Taken aback, Song Ha-yeon quickly apologized for her earlier actions.

“Sorry! Did I scare you? I thought you might be someone suspicious.”

“No, it’s just that…”

“Where are you from? The U.S.? France?”

From her appearance alone, the girl didn’t seem that young, but there was something about her that evoked a protective instinct in Song Ha-yeon.

As Ha-yeon bombarded her with questions, the girl, looking a bit annoyed, raised her smartphone.

[I’ll be there soon.]

[I’m here! Where are you?]

[Teacher?]

These were the exact messages Song Ha-yeon had just sent to Lord of Hell12.

Staring at the girl, Song Ha-yeon suddenly felt a wave of cognitive dissonance.

The fact that the girl had her mentor’s phone meant that she was somehow connected to him.

As Song Ha-yeon pieced things together, she clapped her hands in realization.

“Ah! Are you perhaps the child of my mentor, here to run an errand?”

The girl shook her head.

“Then, a close acquaintance?”

Another shake of the head.

Confused by the continuous denial, Song Ha-yeon recalled something she had heard from Helena and beamed as if she had finally figured it out.

“You must be a summoned creature! I’ve heard that top-level necromancers can create undead that are indistinguishable from real humans. Wow, this is my first time seeing one!”

But that wasn’t right either.

The girl looked at the dumbfounded Song Ha-yeon and, in a small voice, replied, “You didn’t even recognize your own mentor…”

“What?”

And that was Song Ha-yeon’s first meeting with Lord of Hell12, also known as Baek Eun-ha.

#

To be honest, I kind of expected this.

A normal person wouldn’t be able to casually stream to over 5,000 viewers without breaking a sweat.

‘This feels… awkward.’

Simply put, Song Ha-yeon wasn’t just an ordinary extrovert—she was the ultimate extrovert.

Even from a distance, I could feel her unique energy, which made it hard for me to approach her.

‘This is what a true party person looks like.’

Even just standing there, positive energy radiated from her, which was pretty overwhelming for someone like me.

My body instinctively rejected getting closer, as if there were some natural law dictating that introverts and extroverts couldn’t coexist in the same space.

It felt as if my legs wanted to take a step back, like the universe was enforcing some rule that we shouldn’t be near each other.

“Sh-should I bow in respect or something?” Song Ha-yeon asked hesitantly.

At first, she had doubted my words, but after I demonstrated a few necromancy techniques that I had taught her, she finally accepted the truth.

“…Follow me.”

“Oh, yes!”

Still, there was a silver lining.

Thanks to the time we’d spent together over the months, I was at least able to speak casually to her, even managing to give orders in my usual tone.

Maybe, just maybe, this annoying side effect of my social anxiety was slowly improving.


“So, where are we going?” she asked.

“…To my place.”

“Oh, okay…”

On the way home, I explained a few important points to her, trying to settle the queasiness in my stomach.

The basic story was that from now on, we were friends who had met through online gaming.

“Ah, yes! So, we’re gaming friends?”

And so, only the final hurdle remained—bringing Song Ha-yeon home to get her approved by Seo-ha.

After all, it wouldn’t be easy to trust a B-rank hunter, who I supposedly met through a game, to explore dungeons with me.

Ring ring.

Click.

We arrived home, and as soon as I opened the door and introduced the two, their eyes met.

“Oh.”

“Ah.”

Both of them uttered small exclamations simultaneously, wearing strange expressions.

What’s going on?

I tilted my head, confused by their unexpected reactions. But then, as if rehearsed, both of their gazes shot straight at me.

“…Uh. What’s wrong?”

Their expressions seemed to ask why I hadn’t mentioned something important.

Song Ha-yeon spoke first, sounding both shocked and a bit panicked.

“Y-you’re related to Baek Seo-ha?”

“D-didn’t I mention it…?”

“No, you didn’t! Oh my gosh, what do I do now?”

Song Ha-yeon shouted, her eyes a mix of surprise and fear.

Now that I thought about it, I vaguely remembered her mentioning she was a fan of Seo-ha at some point.

As I turned my head away, feeling the weight of their accusatory stares, I glanced back at Seo-ha, feeling a sense of injustice.

“Then why didn’t you say anything?”

“…The gaming friend you were talking about was Song Ha-yeon? Why didn’t you tell me earlier?”

It seemed Seo-ha knew who Song Ha-yeon was as well.

The reason became clear with her next words.

“She’s the hottest talent in the industry right now. Everyone’s trying to recruit her, even our guild. I told you about it just the other day, didn’t I?”

Seo-ha trailed off, sounding slightly disappointed.

If it was just the other day, I must’ve been too tired from staying up all night gaming to properly listen.

“Sorry…”

From what I gathered, Song Ha-yeon was a promising talent that Seo-ha’s Cheongbaek Guild had been eyeing.

No wonder Seo-ha was caught off guard, seeing someone this prominent in such a casual setting.

The situation was getting a bit awkward.

Avoiding their gazes, I fidgeted with my hands. And so, we all entered the house, inadvertently turning the encounter into an unexpected three-way meeting.

#

“So, you got close by playing games together?”

“Yes. He was really good, so I started asking questions, and over time, I learned a lot from him… It kind of happened naturally.”

As the conversation progressed, Song Ha-yeon glanced at me, signaling if she was doing this right. I eagerly nodded my head.

“That’s quite the story.”

“Y-yeah, haha.”

It didn’t take long for the initial awkwardness to fade.

Both of them were high-rank hunters and shared plenty of common interests.

With that, the real conversation began.

“So, how strong are you on your own?”

“Excuse me?”

“The strongest monster you can take down one-on-one.”

The atmosphere felt like a major guild interview.

Seo-ha’s sharp questioning left Song Ha-yeon stammering as she answered.

“Well, I can handle a B4-rank Poison Horn…”

“That’s a bit underwhelming.”

“If I really push myself, I could probably take on a Crystal Wolf.”

Seo-ha’s line of questioning was relentless, covering both combat and theory, making Song Ha-yeon visibly flustered.

Honestly, I started feeling a bit sorry for her.

Then, the questions took an odd turn.

“So, if a conflict arises, what should you do?”

“Um, cut off the view and draw attention… And then, what was it?”

“Whatever you do, make sure to control the situation.

Don’t let her get involved in the conversation. If you pressure her just a little, she’ll shrink back and won’t say a word.”

“Ah…”

It was obvious that I was the target of these questions, and it was starting to get on my nerves. But I had no choice but to endure it.

“When she makes that twitchy face with a weird expression, it means she has a complaint or something to say. That’s when you should step in and handle it for her.”

“Got it!”

“If things get tough, you can always drop my name or the guild’s.”

“Really?”

Eventually, after what felt like an exhausting round of interrogation, Seo-ha agreed to let us form a two-person party. Just listening had worn me out.

“Well, before I go, could I get your phone number…?”

“Of course.”

“Thank you!”


Ring ring.

Click.

Soon after, the front door opened, and Song Ha-yeon left with a big, happy smile on her face.

‘My disciple…’

I couldn’t shake the odd feeling that I had just lost my apprentice. It left me with a rather bitter aftertaste.




 
  
    Chapter 24: LAN cable disciple Song Ha-yeon (3)


When Baek Eun-ha first made her record during the Hunter registration test, the unprecedented numbers caused quite a stir.

However, within less than a day, most of the commotion died down.

This was due to certain behind-the-scenes actions taking place.

“Oh, that? They said it was just an error.”

“Yeah, those numbers don’t make sense. The idea of a new record in Korea is laughable.”

“Man, I got excited thinking a big shot was emerging for nothing.”

Just as rumors about Baek Eun-ha started to spread, the higher-ups ordered a complete cover-up.

They determined they needed time to assess the situation.

“Frankly, the numbers themselves are hard to believe.”

“Could it be a machine malfunction?”

“Upon review, the likelihood is extremely low.”

But more than just the numbers, it was Baek Eun-ha herself that raised concern this time.

“She was a Type B Returnee, wasn’t she?”

‘Type B’ refers to those who were sent to another world and barely managed to return alive without any special powers.

“A Type B Returnee undergoing an awakening…”

As far as they knew, this was the first case of its kind.

That alone was reason enough to keep things under wraps.

“When she first returned, the psychological evaluation revealed numerous signs of mental instability, and she kept making inconsistent statements. However, what she said was…”

She claimed to be the ‘Death Lord’, a necromancer of absolute authority in the other world.

Even now, Baek Eun-ha continued to claim her title as the Death Lord.

“What should we make of this?”

“It’s hard to say for now. We don’t have enough information.”

“Given her psychological condition, she may simply be labeling herself that way, and her actual title could be different.”

“But given the circumstances, we can’t completely dismiss the possibility, can we?”

“…Hmm.”

In the end, they decided to wait and observe the situation further.

At the same time, Choi Da-hye, the Vice Director of the Hunter Association, spoke up.

“Didn’t Baek Seo-ha specifically request that the fact her sibling is a returnee not cause any unnecessary commotion?”

“She did. But at this point, it’s becoming increasingly difficult to keep that promise.”

No matter how much they tried to control the information, it was only a matter of time before both domestic and foreign entities found out.

It was only a matter of time, but delaying that inevitability for as long as possible was something they needed to handle.

“…For now, I ask that everyone do their best.

We can’t afford another incident like what happened with Chaehwa-in, nor can we allow any talent to slip through our fingers.”

“That goes without saying.”

“I’ll have a conversation with Baek Seo-ha soon. Her role has become even more crucial.”

With that, everyone at the meeting returned to their respective positions, though they couldn’t hide the weariness on their faces.

They all knew that a massive wave was beginning to rise once again.

#

Ding.

[So, you’re saying that you’re one of those returnees we see on TV?]

[Yeah.]

After parting with Song Ha-yeon, I continued our unfinished conversation through the messenger app.

As expected, it was far more comfortable for me to communicate this way than face-to-face. It brought a sense of calm.

[Really?]

Song Ha-yeon seemed incredulous, but it wouldn’t take long for her to realize that this was indeed the truth.

Everything fit together.

I then briefly explained the situation I was in and what my future plans were.

Since she was now officially my disciple, there was no need to keep secrets, and being transparent would certainly make things easier.

Song Ha-yeon is useful.

She’s not the type to betray me unless it’s a life-or-death situation, and for now, she’s more than capable of being a reliable companion.

[So, to summarize, you’ve lost your power, but now you’ve found a way to regain it?]

Song Ha-yeon quickly accepted the situation.

My vast knowledge, despite being a mere level 1 hunter, and my need to run through low-rank dungeons all made sense under that explanation.

[Don’t worry! As your devoted disciple, I’ll help you regain your strength!]

That was the response I had anticipated.

I smiled as I set my phone down, feeling like I had finally reclaimed a subordinate I had lost.

But then, I began to think more seriously.

Regaining my power is only a matter of time, but…

At this point, it was time to start considering something I had avoided.

This is infuriating.

I needed to figure out what exactly had brought me to this state—who or what was responsible for reducing me to this powerless condition.

At first, I assumed it was some kind of natural occurrence, a law of the universe or a form of self-preservation at play, as if I had simply triggered an immune response.

From this world’s perspective, I was an invasive virus.

But according to what Helena had told me, it wasn’t that simple.

The way it happened was too deliberate. It felt artificial, as if there was a distinct intention behind it.

‘Cerezia… it couldn’t be her.’

There was no way a mere demigod of such low standing could have accomplished something like this.

 Regardless of what else she might be capable of, she definitely didn’t have the power to restrain my abilities like this.

That means the entity that has interfered with me must be on this side of reality.

I was certain of that, at least.

…Though I still had no idea who or what it might be.

It could possibly be connected to the sudden emergence of Awakened beings and the dungeon phenomena happening here on Earth.

There might be some unknown connection to whatever force is responsible for all this.

I hadn’t told Seo-ha everything for a reason.

By now, I could easily prove that everything

I’d been saying was true. I could even get testimonies from Song Ha-yeon and Helena if I wanted to.

But there was no need to go that far.

If Seo-ha fully understood what was going on, her constant worrying would only get worse, and she’d spend all day fretting over every detail. That was not ideal.

‘I’ve told her enough times…’


It’s not my fault Seo-ha didn’t believe me.

At this point, I’m not going to tell her anything until she figures it out on her own.

I tend to hold grudges longer than people expect.

‘Things are just fine the way they are now.’

A bit of stubbornness, sure, but in the end, this was something I had to handle myself. I didn’t want to drag anyone else into it.

To put it simply, someone unknown had picked a fight with me, of all people.

And I’m not one to back down from that.

A necromancer brings terror and death to their enemies, enough to make them regret ever challenging them. It doesn’t matter who the enemy is.

‘Once I get my power back…’

I will make them pay, one way or another.

#

The next step was simple.

I’d use Song Ha-yeon’s status as a B-rank Hunter to run low-rank dungeons with our two-person party.

That was it. Nothing more.

Ding.

[How about this one? There’s a D4-rank dungeon that just opened up in Songdo.]

[D4 is too weak.]

Ding.

[Then how about this one? It’s a D3-rank dungeon in Busan, just got registered 20 minutes ago.]

[Busan is too far.]

As I kept rejecting her suggestions, Song Ha-yeon went silent for a moment before sending another message.

[So how long do you plan to wait? Shouldn’t we just take whatever is available?]

She wasn’t wrong.

But going somewhere too far wasn’t an option.

Right now, taking public transportation was nearly impossible for me.

Even if Song Ha-yeon offered to drive, if the trip took too long, I wouldn’t be able to handle the aftereffects of the journey.

After I pointed this out, she hesitated before replying.

Ding.

[Can’t we just bring a bag, and you can throw up in it while we go?]

[Then you’ll be excommunicated, and I’ll be on my own.]

[Alright, I’ll keep looking…]

Back in my day, students would do whatever the master told them without complaint.

I clicked my tongue and went back to my game. It was a mid-lane match. No matter what, I had to carry the team. Dungeon hunts could wait; this was more important.

[Shine once more in the face of death!]

“Why use your ult now?!”

Bang.

Watching the enemies barely escape with their lives thanks to my teammate’s mistimed ultimate, I was filled with frustration.

At that moment, I thought to myself: partnering up with Song Ha-yeon was the right move.

If I had formed a normal party and entered a dungeon, I’d definitely have been dealing with unhelpful debuff totems, and my blood pressure would have skyrocketed.

…Though Song Ha-yeon was still a bit inexperienced.

As long as I guided her well, there wouldn’t be any major issues.

Until now, we had only communicated via messenger, so I hadn’t had the chance to assert my authority. But soon, I’d show her my true might as a master.

‘Better establish dominance now, or she might start acting out.’

And so, two days later, I found myself at the entrance to a small D1-rank dungeon near Ilsan.

“Uh, sorry, but you can’t enter without your Hunter license.”

“Even if you give me that look, it’s the rule…”

As I stood helplessly in front of the staff at the temporary dungeon entrance, I could feel Song Ha-yeon’s eyes glaring at me with a mixture of disappointment and disbelief.


‘Ugh.’

Her expression said it all: You made me go through all this trouble to secure our entry, and now this?

‘This… this isn’t how it was supposed to go.’

My aura as the master… was crumbling.

This was the price I had to pay for staying up late gaming after several consecutive losses and rushing out in a panic.
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In the end, Song Ha-yeon and Baek Eun-ha got back in the car, stopped by their house, and returned to the dungeon.

After being crammed into the small car for the third time, Baek Eun-ha’s face had turned pale, but Song Ha-yeon remained firm in her stance.

“…You brought this on yourself.”

“Ugh.”

After arriving back at the dungeon entrance, they verified their IDs again.

The staff, still skeptical after the earlier incident, glanced at Song Ha-yeon, a B-rank Hunter, and reluctantly granted them access.

Finally, the two managed to enter the D1-rank dungeon.

Whoosh.

Whiiiing.

“It smells like a beast in here.”

By now, Song Ha-yeon had become a competent mid-to-upper-tier professional Hunter.

She could gather information with just a glance.

“With this terrain, we’re likely to encounter Gray Wolves or Yellow Monkeys, don’t you think?”

Proud of her knowledge, Song Ha-yeon attempted to impress her master, but Baek Eun-ha merely gave her a disapproving look.

“Uh, Master?”

Feeling a bit disheartened, Song Ha-yeon hesitated.

Baek Eun-ha finally spoke up.

“…Bring out everything you usually use.”

“Ah, yes!”

Surely he wasn’t upset just because of the long car ride, right?

While glancing nervously at her master, Song Ha-yeon began summoning undead through the medium she had prepared.

Whoooosh.

“Undead Call.”

Fwoosh!

Creak.

Creak creak.

With eerie bone-cracking sounds, the undead began emerging from the ground.

Skeleton Warriors, Archers, and others formed ranks, giving the scene an impressive display of power.

Fwoooosh!

The highlight among them was the Skeleton Masher.

With its massive frame and crimson-tinged bones, it looked so imposing that even seasoned Hunters would likely hesitate to face it.

“How does it look?”

Feeling confident, Song Ha-yeon turned to Baek Eun-ha.

Surely, with this level of strength, her master would be impressed. But her hopes were quickly dashed.

“…No foundation.”

“Huh? Why?”

To Song Ha-yeon, there didn’t seem to be anything wrong.

The summoning speed was fast, and the quality of each undead was excellent.

But Baek Eun-ha casually strolled among the skeletons, infusing mana into his fist before lightly knocking on the head of the Skeleton Masher.

Thunk!

Thunk!

Thonk!

“Look.”

“Huh…? At what?”

Not understanding his point, Song Ha-yeon asked again. Baek Eun-ha, almost whining, gave his answer.

“…The skull is empty.”

Of course, it’s a skeleton—of course, the skull would be empty! Song Ha-yeon almost blurted out, “What kind of nonsense is that?” but barely restrained herself.

Unaware of Song Ha-yeon’s frustration, Baek Eun-ha gave another command.

“…Give me the medium.”

It seemed he intended to demonstrate himself.

Though uncertain, Song Ha-yeon reluctantly handed over the medium she had painstakingly crafted for the Skeleton Masher.

Thunk.

Baek Eun-ha received the medium and, with a frown, carefully inspected various parts of the skeleton.

 He then assumed a stance, seemingly preparing to cast necromancy.

However, after holding that stance for about 10 seconds, he sighed deeply and began to complain again.

“…The materials don’t feel genuine. I don’t feel like doing this.”

It was then that Song Ha-yeon finally realized something.

‘Ah.’

As she recalled, Baek Eun-ha was a necromancer who had lived for over 100 years in that other world.

In short, her master was the ultimate old-school, picky type.

#

Fwoosh!

Creak.

Creak creak.

“H-How about this time?”

Song Ha-yeon had a knack for improvement.

Even in such a short time, every piece of advice led to noticeable growth.

However, it still didn’t meet Baek Eun-ha’s standards. It was embarrassing to call her his disciple.

“…That’s not how it’s done.”

“Ugh.”

But he decided to stop nitpicking for now.

Conversation was getting tiring, and they had spent too much time near the dungeon entrance. The monsters inside were already starting to approach them.

Grrrr.

Grrrowl!

“…They’re here.”

As Song Ha-yeon predicted, the dungeon’s inhabitants were a pack of Gray Wolves.

The vanguard consisted of five wolves in total—a manageable number.

I stepped forward, gathering my necromantic energy.

“Do you need help?” Song Ha-yeon asked.


Of course, I didn’t need help. After all, she was only here as a buffer to keep us from getting overwhelmed at the entrance.

But just as the battle was about to begin, a surge of unease made me call out to her again.

“Uh, hey.”

“Yes? Should I help after all?”

“Could you move 10 meters back… out of sight?”

“Oh, sure.”

With that, Song Ha-yeon gave me a slightly concerned look before disappearing from my field of vision.

Once I felt the debuff lift, I quickly shifted into combat mode.

Grrrowl!

Tap tap.

The first two wolves charged at me from both sides in a coordinated attack. I began chanting a pre-prepared spell.

“Cursed Blind.”

Swoosh!

Grrrowl!

Huh?

The Gray Wolves, baring their teeth, hesitated, confused by the sudden blindness.

They quickly tried to locate me again by scent, but the momentary delay was all I needed.

Dodging their attacks with swift steps, I touched the area around their hearts, my hands coated with necromantic energy.

With a simple chant, the necrotic energy flowed into their bodies, triggering a curse of decay.

Yelp!

Yelp!

Thud.

The two wolves collapsed, their bodies convulsing.

It would take about five more seconds for them to die.

The rest would be simple.

“Undead Call.”

Swoosh.

Rustle.

Rustle.

[Grrrr.]

[Hrk.]

In an instant, the Gray Wolves, now shrouded in deathly energy, were reborn as loyal servants of the undead.

Without hesitation, I gave them their orders.

“Attack.”

[Grrrr.]

Yelp!

Crunch!

Crack!

The battle ended quickly.

Unlike before, I could now use a small portion of my necromantic energy, and the difference was significant.

With a final death rattle from the large Gray Wolf that led the pack, the fight was over, almost anticlimactically.

Song Ha-yeon, who had rushed over to witness the scene, looked utterly surprised.

“Wow.”

Seeing her expression, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of pride.

As a fellow necromancer, Song Ha-yeon could undoubtedly sense the sheer skill I had just demonstrated.

“Aren’t you only Level 1? How can you do that?”

That was the reaction I had been waiting for.

I felt a wave of satisfaction wash over me as I smiled smugly.

“Heh.”

Even with this subpar physical state, I was achieving maximum efficiency.

It was nothing short of perfect execution—Challenger-level control, if I had to categorize it!

“You’ve got fur on you,” Song Ha-yeon said, reaching out.

Rub.

“Eek!”

With a startled yelp, I collapsed to the ground as Song Ha-yeon’s hand brushed against the back of my neck.

“I-I told you not to touch me…!”

“Oh! S-Sorry!”

The dungeon was filled with an awkward silence, broken only by the sound of an alert ringing in the background.

Ding.

#

【Your level has increased!】

Lee Seung-chul, a staff member from the association responsible for monitoring dungeon entry logs, observed Baek Eun-ha and Song Ha-yeon as they entered the D1-rank dungeon.

He couldn’t help but think to himself:

‘They’re in for a tough time.’

It wasn’t hard to guess their purpose.

Given the difference in their ranks, it was clear this was a growth support mission, with one helping the other level up. A method often used among the elite.

‘Ah, these rich kids.’

But Lee Seung-chul knew what awaited them inside. He had seen it many times before.

‘They all think the same. Just because they’re B-rank, they think they can handle anything alone.’

Every couple of months, there would be someone—a high-ranking hunter—who thought they could solo a low-rank dungeon.

But, amusingly, after clearing one, they never came back to try again.

“It turned out to be tougher than they expected.”

When tackling a dungeon as part of a team, you can focus solely on your role.

However, when fighting multiple monsters alone, that becomes impossible.

Though the difference in base stats means they wouldn’t lose, efficient combat was out of the question.

 And clearing a dungeon wasn’t just about fighting.

Sometimes you had to navigate mazes or analyze hidden patterns. Doing all that alone was like choosing to suffer unnecessarily.

So what happens? Even after putting in all their effort, they end up dragging it out, wasting time.

If it were a D3-rank dungeon, it might be fine, but choosing a D2 or D1-rank? The odds were almost ten to one they’d struggle.

“Wasn’t that B-rank martial artist last time stuck in there until dawn?”

He had entered the dungeon confidently, thinking he’d be done in an hour, only to emerge much later, utterly exhausted and disillusioned.

That image of his face, twisted with frustration, was still fresh in Seung-chul’s mind.

Eventually, all these hunters who tried solo runs realized it wasn’t worth the effort and returned to their original teams.

Seung-chul was certain that the two women who had just entered the dungeon would learn the same lesson.

“Wow, and neither of them are even frontline fighters? You should only give someone a free ride when it’s worth it. What are they thinking?”

That seemed to be the end of it.

One woman who didn’t seem to have much close-combat prowess, and a cute girl who looked like she’d never even been in a fight.

Their gear and supplies were laughably inadequate—just another sign of their lack of preparedness.

Seung-chul could already picture their fate.

“Since they won’t be out for a while, maybe I’ll let a junior handle it and grab lunch.”

But two hours later, Seung-chul’s expectations were completely shattered.

“Seriously, Master, how could you not let me keep a single one?”

“Are you still sulking? No way, right? The mighty Death Lord wouldn’t get upset over something so trivial, would they?”

“…Be quiet.”

Two hours.

It had only been two hours since they entered the dungeon.

And looking at them, it didn’t even seem like they had been through a real fight. Their clothes were almost pristine.

It made no sense.

“D-Did you clear it already?”

“…Why else would we be out?”

At Song Ha-yeon’s nonchalant reply, Seung-chul stood there, mouth agape.

After processing their exit, watching them leave, he scratched his head, utterly baffled.

“That’s… strange.”

He called his senior, who was on vacation, to confirm his suspicions.

Ring, ring.

[What?]

“Hey, can a D1-rank dungeon really be cleared in two hours? With just a B-rank and a D-rank in the party?”

[A B-rank and a D-rank? What are you talking about? Even with a four-person party, six hours would be considered fast.]

“Right, that’s what I thought.”

[If you’re going to talk nonsense, I’m hanging up. I’m not wasting my vacation talking about work.]

Click.


“That’s… strange.”

Seung-chul, now certain that what he witnessed was no ordinary feat, mulled it over.

“Maybe not all B-ranks are created equal…”

Song Ha-yeon and Baek Eun-ha.

Seung-chul made sure to firmly remember the names of those two extraordinary individuals.
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“Yes, among the recent rising stars in Asia, she stands out.”

Inside the grand annex of Guild Styx, located near Cambridge, England, two men were engrossed in conversation.

“Indeed… She’s quite an intriguing talent.”

Their gaze was fixed on a monitor displaying a battle scene of the Korean Hunter, Song Ha-yeon.

Her growth was nothing short of spectacular. Just a few months after officially earning her Hunter qualifications, she was already a B-rank Hunter.

This level of progress was comparable to the early days of current S-rank Hunters.

“Do you think she’ll be able to rival Helena if she continues to grow?”

Guild Styx, though one of the top three guilds in the UK, was considered second best.

The reason was simple: the overwhelming presence of Helena, the S-rank Hunter from the leading guild, Calliope.

Her reputation was simply too grand.

“…It’s hard to say just yet. However, one thing is clear—she’ll definitely become a formidable necromancer.”

After a moment of silence, the man, lost in thought, spoke again.

“If we bring her into the guild and have her join forces with Johan, it might be possible to surpass Helena in the near future.”

“Is that so…”

Johan was the prized prospect of Styx, another necromancer with a title in the same field, and their trump card against Helena.

In other words, the man’s statement implied that Song Ha-yeon’s talent was on par with Johan’s.

“In that case, it’s time to make a serious move.”

“If you give the order, I’ll send Johan.”

“Johan, personally?”

It was a bold suggestion, but the man’s intention was clear.

“As you might expect, seeing a more refined talent in the same field will naturally draw her in.”

And if Song Ha-yeon refused to join Styx…

“Wouldn’t it be better to crush a competitor early, before they become a threat?”

“…You’re as ruthless as ever. But yes, if we can’t possess the treasure, diminishing its value is the way of the wise.”

Originally, Styx Guild’s specialty was overwhelming military power through strong necromancy. That’s why they had named the guild after the River Styx, the passage to the underworld.

But ever since Helena appeared and a certain event took place, that symbolic power had been completely claimed by her.

Clenching his fist so tightly that the veins bulged, the elderly man spoke with barely contained anger.

“Even if it takes over a decade, we must ensure they pay the price.”

“…I always keep that in mind.”

“I’m expecting good news.”

And so, two days later, a Hunter boarded a plane at Cambridge Airport, bound for South Korea.

#

“Did you hear about that?”

“Hear about what?”

“That bus driver who cleared a D-rank dungeon in just two hours.”

“Oh, of course. That’s all the community’s been talking about lately.”

It had been about a month since Song Ha-yeon and I formed our two-person team.

In that time, we had unintentionally become quite the famous duo.

“At first, I thought it was a joke when someone posted about it.”

“Who would’ve thought, right? Like, come on, a silver-haired, red-eyed rookie Hunter? I didn’t believe it either.”

“If a newbie looks like that, honestly, I’d give them a free ride too.”

“Where’s she from?”

“She’s Korean.”

“No way?”

What first caught people’s attention was the peculiar combination of Song Ha-yeon and me.

My exotic appearance with silver hair and red eyes, coupled with Song Ha-yeon’s radiant beauty, was more than enough to stir up curiosity and become the talk of the town.

“Looks like they cleared another one today. At this rate, how fast do you think their level is going up?”

“They must have hit level 15 by now, right? Man, I’m so jealous. I wish I could get a ride from a cool girl too.”

“How much do you think they’re paying to have a B-rank prodigy stick with them and not even focus on their own level? It’s beyond imagination.”

Once we started gaining attention, it wasn’t long before people shifted their focus to our absurdly fast dungeon-clearing speed.

In just one month, we had cleared eleven dungeons.

While all of them were small-scale, by normal standards, it was still an insane number.

‘Though I’m the one who took down all the monsters…’

But I didn’t care what these internet lurkers thought. What mattered was the results.

“Status window.”

Ding

[Baek Eun-ha]

▶Title:

Level: 17

Nothing else had changed yet.

The title section remained blank, and no new stat categories had appeared. It might never happen, for all I knew.

However, the most important section, the level, had undergone significant change.

Seventeen.

I was level 17 now.

Considering how I used to struggle at level 1, the gap was like the difference between heaven and earth.

“Heh.”

I was no longer just a crumbling leaf on the roadside.

I could now at least compare myself to a small bird or maybe even a badger.

‘I can also summon much more of my spirit energy now.’

In fact, after this latest dungeon clear, I even passed the review and got promoted in Hunter rank.

So despite my earlier concerns, my growth so far had been nothing short of smooth.

“Death’s Grimoire.”

Poof!

I hadn’t been able to open it when I reached level 14, just before tackling the last dungeon.

But now… could I?

With anticipation bubbling inside, I carefully, ever so cautiously, picked up the cover of the book.

Crack.

Creaaak.

“…Did it just… open slightly?”


It wasn’t fully open yet.

But the pages had separated just enough for me to peek inside.

At this level, it was clear.

“Jack, huh.”

Jack Callista. Before becoming an undead, he was the last generation of assassins from the Frost Tribe. While classified as a humanoid, his appearance wasn’t much different from that of a human.

The medium to summon him was hidden within this page.

‘He’s considered one of the weakest, huh…’

No matter how hard I tried, the other pages still wouldn’t budge.

I cast a sympathetic glance at Jack’s summoning page.

As I was mentally consoling poor Jack, a message from Song Ha-yeon popped up.

Ding.

[Master, I’ve got good news!]

[What is it?]

[We’ve been granted access to a C5-rank dungeon! It’s the day after tomorrow, in Cheongju. You’re going, right?]

It seemed that thanks to our recent accomplishments and my rank increase, we were finally allowed entry into a C-rank dungeon, something that hadn’t been possible before.

Lying on my bed, I hesitated for a moment.

‘Cheongju is a bit far…’

But still, it was a C-rank dungeon, even if it was the lowest tier.

Clearing that could potentially bring me to the long-awaited level 20, which might allow me to partially use the Death’s Grimoire.

It was an opportunity too tempting to pass up just because it seemed hard.

Ding.

[I’ll pick you up on time.]

[Got it. And don’t forget your Hunter license this time, okay? It’s a long trip.]

[…Shut up.]

The journey to reclaim my former glory was gradually taking shape.

#

Vroom.

Screech.

Thunk.

“I… I think I’m gonna die…”

Cheongju was farther than I thought. And because of some traffic, it took us over four hours to get there.

I was completely drained, mentally and physically, from both motion sickness and the lingering side effects.

Even though I kept my eyes closed, trying to ignore Song Ha-yeon, I was still in this miserable state.

Thud!

“You held up pretty well,” Song Ha-yeon said casually as she closed the driver’s door.

Though at first, she used to treat me with care like I was someone special, these days, she barely seemed to consider the hard work of her great master. It was infuriating.

“…Stay ten meters away from me,” I grumbled.

“Ah, okay.”

I tugged my hood down and grudgingly followed behind her as we made our way to the entry gate.

We went through the now-familiar verification process. I hadn’t forgotten my Hunter license, and all the C-rank dungeon entry procedures were in order. There shouldn’t have been any issues.

But then—

Ding.

“Excuse me, but…”

Hearing the clerk’s hesitant tone, a sense of unease crept over me.

Of course, just as I feared, the clerk glanced directly at me.

“The database shows you’re registered as a C-rank Hunter, but have you not renewed your license recently?”

“Uh, well, about that…”

…This was bad.

I glanced sideways at Song Ha-yeon, who had driven for five straight hours. Her expression suggested she was ready to slap me for this.

“The code matches, so there shouldn’t be any major issues. But just to be sure, I’ll make a quick call to verify before proceeding. Please wait a moment.”

Fortunately, after confirming with the responsible department, the clerk completed our entry registration, though they warned me not to skip renewing my license again.

I did my best to ignore the sharp, annoyed look Song Ha-yeon was giving me.

#

After the two of us entered the dungeon, some time passed.

Choi Tae-uk, who was sitting at his desk sorting through related documents, suddenly felt a wave of dizziness and rubbed his temples.

Thump.

Thump.

“Ugh, maybe I’ve been working too much lately…”

Then, out of the corner of his eye, he saw something—dark wisps, like black smoke, creeping into view.


It radiated an ominous feeling, instinctively stirring an unsettling sense of danger in him.

“What the—”

That was the last thing Choi Tae-uk remembered.

Thud.

Footsteps echoed softly as a figure walked past his collapsed body. Without sparing him a second glance, the shadowy figure proceeded deeper into the dungeon.
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No matter how easy a C5-rank dungeon may seem, the reality is that even a C-rank dungeon is no walk in the park.

Song Ha-yeon, deep in thought, spoke up.

“I remember the first time I attempted one after my rank-up. I was completely at a loss back then.”

Just like Song Ha-yeon said, C-rank dungeon monsters were quite formidable. Comparing them to D-rank monsters felt almost insulting. But…

“… Against these things?”

Crunch!

Despite this being her first fight in the dungeon, Baek Eun-ha effortlessly slaughtered the monsters. It was as if the jump in difficulty posed no challenge to her at all.

“…Aren’t you beating them a bit too easily?”

“They actually are easy.”

Indeed, Baek Eun-ha’s combat style stood out starkly compared to other necromancers.

Each undead moved as fluidly as water, and their coordination during battle was sharper and quicker than actual hunters.

To put it simply, the difference between her undead and the typical ones was like comparing regular soldiers to a well-trained special forces unit.

There was a certain sophistication in how Baek Eun-ha commanded her undead.

‘Normally, she seems so unreliable and weak, but…’

As a necromancer, Baek Eun-ha’s skill was undeniable—she was on another level. In fact, among all the necromancers Song Ha-yeon had seen, she was easily the best.

“…Spice it up. Remember what I pointed out.”

After finishing the first battle, Baek Eun-ha left those words and calmly sat down on the mat she had prepared.

“…The last hit is mine.”

“I’m not going to steal it, don’t worry.”

This was how their dungeon raids had been progressing lately.

Song Ha-yeon would engage in battle with the monsters, and Baek Eun-ha would finish them off, all while giving her feedback and new challenges.

Over time, with dozens of such cycles, Song Ha-yeon found herself improving in many areas.

“Undead Call.”

Fwoosh!

Creak.

Clatter.

As usual, she summoned her elite skeleton unit, including the Skeleton Masher, and called upon two skeleton warriors. She imbued them with newly learned spells.

“Bone Armor. Bone Crusher.”

Crunch!

Crack!

The two skeletons emitted loud bone-cracking sounds as they transformed into armor and a blunt weapon, attaching themselves to the Skeleton Masher.

This was a special reinforcement technique Baek Eun-ha had taught her, one that fused undead into weapons and armor.

‘I remember she said that eventually, I should be able to combine them naturally without needing to define specific forms, right?’

That level was still beyond her reach for now, but even this was proving useful.

Boom!

Crack!

The now-enhanced Skeleton Masher tore through the C5-rank monsters, the Mudder Trees, smashing and ripping their bodies apart.

Wham!

Thud!

As the battle drew to a close, Baek Eun-ha’s summoned Skeleton Warriors delivered the final blows with ease, finishing off the remaining enemies with minimal effort.

“Did your level go up?”

“…Yeah, just by one.”

The experience point distribution formula in dungeons is simple.

The total experience is divided by the number of participants, with those who contributed the most and dealt the final blow receiving a larger share.

In this case, Song Ha-yeon was the former, while Baek Eun-ha was the latter, meaning they likely shared the experience roughly 50-50.

“I’m not seeing any changes on my end.”

Over the past month, Song Ha-yeon had only leveled up once, and beyond that, there hadn’t been much personal gain.

However, she wasn’t disappointed.

Being able to learn and improve by working alongside Baek Eun-ha was valuable, and she knew that in the long run, she’d benefit from the experience.

In other words, this was an investment in her future.

“Don’t forget to give me credit later, okay?”

With that, the two of them continued clearing the dungeon in the same manner.

But as they advanced past the one-third mark, something unusual happened.

“…Why are these monsters dead?”

The scattered remains of Mudder Trees lay on the ground, about five of them. Though they couldn’t be sure, it was clear that something was off.

“This feels strange.”

They paused, contemplating the situation. However, no matter how much they thought about it, neither had heard of monsters fighting among themselves in a dungeon.

In other words, something out of the ordinary had occurred.

It was then that they sensed a presence approaching from the other side of the corridor.

“…Seems like we’ve crossed paths.”

A man with a disturbing smile and blonde hair emerged.

#

“My… experience points?”

I glanced at the slain Mudder Trees with disappointment.

I had been hoping to hit level 20, and those five monsters would have made a big difference. It was like missing out on three cannon minions in a game.

“Two necromancers, just like the information said.”

I glanced at the man who had appeared from the opposite side of the corridor, muttering something I didn’t understand.

Whatever his purpose, it was clearly nothing good.

“Who are you? You know entering a dungeon uninvited is illegal, right?”

Song Ha-yeon, picking up on the tension, questioned the man with a sharp tone. He responded casually.

“I’m Johan, from Styx.”

Who?

I tilted my head in confusion and looked at Song Ha-yeon. She seemed slightly startled by the name and asked again.

“Styx, as in one of the three major guilds in the UK? What’s your purpose here?”

“Purpose? Recruitment, I suppose. It seems the higher-ups are very keen on acquiring talented people.”

Despite his words, the man seemed disinterested in the whole thing.

Song Ha-yeon frowned and shot back, “Do you think that’s an acceptable explanation? This makes no sense.”

However, his words had given me some insight into the situation.

‘I figured it was only a matter of time before this kind of attention came.’


It had been a year and six months since I returned to Earth, and by now, I was well aware of the major players in global affairs.

The title of a “returnee” with outstanding talent as a new hunter—at this point, I was essentially a top-level prospect that any country would want to recruit.

‘It’s only natural, I suppose.’

Honestly, if it were me, I’d use any means necessary to secure such talent.

Still, I hadn’t expected foreign interest to move in this quickly. From the lack of direct contact, I assumed the higher-ups in Korea were still just watching the situation.

Though this was clearly a tricky situation, I couldn’t help but feel a bit pleased.

As I grinned to myself, Johan spoke up from the other side.

“I’m not interested in the little one… You must be Song Ha-yeon, right?”

“And if I am?”

“The higher-ups at Styx want you.”

As Johan spoke, I couldn’t help but feel a bit awkward.

Wait, he wasn’t talking about me?

“I’m not interested, so please leave.”

While I was relieved not to be the topic of conversation, things quickly took a turn for the worse. Johan, amused by Song Ha-yeon’s clear rejection, chuckled as he continued.

“Yeah, I figured. I’m not interested either.”

“What are you even talking about? You’re contradicting yourself.”

“Joining forces to take down Helena? That’s what’s laughable.”

“What? Helena?”

“Wouldn’t it be more efficient to make you into an undead servant? That way, we could put your talents to better use.”

Although his words were strange, Johan’s intentions were crystal clear. The murderous aura of death magic was already filling the corridor.

“Fake Resurrection.”

The method was different, but the spell was unmistakably a necromancer’s technique—summoning the dead.

Crack. Crack.

The bodies of the scattered Mudder Trees began to merge, forming a massive, decaying tree that reeked of death. The aura it emitted was terrifying.

“Are you crazy? You know this could cause an international incident!”

“You’re naïve. This little act of rebellion won’t stir any major trouble.”

“What are you even talking about? Whatever you did at the entrance, someone’s bound to have noticed by now. If you mess with us, you’ll get caught too.”

At her sharp retort, Johan responded with a laugh.

“Do you know how many S-rank hunters Styx has?”

“Huh?”

“Three. We have three S-ranks.”

That one statement alone conveyed everything Johan wanted to say.

“A garbage country with only three S-ranks can’t stand against one of the top guilds in the UK.”

His words weren’t entirely wrong.

While Korea was considered a hunter powerhouse compared to its population, it was still no match for the great powers of the world.

The reason Helena could act so freely even at state events was due to this power imbalance.

Unfortunately, at the moment, the gap between their influence and ours was like night and day.

“This is insane…”

Song Ha-yeon seemed completely exasperated by Johan’s brazen confidence. However, her frown soon turned into a confident smile as she spoke again.

“I get your point, but are you sure you’re prepared for the consequences?”

“What do you mean?”

“If you keep pushing like this, we’ll have no choice but to respond in kind.”

With a determined look, Song Ha-yeon glanced in my direction. However, her bold move fell flat.


I had already retreated and hidden behind some dungeon terrain.

“…Why aren’t you helping? What are you doing over there?”

“Uh, well… With two enemies, I’m feeling a bit queasy…”

“……”

Song Ha-yeon’s piercing gaze, filled with betrayal, stabbed at my guilty conscience.
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“Ugh…”

Having known my master for several months now, I could tell—once she ended up like this, there was no use expecting help for a while.

In the end, I had no choice but to deal with this situation on my own.

“Seems like you’re finally in the mood to fight now.”

“…Say whatever you like.”

Shwoosh.

As Johan prepared for battle, Song Ha-yeon also gathered her energy and raised her fighting spirit.

No matter what, she was still a B-rank hunter—no pushover. Without giving him any chance, she immediately commanded her skeletons into action.

“Formation two, attack!”

The opponent was a massive conglomeration of Mudder Trees, so she used the same tactics meant for large monsters.

[Grooar.]

Fwoosh.

Boom!

The Skeleton Mages, with their fireballs that were particularly effective against the tree-type enemies, made it difficult for the Mudder Tree to advance.

Seizing the opportunity, the Skeleton Warriors and the Skeleton Masher attacked the lower parts of the Mudder Tree.

Whooosh!

Boom!

Crack!

The Skeleton Masher, in particular, was formidable. Reinforced with necromantic power, each of its strikes echoed with a deafening boom.

“You’ve got skill, I’ll give you that. Far better than those fools back home who couldn’t even summon proper undead yet strutted around.”

“You’re not as impressive as you seem.”

Song Ha-yeon’s confidence grew after that exchange. Her attacks were clearly landing. It felt like a winnable fight.

However, Johan smirked, clicking his tongue with a mocking expression.

“You’ve already failed.”

“…What do you mean?”

“You don’t understand the essence of necromancy. You’re not worthy of wielding death.”

At his words, Song Ha-yeon’s body tensed. Then, finally, Johan made his move.

“Cut off your arms.”

[Groooar.]

At his sudden command, the Mudder Tree severed several of its branches.

Thud!

Boom!

Then, Johan unleashed a powerful surge of death energy, chanting his spell.

“Corpse Explosion.”

Boom—!

Crack!

Crash!

A self-destructive attack, sacrificing his undead without hesitation—the damage was immense.

Rattle.

Clatter.

In a single blast, several of Song Ha-yeon’s Warriors were taken out, and even the Skeleton Masher was severely damaged, with parts of its body shattered.

“You… How could you…”

Caught off guard by the unexpected tactic, Song Ha-yeon was visibly shaken. But Johan didn’t stop there—he pulled something out from his coat.

“I heard you favor skeletons, so I brought this.”

It was some kind of artifact. Realizing his intention, Song Ha-yeon summoned her Skeleton Archers to disrupt him, but he was too far away.

“Fake Resurrection.”

Crack.

Clatter!

What emerged was a massive knight, seemingly clad in armor made entirely of bone.

“Bone Breaker.”

In his large hands, he wielded a massive hammer bristling with sharp spikes. Just one glance was enough for Song Ha-yeon to know—this weapon was not suited for her undead.

“Ugh…”

The outcome of the battle was devastating.

Crack!

Crunch!

Boom—!

Under the relentless assault of the giant Mudder Tree and the Bone Breaker, Song Ha-yeon’s undead were utterly decimated.

“Return Undead! Undead Call!”

Desperate, Song Ha-yeon quickly re-summoned her forces, focusing on bringing back Warriors and Mashers skilled in close combat. But the situation did not improve.

Simply put, Johan’s undead were stronger than hers. That was all.

“W-what rank are you, exactly?”

“The same as you. But I’ve heard I’ll be promoted very soon.”

“Oh…”

In other words, Johan was already on the verge of becoming an A-rank hunter.

As Song Ha-yeon was overwhelmed by despair, Johan chuckled and spoke.

“What do you think necromancy is?”

“…”

“We are rulers. We control the bodies and souls of the dead, treating them as mere tools under our feet.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Life is insignificant. Under death, all are worthless—mere inferior beings that exist solely to be used by us. But you… you don’t possess the dignity of a ruler at all.”

His laughter ceased, and with a cold voice, Johan delivered his verdict.

“You simply do not have what it takes to be a true master of death.”

“Ugh.”

Under normal circumstances, Song Ha-yeon might have brushed off such words, but now, they struck deep.

She couldn’t help but sink into negative thoughts.

‘Now that I think about it… Master always says I lack foundation…’

The words Johan spoke seemed to echo her master’s frequent criticisms.

‘Maybe I really don’t have the talent…’

Indeed, she had no confidence to act with the same ruthless philosophy as Johan. If asked whether she possessed the ideal qualities of a necromancer, Song Ha-yeon could not answer.


Suddenly, everything about herself felt insignificant.

As she lowered her head in self-doubt, the sound of small footsteps echoed from behind.

Step.

Step.

She turned around to see Baek Eun-ha approaching, softly caressing a ring that gleamed with a clear light.

Step.

Step.

Thunk.

Stopping just ahead of Song Ha-yeon, Baek Eun-ha turned and cast a disappointed look at her.

As Song Ha-yeon slumped further, feeling ashamed, Baek Eun-ha shifted her gaze to Johan and, in her usual calm voice, spoke.

“…No foundation.”

In an instant, Johan’s smug expression froze.

‘Ah…’

That phrase, which had always annoyed her, somehow now gave her a sense of comfort.

#

The stabilization period of the ring lasts a total of 10 minutes.

I must finish everything within that time.

After directing a sharp remark at Johan, the blond-haired man, I turned back to Song Ha-yeon and spoke.

“Starting today, no more skeletons for you.”

“What? Why?!”

“Because you keep using just that one thing, and you got outclassed by someone like him in a simple matchup.”

At that, Song Ha-yeon, having no defense for her defeat, averted her eyes in silence. She had been utterly defeated, so there was no room for argument.

“But… they’re the cutest ones…”

As I turned away, baffled by Song Ha-yeon’s unexpected fondness for skeletons, Johan, clearly irritated, addressed me.

“You said no foundation? Are you talking about me?”

“If I had to say, both of you.”

However, from my perspective, Johan was even less impressive than Song Ha-yeon. He was the epitome of a “rootless necromancer.”

Suppressing his anger, Johan forced a laugh as he continued speaking.

“And what makes someone like you qualified to judge me? It seems you’re the one who doesn’t know their place.”

To that, I responded with a simple question.

“What is necromancy?”

This was the same question Johan had asked Song Ha-yeon earlier. And the answer he’d given was, quite frankly, something only a third-rate necromancer would spout.

It had been painful just listening to it, so I felt compelled to respond now.

“You don’t even understand the essence of necromancy.”

In Thebes, where I had lived, necromancers were treated as public enemies of the world, particularly by the clergy. And why was that?

Because the very act of necromancy gravely violated the will of the gods and the natural laws of the world.

“Life is sacred.”

It didn’t matter whose life it was. Anyone, anywhere in the world, would cherish their own existence.

And thus, the stain upon the sacred light of life carries enormous weight.

“Spilled water can’t be put back into the cup.”

Once life meets death, it becomes nothing. To the rest of the world, it might seem like the disappearance of just one small existence. But to the individual, it’s the end—the apocalypse.

“To reverse that unfathomable end with nothing but personal will.”

That is the weight of necromancy.

It is an unlawful act that tears down the colossal and natural laws of the universe—a contradiction that should never have existed.

Thus, necromancy possesses limitless power and potential.

“It seems you haven’t yet gained the vision to understand that.”

To prattle on about being the true ruler of death without this understanding—it was utterly laughable.

“Death’s Grimoire.”

Fwoom!

At my command, a grotesque and ominous book enveloped in dark energy materialized in the air.

My current level was 18. Only one level higher than before.

But I had no hesitation. With complete confidence, I placed my hand on the book.


I would surely be able to open it now.

And then…

Rustle.

Fwoosh!

With an overwhelming surge of deathly energy, a single page of the Death’s Grimoire finally revealed itself.
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Whoosh.

“Extraction.”

I turned to the ninth page.

Contained within it was the eye of Jack Calista, the assassin of the Frost Clan.

“Materialization.”

Plop.

With a faint black haze, a grotesque eyeball fell into my hand.

This was the medium for one of my true original undead—Jack Calista.

Johan, witnessing the entire process, seemed to feel a rising sense of unease.

His face filled with suspicion, he hurriedly commanded his Bone Breakers to move.

“Stop him at all costs!”

[Grooo!]

Three of them were coming at me.

It was clearly too many for me to handle right now.

“…Block two of them. I just need a moment.”

“Got it!”

Upon hearing my command, Song Ha-yeon gathered her remaining energy, summoning two Skeleton Mashers to charge at the enemies.

“Undead Call!”

Fwoosh!

Clank.

Grind.

[Grooo!]

Bam!

Crack!

As the two groups of undead clashed, one Bone Breaker slipped through and charged straight toward me.

“Master!”

Seeing the massive hammer swing toward us, Song Ha-yeon let out a panicked scream. But I wasn’t fazed.

This was the exact situation I had been waiting for.

“Remember what I told you last time?”

“Argh! What was it?!”

“That its head is hollow.”

That statement, which had seemed like a joke at the time, had been sincere advice.

“The head is important.”

While exceptions exist, the head is a crucial part of most undead, both practically and symbolically.

If the necromancer doesn’t carefully concentrate energy to protect it, a skilled opponent can easily exploit this weakness, just like now.

“Erosion Mist.”

Whoosh.

Seep.

As I raised my left hand, from which I hadn’t yet released Jack’s eye, a dark energy seeped out and slowed the Bone Breaker’s movements just as it was about to swing its hammer.

Carefully, I controlled the energy to erode the head area.

The Bone Breaker’s command structure would briefly falter, stopping it in its tracks.

[Grooo…]

Now was my chance.

Still keeping my hand raised, I approached the Bone Breaker and brought Jack’s eye toward its head.

“Activation.”

Squirm.

Plop!

The once lifeless eye suddenly writhed as it burrowed into the Bone Breaker’s skull.

Creak.

Crack!

[Grooo!]

Whoosh!

Whoosh!

Sensing something wrong, the Bone Breaker swung its hammer wildly, but I swiftly stepped back.

With that, the preparation was complete.

Focusing my mind, I began to align my inner energy carefully.

Whoosh.

The beings bound to the Book of death are closely connected to my soul through deep contracts.

Perhaps that’s why I felt a strange sense of exhilaration, like my mind was soaring, and my heart was pounding.

It was a sensation I hadn’t felt in the past year and a half, and it consumed my mind.

Ssssshh.

I poured all those emotions into my fingertips, channeling them into the death energy, and finally invoked the true summoning spell of Death’s Servants.

“Undead Call.”

[Groooarrr—!]

Fwoosh!

The transformation was intense.

The Bone Breaker let out a final death rattle and slumped forward like a hollow puppet. From its skull, now infected by Jack’s eye, a thick, sinister energy burst forth.

Hummmm.

A few seconds passed.

Where the Bone Breaker’s left eye once would have been, a cold, eerie blue light flickered to life.

Recognizing that the ritual was nearing its end, I spoke the name of my loyal servant.

“Jack Calista.”

Simultaneously, part of the Bone Breaker’s lower face tore open, releasing a rough, grating voice.

Creak!

Riiip!

“Your appearance… has changed quite a bit.”

Jack Calista.

The infamous assassin of the Frost Clan, who once ruled the underworld in fear, had made a grand return.

#


‘What the hell is going on?’

Johan was bewildered.

To be honest, he couldn’t make sense of the situation at all.

‘Who is that…?’

The silver-haired, red-eyed girl had stood out because of her exotic appearance. But, frankly, he hadn’t paid her much attention. His focus had always been on Song Ha-yeon.

‘I heard she was just a sidekick.’

A rookie hunter who had barely advanced to C-rank, and even that was said to be thanks to Song Ha-yeon’s help.

But now…

‘She’s dangerous. That one…’

Johan was a man with sharp instincts. His natural talent for reading situations had brought him to where he was now.

And right now, his instincts screamed that he was stepping into an irreversible situation.

Boom!

Rustle!

When Baek Eun-ha summoned the Book of Death, Johan’s anxiety reached its peak. That’s why he had acted hastily.

“Stop her!”

But it had failed.

Baek Eun-ha had used a mysterious technique, turning Johan’s own Bone Breaker into a sacrifice for the summoning ritual, and soon enough, something ominous and filled with dark energy emerged.

“Your appearance has changed quite a bit.”

Incredibly, the entity manipulated its body to speak on its own.

But that wasn’t all.

What followed shocked Johan beyond belief.

“Ah.”

Creak.

Crack.

“Cr…ough.”

Snap!

“…Ah, that’s better.”

At first, it had only emitted rough and unpleasant noises, but now, its voice had become clean and clear, like that of a human.

In that brief moment, the undead had autonomously adjusted itself.

“An undead like this… can’t possibly exist.”

Sweat began to drip down Johan’s back.

As a necromancer with his own promising talents, Johan understood the reality.

The creature before him was on a completely different level.

“You struggled against something like that?”

“…I wasn’t struggling.”

The mechanical undead from earlier was now gone.

The way it spoke so casually, like a human, was almost eerie.

‘A high-level undead!’

It was like a lich—a being with power and intelligence beyond that of a human.

Johan knew that this was no time to hesitate.

Without a second thought, he pulled out his trump cards.

“Fake Resurrection!”

Fwoosh!

[Kieeeek!]

[Groooarrr.]

Two more Bone Breakers, a Zombie Lizard, and even a specially crafted Banshee emerged.

Johan had used all the materials he’d prepared, and now he had a force strong enough to take down any B-rank hunter.

He sacrificed the weakened Mother Tree, ravaged by the earlier corpse explosion, to strengthen his undead.

“Wail of the Dead.”

[Groooaaar!]

Crackle!

The Mother Tree let out a pitiful scream before disintegrating. The death energy it released surged into the other undead, empowering them further.

Now, Johan was ready.

“Attack them all at once!”

[Kuaaah!]

He left nothing to chance.

Johan himself joined the fray, casting spells to aid his undead.

‘I can win this.’

He hadn’t clawed his way to this point just to fall here. He had to kill the two in front of him, and one day, he would even surpass that detestable Helena. He had to.

But just as the Bone Breaker at the front swung its massive arm, something went wrong.

“…Pathetically weak.”

Whoosh!

Before Johan could even process what was happening, everything was over.

Jerk!

The undead, who had been poised to strike, suddenly froze, their bodies twitching as if bound.

‘What the—!?’

Upon closer inspection, Johan noticed black lines snaking between the shadows of his undead, subtle yet ominous threads radiating powerful death energy.

“I’ve already taken control of them all.”

“Wh-what?!”

Johan jumped, terrified, as the voice came from above.

There, on the jagged ceiling of the dungeon, was the undead called Jack, standing upside down with his feet planted against the stone.

‘This… can’t be happening…’

Johan hadn’t sensed a thing.

Jack, still upside down, casually leapt down and landed in front of Johan.

Thud.

He grumbled.

“My lord, I feel sluggish. Are you sure you summoned me properly?”

“Sh-shut up. There were… circumstances…”

“Hmm.”

Jack rolled his shoulders, stretching his stiff body, before turning his gaze back to Johan.

“So, shall I kill him now?”

“Kill him.”

At the pronouncement, delivered without hesitation, Johan felt his breath catch. He tried one last desperate struggle.

“R-rampage mode—”

“It’s useless.”

Swish!

Jack calmly sliced through the shadows with a death-imbued fingertip. In that instant, fine lines appeared at the necks of all of Johan’s undead.

Hisssss.

Johan could almost predict what would happen next.

Slash!

Fwoosh!

Thud!

Clatter.

Two Bone Breakers’ heads flew into the air.

Next, the Zombie Lizard’s skull fell to the ground with a wet, splattering sound.

[Kiiieeek!]

Finally, the Banshee let out a deathly wail before disintegrating into nothingness.

In mere seconds, all of Johan’s enhanced undead had been annihilated. Even his last-ditch rampage attempt was meaningless.

Johan stood, utterly defeated, his will to fight shattered.

“Y-you monster…”

“…A monster, huh?”

Jack paused for a moment, as if recalling something, before quickly swinging his hand and speaking.

Swish!

“To call this pitiful existence a terrifying force… that word feels far too lacking.”

Fwoosh!

Thud!

Thus ended the life of Johan Scarlett, one of Styx’s top B-rank hunters and its most promising talent.

#

Johan was dead, and the undead known as Jack reverted to the form of a single eye, leaving only the remains of the Bone Breaker behind.

What had she just witnessed?

Song Ha-yeon couldn’t fully grasp it. The battle she had just seen was far beyond her comprehension.

But one thing was clear.

“I’ll follow you forever.”

Her master was the real deal. Song Ha-yeon felt that truth with every fiber of her being.

Baek Eun-ha gave her a disinterested glance before silently walking over to Johan’s corpse and chanting a spell.

“Undead Call.”

Whoosh…

Crumble…

[Johan’s corpse rose, its eyes glowing brightly with a cold, eerie light.]

Seeing this, Song Ha-yeon asked, “Are you going to make him your servant?”

Baek Eun-ha inspected the body for a moment, then shook her head. She placed her fingertip on Johan’s forehead.

Thud.

Crumble.

Johan’s body lost its form, collapsing and turning to dust.

Baek Eun-ha sighed.

“…No matter how much effort I put into it, he wouldn’t even become a lich.”

That detached expression—that was the very image of the principled necromancer her master always preached about.

Riding high on the exhilaration from the recent battle, Song Ha-yeon’s heart swelled with admiration.

‘So… cool.’

Was this really the same petty, unimpressive master she had known?

But just as Song Ha-yeon’s admiration reached its peak, Baek Eun-ha’s demeanor changed.

The imposing figure of the necromancer lord began to tremble, and the once-gemlike eyes wandered aimlessly.

What happened next was expected—Baek Eun-ha clutched her stomach and collapsed to the ground.

Thud.

“Ugh.”

Sweat poured from her brow, and she appeared to be in great pain.

Song Ha-yeon had seen her collapse before when her ring’s effect wore off, but this was the worst she’d ever seen.

“Ugh… muscle cramps… I can’t move…”

She was clutching her stomach, unable to stand, her face twisted in discomfort. Panicking, Song Ha-yeon hurried over.

“Are you alright?”

“…Help me up…”

When Song Ha-yeon tried to lift her by the waist, Baek Eun-ha flinched and recoiled.

“Ah! Don’t touch me!”

“How am I supposed to help if I can’t touch you?!”

Caught in this awkward situation, Baek Eun-ha hastily covered her mouth with both hands and issued a new command.

“Stay… ten meters away…!”

“…You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Song Ha-yeon quickly backed off, keeping her distance. After glancing around, she carefully gathered the remains of the Skeleton Masher and chanted a spell.

“Undead Call.”

Whoosh…

Creak…

Moments later, Baek Eun-ha was seen dangling from the shoulder of the revived Skeleton Masher, being carried out of the dungeon.


The sight was, frankly, hard to reconcile with the powerful necromancer she had just witnessed.

“My body aches… it hurts…”

“Hang in there, we’re almost out.”

As Baek Eun-ha continued to grumble in pain, Song Ha-yeon quietly thought to herself.

Yes, this was definitely the same unimpressive master she knew all along.



 
  
    Chapter 30: Rescue Operation is Dangerous (1)


Before leaving, I used necromancy to extract fragments of Johan’s memories, even though it wasn’t a perfect process. From those memories, I was able to learn several important things.

First, Johan wasn’t lying.

“He really was a member of Styx?”

“Seems like it.”

In fact, according to his memories, Johan was a highly regarded rising star within the guild. And we had just buried such a person in the depths of a dungeon.

“What should we do?”

“Technically, it was self-defense, right?”

“That’s true, but…”

The problem was that we had no way to prove it.

The second thing I discovered was that the upper echelon of Styx didn’t necessarily want to harm us.

Johan had acted on his own, without their direct orders.

In other words, all of this was Johan’s personal agenda.

“Great, this just got complicated. From their perspective, this is going to look like a disaster.”

They sent one of their promising members to apply pressure or recruit us, and now that person had gone missing? That would certainly trigger a major alarm at Styx.

‘Honestly, it’s all Johan’s fault… but will Styx care?’

Styx is one of the largest guilds in the UK. I doubted they’d be particularly understanding. They’d likely see us as suspects, or at the very least, a nuisance.

This situation could escalate from a personal or organizational conflict to a national issue.

‘I’m not ready for that yet.’

If I had been at my full strength, I wouldn’t have cared about a minor guild’s actions. But right now, I was far from my prime, and that was frustrating.

At that moment, Song Ha-yeon spoke up cautiously.

“Why don’t we just keep quiet about it?”

“Since we’re just a B-rank and a low-tier C-rank, even if they suspect us, what can they really do?”

She had a point.

It was hard to believe that someone like Johan, who was on the verge of reaching A-rank, could have been killed by us. Even if Styx suspected us, they couldn’t be sure.

“Let’s just act like nothing happened. Styx might investigate, but they can’t act on vague suspicions.”

“And what about when conflict eventually arises?”

“By then, you’ll be stronger, right? We just need to buy some time.”

I was convinced by her reasoning.

The fight had happened deep inside a dungeon, and there was no concrete evidence linking us to his death.

“…What if there’s some CCTV footage of him on the way here?”

The memory extraction wasn’t perfect because my power was still lacking. So, I couldn’t be sure about Johan’s exact movements.

“Come on, there’s no way. He couldn’t have been stupid enough to get caught on camera like that, right? At least, after getting close to the area, he would’ve been more careful.”

Though it was a bit unsettling, we didn’t have any better options. So, we agreed to pretend we knew nothing if any issues regarding Johan came up.

With that decision made, we left the remains of the boss we had defeated about 30 minutes prior and exited the dungeon.

Waiting for us was an unfamiliar staff member.

“Oh, did you clear the dungeon?”

“Uh, where’s the person who was here before?”

For a moment, I thought Johan might have gotten rid of him, but the atmosphere wasn’t particularly tense.

“He said he was feeling dizzy from overwork, so I came in as his replacement.”

“Ah, I see…”

Song Ha-yeon glanced at me, and we exchanged looks. It seemed Johan hadn’t handled things as carelessly as we feared.

We nodded to each other and finished the exit process, heading home.

“You understand, right? Nothing happened today.”

And just like that, we shared a rather serious secret.

#

After that, surprisingly, nothing significant happened for a while.

[B-Rank Hunter from Styx, a Major British Guild, Goes Missing After Entering Korea]

[Disappeared Near the Airport, Authorities Assisting in Search]

The media buzzed briefly with headlines like these, but neither Song Ha-yeon nor I received any calls from various agencies.

“Maybe they just didn’t find anything to connect us, or maybe there’s some hidden reason behind it.”

Styx, at least, must have known about us since they were the ones who sent Johan to Korea.

Whether their lack of movement was a good sign or not, I couldn’t say for sure.

But I didn’t really care either way. If push came to shove, I had a backup plan.

‘It seemed like Johan had some bad blood with Helena…’

From Johan’s extracted memories, I learned a bit about Styx’s relationship with Helena. So I wasn’t too worried about what might happen. If things went south, I could always ask for Helena’s help.

Click. Click, click.

BOOM!

[Defeat!]

“Ugh…”

After clearing the C5-rank dungeon, I hadn’t gone back to dungeon crawling, opting to stay holed up at home.

At first, it was because I needed to recover. Using the Book of Death with my still-limited abilities had left me bedridden with muscle pain and fatigue for several days.

But that wasn’t the issue anymore. To be honest, I was feeling burnt out.

‘Leveling up is too slow…’

Both in games and in reality, progress was painfully slow. Despite nearing level 20, my growth rate had drastically declined.

‘I’m still only level 19.’

Even after clearing a C5-rank dungeon with just the two of us, I had only managed to reach level 19.

It was frustrating, to say the least. How long would it take to recover enough power to reach my peak at this rate?

‘Maybe I need to start tackling larger dungeons…’

But anything bigger than a small dungeon would require more than just the two of us to get permission.

It meant joining a proper raid team or even a guild—something that felt far too burdensome for me at this point.

‘…It’s too much trouble. I don’t want to go out.’

Lately, I’ve been talking to people far too much. Though the side effects had lessened compared to before, the mental exhaustion was overwhelming.

For now, I needed a break in every sense.

BOOM!

[Victory!]

BOOM!

[Defeat!]

I lost myself in gaming for days, until, at some point, I came to a shocking realization.

[Grandmaster: 642P]


‘My score… it’s staying the same…’

Logically, this didn’t make sense.

My level had increased significantly, which meant my physical abilities had improved as well. My score should’ve gone up, not stayed stagnant.

Yet, it wasn’t budging. It was just staying the same, over and over.

What could that possibly mean?

‘Is this… the limit of my brainpower?’

I couldn’t accept it, but there was no other explanation. Desperate to deny reality, I kept playing game after game.

BOOM!

[Victory!]

BOOM!

[Defeat!]

BOOM!

[Defeat!]

[Grandmaster: 632P]

“T-that can’t be…!”

Despair quickly set in.

#

Baek Seo-ha had been caught in deep contemplation recently.

‘Could all those things my brother said… really be true?’

A few days ago, Seo-ha had received a shocking call from a high-ranking official at the Hunter Association.

“A record?”

[Yes, that’s correct. His performance surpassed even the current S-Rank hunters during their rookie days.]

Seo In-jae, the confidant of the Association’s president, cautiously conveyed the Association’s stance on the matter.

[Considering all these factors… it seems likely that…]

There was logic in his words, but the most puzzling question still remained unanswered.

“Even if everything he said is true, isn’t it still strange?”

Baek Eun-ha, once a tall, young man, had become a small girl. And now, with severe social anxiety and various mental disorders, she still couldn’t communicate properly with others.

Could Baek Eun-ha, who now looked like a child drawing crude shapes on a sketchpad, really have once been a mighty necromancer from another world?

‘If that’s true, why would he end up like this?’

[Well, to be honest, that part is still a mystery to us too. That’s why we’d like you to verify…]

“…I understand what you’re saying.”

That was the last thing Baek Seo-ha had heard two days ago, and it was the reason she had been unable to sleep ever since, caught in a whirl of doubt and guilt.

‘If what he said is true, I feel so sorry…’

Hadn’t she, all this time, treated Baek Eun-ha—who had been desperately trying to confess the truth—as nothing more than a patient with delusions? Ignoring him intentionally?

After mulling it over for a long time, Seo-ha finally made up her mind. She had to talk to him seriously. There was no point in just waiting around.

Nothing would change unless she took action.

Step. Step.

Click!

“Oppa, I have something to—”

“Ugh!”

Without thinking, Seo-ha had entered the room without knocking.

What she found inside was her brother sitting on the floor, staring intently at a sketchbook, both hands in the air as if deep in thought.

Pages of torn paper littered the room, and on those pages were crudely drawn shapes, the kind a child might scrawl without much thought.

“Uh…”

“T-this… well, it’s… brain training, y’know…”

“…Oh, um… sorry for disturbing you.”


Click.

The sight was so unexpectedly ridiculous that Seo-ha almost burst out laughing.

She quickly closed the door behind her and stepped out, pondering to herself.

‘That… is the Lord of Death?’

No matter how she thought about it, it seemed utterly impossible.



 
  
    Chapter 31: Rescue Operation is Dangerous (2)


The situation had taken a dire turn, with experts scrambling to comprehend what had never been seen before—a dungeon that imposed a restriction on entry based on level.

The discovery began during a government-sponsored hunter training program, where a strange occurrence had been observed.

A D4-rank dungeon, which should have been easily cleared by experienced hunters, presented an anomaly in the form of a unique trap.

“Yes, I can’t explain the mechanism, but it was clear that entry into the boss room was restricted,” one of the participants explained.

With the help of promising newcomers enrolled in the program, the dungeon had eventually been cleared.

However, the peculiarity of the event had sent ripples through the global community of dungeon experts.

“What matters most is that this sets a precedent,” one expert warned. “If it can happen once, there’s no reason to think it won’t happen again.”

“If a restriction like this is possible, there’s no telling what more sinister constraints could emerge in future dungeons,” another added.

“…Dungeons are evolving,” one concluded grimly.

Unfortunately, their predictions would soon prove to be all too true.

“Please explain the situation more clearly—”

[What more do you need to understand?! Two members of our party are trapped inside the dungeon! For some reason, no one else can enter! Every second counts!]

A party of six C-rank hunters had been attempting to clear a C3-rank mid-sized dungeon.

 According to their report, after the first two hunters entered, the remaining four found themselves unable to follow.

“We have two of our youngest members in there, and they don’t have enough experience to survive long on their own,” one of the hunters pleaded with the association.

The association quickly dispatched a rescue team, but what they encountered next was beyond anyone’s expectations.

Thud.

Thunk.

“W-what?”

“Team leader! We can’t get inside either!”

Even the C- and B-rank hunters assigned to the rescue mission found themselves blocked from entering the dungeon.

“…What on earth is going on?”

It became clear that some sort of condition was preventing entry.

The rescue team began to piece together the clues, hoping to figure out the restriction’s nature.

“Both of the hunters trapped inside are relatively low-level compared to the rest of their party,” one of the coordinators pointed out.

“Right. The two inside are level 18 and 20, while the rest of the party and the rescue team have higher levels.”

This led to a startling hypothesis: the dungeon’s restriction was based on level.

To test the theory, they recruited help and ran several experiments. Finally, their suspicions were confirmed.

“We’ve verified partial entry—only those under a certain level can get through!”

“And their levels?”

“17 and 20!”

After further investigation, the exact condition became clear.

“Only hunters level 20 and below can enter this dungeon!”

This revelation sent a wave of silence through the rescue team. None of them met that requirement.

#

The unfolding crisis involving the special dungeon in Yongsan had taken a significant toll on the Hunter Association.

As they gathered in the middle of a tense meeting, one of the older members, clearly frustrated, slammed his hand on the table.

“What do you plan to do about this?!”

Three days had passed since the mysterious dungeon appeared, and tensions were running high.

“I told you we should have opposed this from the beginning! There were too many unknown variables!”

Another member, appearing just as worn out, sighed as he spoke.

“Indeed, it’s easy to say that now, but the current situation is undeniably concerning.”

After the dungeon’s entry conditions were revealed—that only hunters under level 20 could enter—the Association had swiftly gathered a rescue team composed of promising young hunters who met the requirement.

However, the decision had proven risky.

Those sent in were talented but inexperienced, and now, with every hour that passed, anxiety only grew.

The fact that the association had reached out to a newly promoted C-rank hunter like Kim Seungmin only added to the gravity of the situation.

In theory, they should’ve had enough qualified personnel, but the restriction made it difficult to mobilize higher-ranking hunters.

It wasn’t just the low-level requirement that concerned them—it was the nature of the dungeon itself.

“Gathering those rookies was the only solution we had at the time. We couldn’t just leave them in there, and no one else could enter,” one of the senior officials added, trying to justify their decision.

But it was clear that, in hindsight, the decision wasn’t sitting well with anyone in the room.

“I get that, but sending them in without proper preparation… If something happens to those kids in there, we’re the ones who’ll take the fall,” another official argued, the tension palpable in their voice.

It was a race against time.

The Hunters’ Association knew the eyes of the world were on them. The longer the trapped hunters remained unrescued, the more scrutiny and pressure they would face from both the public and rival organizations.

Meanwhile, back at the source of the crisis, in the heart of the dungeon, the young hunters were doing their best to survive.

They had no idea how much chaos their situation was causing outside.

“The public is on the verge of tearing us apart. If we’re not careful, we could end up in a situation we can’t recover from.”

The rescue team of eight that had been dispatched to the special dungeon had been equipped with top-tier gear and artifacts, courtesy of the association.

Yet, even after three days, they still hadn’t cleared the dungeon.

No matter how difficult a C-rank dungeon might be, it was only a mid-sized one.

The fact that there was no word of a clear after three days was essentially as good as a failure.

“Damn it, what the hell is in there that’s giving them so much trouble?”

Everyone in the room shared that same frustration. Even those who had opposed the formation of the rescue team hadn’t imagined that such a strong lineup would fail to clear the dungeon.

“No point in going on about it. The damage is already done.”

“Are you suggesting we start thinking about future solutions?”

“Solutions? What solutions? There’s nothing more we can do. All we can do is sit back and wait for the Break to happen.”

If the strongest rescue team they could muster had failed to clear the dungeon, then there were no more options left.

There would be no way to intervene until the monsters broke free from the dungeon and entered reality.

“We’ve already prepared for the Break. But the real issue is…”

“The two hunters initially trapped inside and the eight that followed them—whether they’re still alive.”

It was a harsh statement, but the original two who had gone missing were as good as confirmed dead. However, there was still a chance that some of the rescue team of eight were alive.

Among them were promising rookies like Kim Seung-min and Seo Yoon-ah, who had been hailed as the future of the hunter world. Losing them would be a huge blow.

“They’re all highly skilled individuals, and they were given top-tier equipment, so I don’t think they would have gone down easily.”

“But in that case, supplies will be an issue.”

The team had entered the dungeon with the goal of clearing it. They wouldn’t have had enough food or supplies to last until the Break.

As the room grew more tense, Seo In-jae, the trusted aide of the Hunter Association president, who had been silent until now, spoke up quietly.

“There might still be a way.”

“What do you mean?”

All eyes turned to Seo In-jae as he carefully continued.

“Isn’t there someone? The hunter who broke the world record during the registration test. From what I hear, they haven’t reached level 20 yet.”


At this, murmurs filled the room. Everyone knew exactly who Seo In-jae was referring to.

“…The returnee.”

“Indeed, based on her achievements so far, it’s fair to say that she has already surpassed the typical C-rank level.”

“They said she practically took down the boss on her own during the last dungeon where restrictions were first discovered.”

If her testimony was accurate and her abilities were as strong as reported, she could certainly become a key asset.

After gauging the room’s reaction, Seo In-jae calmly proposed the plan he had in mind.

“Of course, we wouldn’t send her in with the primary goal of clearing the dungeon. However, if we provide her with a bit of support, I believe she could use her undead to transport the necessary supplies to the rescue team.”

“You’re suggesting she bring in supplies and help them survive until the Break occurs?”

It was a reasonable idea.

If the rescue team members were still alive inside the dungeon, the plan could work. However, the risks were also high.

There was a chance, no matter how small, that the rescue team had already perished, or that the environment inside the dungeon was too hostile to allow them to survive for an extended period.

Amid these concerns, Seo In-jae spoke again.

“The rescue team is still alive. And so are the two hunters who were trapped earlier.”

“…How can you be so sure?”

Seo In-jae stood up calmly and connected his device to the projector, sharing the information with everyone in the room.

Whirrr.

Buzz.

“I just received this information.”

To be precise, it was from Shin Yoo-ha, one of only three S-rank hunters in Korea, known as “The Magician.”

“Her divination just confirmed that, as of this moment, all of the hunters are still alive.”

Although she wasn’t an official prophet, Shin Yoo-ha had the unique ability to use divination to perceive situations beyond ordinary knowledge.

Her statement suggested that the rescue team had successfully regrouped with the two hunters who had been trapped earlier.


After all, it would have been nearly impossible for two hunters under level 20 to survive for several days alone in a C3-rank medium-sized dungeon.

This meant they were still fighting to survive and moving forward.

As long as they hadn’t given up and were still alive, abandoning them was not an option for the Hunter Association.

“…..”

At that moment, the association’s new course of action was set.



 
  
    Chapter 32: Rescue Operation is Dangerous (3)


Boom!

【Defeat!】

“…Team difference.”

Ever since Kim Seung-min had disappeared, my ranked game performance had been less than stellar.

 Although I was slowly improving and gaining some points, it was nothing compared to when I was duoing with Kim Seung-min.

A Challenger is definitely something else, and today, I missed having him around more than ever.

“Should I stop playing?”

Just as I was about to close the game, something out of character for me, I received a message from Song Ha-yeon.

Ding!

[Um, Master? The Association is asking you to answer their calls…]

“Huh?”

【Missed calls: 7】

The news I received from the Association was rather shocking.

“So, you’re saying that… everyone is trapped in a dungeon…?”

[Yes. The Association believes that unless further action is taken, it’s highly likely they will all die from lack of food.]

“Wait, you said the number of people was…”

[There are two initial missing individuals and eight rescue team members, making a total of ten people. Losing them would be an enormous national loss.]

As I listened to the man, Seo In-jae, I hesitated, deep in thought.

Ten people… that’s a lot.

[I fully understand this is a difficult request, but considering the gravity of the situation, we kindly ask for your cooperation.]

It wasn’t a problem to go help.

Even if it was a special dungeon, it was only C-rank. With my current abilities, there wouldn’t be any major threats.

But joining up with ten people and surviving together until the Break occurs? That was a much harder task for me.

“Th-this might be too difficult…”

Hearing my hesitation, Seo In-jae paused briefly before continuing.

“…Both Kim Seung-min and Seo Yoon-ah, who were close to you, are also part of the rescue team.”

So that’s why I hadn’t heard from Kim Seung-min in a while—he was part of the stranded rescue team. Quickly analyzing the situation, I realized the importance of this.

‘Kim Seung-min can’t be left behind…’

I didn’t care much about the others, but if Kim Seung-min was involved, that changed everything.

‘I need him to raise my rank…’

He was ranked 87th in Challenger—an elite among elites.

There was no other duo partner with his level of skill. Finding a replacement would be impossible, especially with my poor communication skills.

‘87th place…’

There are fewer than a hundred people in the world with that rank.

In terms of value, he was practically on par with an S-rank Hunter. Losing such talent to a situation like this would be a massive blow to humanity.

“I’ll do it.”

My rank is important.

For the Challenger rank, my lifelong goal, I accepted the Association’s urgent request.

#

In the depths of the special C3-rank dungeon, where a level restriction was in place…

“Damn it!”

Among the eight-member rescue team, the dealer, Lee Yoon-jae, cursed.

“What kind of ridiculous structure is this place?”

As Lee Yoon-jae said, this dungeon was brutal in many ways.

Although they had finally found and reunited with the two missing people, the situation remained dire.

“We still haven’t made any progress.”

“I’ve never heard of a dungeon like this. It’s frustrating as hell.”

True to its name as a special dungeon, it was filled with unexpected challenges.

As a result, even on the fourth day, the group had not yet reached the entrance to the boss room.

Amid the complaints, Choi Ha-yoon, the team’s healer in charge of supplies, spoke up.

“We’re in a very dangerous situation. Everyone’s exhausted, and we have food left for only four days at best. Even if we aim to clear the dungeon, it’s uncertain if we’ll have enough resources to survive.”

That was the reality they were facing.

Four days.

If they couldn’t find a way out within that time, a horrific fate awaited them.

“Is there any point in worrying? If we can’t break through this maze, nothing else matters.”

This place was literally a maze.

No matter how much they tried to understand its structure or leave marks to trace their steps, they always ended up back where they started.

And the endless onslaught of monsters only further drained their stamina and supplies.

“Maybe there’s a plant core somewhere,” Kim Seung-min said after some thought. Though such a thing hadn’t been found in dungeons below B-rank, the unique nature of this place left some possibility.

A dark cloud loomed over the group.

“Is requesting reinforcements still impossible?”

Assassin Seo Yoon-ah, who had once teamed up with Kim Seung-min and Baek Eun-ha, asked, receiving a curt reply.

“If we’re stranded here, who’d be crazy enough to join us? C-rankers are all cowards.”

“I don’t mean to be harsh, but I agree that reinforcements are unlikely. The Association is probably already preparing for the worst-case scenario: a Break.”

The situation seemed increasingly bleak.

The only option left was to navigate the maze themselves and clear the dungeon on their own.

Silence fell over the group, and then one of the younger hunters finally spoke up.

“I’m so sorry… because of us, all of you…”

“Don’t say that. No one could have predicted it would come to this.”

One of the two hunters originally trapped in the dungeon, Baek Seung-ho, bit his lip in frustration.

He had been busy tending to the wounds of his injured teammate, Yoo Ha-eun, unable to contribute much to the battles. Of course, this weighed heavily on him.

Staring up at the dim ceiling of the dungeon, Baek Seung-ho silently prayed.

“Please, someone… anyone… help us out of this.”

#

“…I still disagree.”

Unsurprisingly, Seo-ha opposed the Association’s plan after hearing the details.

“It sounds easy, but it’s a highly dangerous plan. Even with support, the burden is too heavy on you, oppa.”

And honestly, she wasn’t wrong. The difficulty level of the mission was far beyond what should be entrusted to a single C-rank hunter.

“…Besides, adding more people would just be a disadvantage for you, wouldn’t it?”


I couldn’t argue with that.

Given my nature, working in a group wasn’t my forte. While I didn’t feel strongly opposed, Seo-ha clearly had her reservations about it.

But I had to go.

I couldn’t afford to lose Kim Seung-min. So, I decided to play my trump card.

“…Two of my friends are trapped there.”

“What?”

“That guy, Kim Seung-min, the one you met before… he’s one of them.”

At my words, Seo-ha’s face turned from concern to shock.

For a moment, she was visibly unsettled, pacing around before letting out a frustrated sigh.

“I can’t just go there myself, either…”

The decision didn’t take long. Though she still wore a worried expression, Seo-ha eventually gave me the go-ahead.

“You really need to be careful, okay? If things get dangerous, just grab the supplies and hide until the Break. I’ll be waiting outside the dungeon.”

“Don’t worry. The intel says everyone inside is still alive, and there shouldn’t be any particularly strong monsters.”

Seo-ha nodded, her face still clouded with concern.

She then asked me to wait and hurried out of the house.

Ding

Click

Seo-ha returned nearly an hour later, carrying a load of items.

“Your level is still 19, right? Take this, and this…”

“…What’s all this?”

“I got them from the guild’s storage. And here, take this bracelet. It’s got an enhancement spell on it.”

I wasn’t sure what half of it was, but they all looked incredibly expensive. I even recognized the bracelet as one her old guildmate used to wear.

“You didn’t, uh, steal these, did you?”

“I-I borrowed them. Voluntarily.”

Although it seemed a bit suspicious, I took the items that seemed most useful. Now, it was time to act.

“Thank you for making such a difficult decision. Please, follow us this way.”

With the association’s help, the plan was set in motion.

We had the supplies for the stranded hunters, top-tier gear from the association, and some new companions specialized in scouting and monster deterrence.

“I’m Jeon In-taek. I can use my skill to dig traps or create obstacles to block monster approaches.”

“I’m Yoon Sol-ah. I can use wind magic to boost mobility and hinder enemies.”

Among the unfamiliar faces, one stood out—a familiar one that quickly spat out a gruff voice.

“Tch. This is the only time I’m helping.”

It was Choi Seong-chul.

Given his exceptional tanking abilities, the association likely recruited him as the frontliner for the mission.

But before the association could say anything, I spoke up.

“…We’ll go with just the three of us.”

“What? But—”

“Three’s the perfect number.”

“However, to safely reunite with the main group…”


“I’m not going if you don’t get rid of him.”

In the end, the association had no choice but to send Choi Seong-chul home, despite their attempts to convince him to stay.

Watching Choi Seong-chul leave, grumbling with frustration, I smirked and muttered under my breath.

‘…Amateur.’

The cost of crossing paths with the mighty Lord of Death was steep—very steep.




 
  
    Chapter 33: Rescue Operation is Dangerous (4)


The interior of the dungeon was surprisingly cozy.

The usual stale air and cold atmosphere weren’t present here, which made Yoon Sol-ah, part of the supply transport team requested by the association, all the more cautious as she carefully scanned the surroundings.

“The air is warm, and even the passageway feels organized. This isn’t normal.”

It was clear this dungeon was special. Unlike typical dungeons littered everywhere, the atmosphere here was entirely different.

Clatter.

Scrape.

Since skeletons had been summoned right from the entrance to transport supplies, they couldn’t completely hide their presence. From here on, every action had to be decided with precision.

“Which way should we go?”

Jeon In-taek asked, keeping his eyes on the branching paths.

Without saying a word, Baek Eun-ha began heading towards the leftmost path.

As the two prepared to follow, Baek Eun-ha hesitantly spoke up.

“Um, please maintain a 10-meter distance…”

“…Understood.”

Though they had been briefed on Baek Eun-ha’s quirks beforehand, unease crept into both Jeon In-taek and Yoon Sol-ah’s minds at that moment.

‘Is this really the right approach?’

‘Aren’t we all going to die if we keep trusting this?’

Truth be told, ever since Choi Seong-chul had been left behind due to Baek Eun-ha’s insistence, things hadn’t felt quite right.

It didn’t make sense to exclude a key team member on a personal whim, especially in an operation supervised by the association.

But there was no turning back now. Both Jeon In-taek and Yoon Sol-ah wore uneasy expressions as they followed Baek Eun-ha.

Clatter.

Clack.

Step.

Step.

They continued walking for some time when they sensed the presence of monsters ahead.

“…There are quite a few of them.”

“Shall I block the passage and take a detour?”

Jeon In-taek stepped forward, gathering his magic to prepare a skill.

However, Baek Eun-ha raised a hand, stopping him.

“It’s fine.”

Growl.

Suddenly, six kobolds appeared. Judging by their size and muscular build, they were clearly stronger than typical kobolds.

Yoon Sol-ah, alarmed, began preparing her magic.

“We don’t have a frontliner; fighting them head-on is too dangerous!”

Moreover, Baek Eun-ha had already summoned about ten skeletons for transporting the supplies.

It was hard to believe she had the strength for more.

But Baek Eun-ha didn’t retreat. She calmly began chanting another spell.

Whoosh.

“Undead Call.”

Fwoosh!

Clatter.

Clack.

From the ground emerged two massive skeletons, their bones tinted a dark red.

They were none other than the Skeleton Mashers, borrowed through Song Ha-yeon’s medium.

Crack!

Crash!

[Screech!]

[Squeal!]

The fierce battle between the kobolds and the Skeleton Mashers started, but the conclusion came quickly.

It was a resounding victory for the Skeleton Mashers.

Crunch!

[Screech!]

There wasn’t even a fierce fight.

The kobold pack was completely annihilated by just the two Skeleton Mashers.

‘What… What is this? How is this even possible?’

Jeon In-taek and Yoon Sol-ah, who had been standing in the back, stared in stunned disbelief at the scene before them.

Usually, summoned creatures of a C-rank Hunter barely had the upper hand against monsters of the same level. Yet, with just two Skeleton Mashers, they had utterly destroyed a group twice their size. It was unbelievable.

‘And she’s already using a significant number of skeletons for transporting supplies?’

The eyes of the two, once filled with unease, now looked at Baek Eun-ha with a newfound respect.

‘She’s different.’

‘Is she really the same C-rank as us?’

Jeon In-taek and Yoon Sol-ah exchanged bewildered glances.

Thus, the party’s first battle ended.

#

In truth, I had no intention of following the association’s plan to simply survive until the Break.

‘They expect me to survive for over a week stuck between twelve debuff totems?’

Obviously, it was impossible. There was no point even considering it. It was better to clear the dungeon instead, no matter the difficulty.

That’s why I didn’t avoid battles. I needed to assess the enemies first and gauge the situation.

And so far, the results were promising.

‘It’s more manageable than I thought.’

Since entering the dungeon, we had already finished a total of three battles. Despite the C3 rank and the fact that even eight hunters couldn’t clear it, the monsters we faced weren’t as strong as I had expected.

‘So something feels off.’

While not as flashy as his gaming skills, Kim Seung-min’s capabilities as a Hunter were decent.

If the other seven were of a similar level, there was no way they couldn’t clear a dungeon like this. Clearly, there was an obstacle we hadn’t encountered yet.

But if I could figure out what that obstacle was and overcome it, clearing the dungeon wouldn’t be impossible.

“Uh, could we, um, stop here for a moment…?”

I nervously called out to the two who had been trailing behind at a distance. I then quickly pulled out a small flask from my coat.

Clink.

“Undead Call.”

With that, I summoned a variety of small insects I had prepared beforehand. Their corpses rose as I gathered more energy, preparing for what was next.


Whoosh.

“Berserk.”

Rustle.

Rustle.

The summoned insects started to writhe with new vigor, ready to serve their purpose.

The bugs that had risen inside the flask began to tremble violently. I brought it over to Yoon Sol-ah.

“Eek! Wh-What is it?”

“Uh, speed buff…”

Though Yoon Sol-ah grimaced in disgust, she cast her magic on the bugs at my firm request.

“Breath of the Wind Sprite.”

Whoosh.

Flap.

Rattle.

Now, the bugs were thrashing their limbs around wildly, like they were going mad. Without hesitation, I opened the flask’s lid.

Click.

“Eek!”

Rustle!

The released bugs scattered rapidly down the tunnel. Now, all we had to do was wait.

“What… What exactly are you doing?”

“Ma… Map reading.”

I avoided Yoon Sol-ah’s gaze, who had stepped two paces closer to me, by taking four steps back.

Managing two people was tough—times like these, I missed the simplicity of working in a two-person party with Song Ha-yeon.

“Well, uh, the paths here seem strange…”

“What do you mean by that?”

It was frustrating to have to explain things to these novices. Shouldn’t they have noticed something this obvious already?

Just then, one of the bugs reacted quickly.

The direction: northwest, and underground. Something unusual was located there.

“A nest?”

“…A what?”

Without hesitation, I led the group toward it.

#

Even though they didn’t understand what was happening, Yoon Sol-ah and Jeon In-taek followed me. And then, we saw it.

Squirm.

Writhe.

[Screech…]

It looked like a mass of flesh, or perhaps a part of the dungeon itself had gained life, pulsating as if it were breathing. It was a structure called a monster’s nest—a **Plant**.

“Holy shit.”

“Why… Why is there a Plant in a C-rank dungeon…?”

Jeon In-taek cursed as soon as he saw it. Yoon Sol-ah, too, fell into despair.

“This can’t be happening… What the hell is this?”

It wasn’t entirely surprising.

Plants were typically only found in B-rank mid-level or higher dungeons, and only in large-scale ones at that. The real issue, however, was the high-ranking monster that always accompanied a Plant.

“Everyone, look over there.”

Beyond the Plant, on a rocky ledge, was a monster emitting a powerful aura, fast asleep.

Hordes of monsters were spawning from the Plant in real time, and with a powerful sentry guarding it, it was clear that this was not something our small group could handle.

“…We need to retreat. Quickly regroup with the main team. If we don’t stick together, we don’t stand a chance.”

“We need to leave before they notice us.”

At this point, fighting wasn’t even an option for Jeon In-taek and Yoon Sol-ah. Their only goal was to regroup with the main team and stall until the Break occurred.

But then, I glanced at the sentry and took a step forward.

“Are you insane?”

Yoon Sol-ah, her face pale, grabbed my shoulder.

That was a mistake.

“Eek!”

Thud!

Even though I had kept a straight face through this terrifying scene, I suddenly screamed and collapsed to the ground. The noise filled the tunnel, causing both Yoon Sol-ah and Jeon In-taek to flinch.


“Ugh, I told you not to touch me…”

I muttered, tears welling up in my eyes, but that wasn’t the issue right now.

Yoon Sol-ah and Jeon In-taek’s faces turned ashen as they held their breath.

“…Shit, we’re all dead.”

The monsters around the Plant and the sentry on the ledge—all of their murderous gazes were now fixated on us.
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Even just from what we could see, there were five kobolds, three half-gremlins, and two mud golems—both classified as C1 rank—along with a menacing sentry radiating a terrifying aura.

It was a force strong enough to completely bury a C-rank party or two.

The escape route was a narrow, one-way tunnel, and it wasn’t even certain if we could break through and flee.

If we ran and ended up encountering another monster pack from the opposite direction, we’d be crushed in an instant, trapped on both sides.

Perhaps that’s why the two behind me were in a state of complete panic.

“Holy shit! What… what do we do now?”

“Let’s just run! We’ll lay traps as we retreat!”

But it was too late. I had already received a signal from the sentry bug left behind to guard the rear.

‘…We’re surrounded.’

Tap tap tap!

[Keeek!]

[Kiyaa!]

“Wh-what the…”

The glimmer of hope faded from Jeon In-taek’s eyes as he prepared to flee.

In front of us was a cave packed with monsters. Behind us, more were pouring into the narrow corridor. We were caught in a true no-win situation.

While the two behind me struggled to catch their breath, I activated the mental stabilization spell stored in my ring.

Whoooosh!

Without hesitation, I issued my command.

“Lay traps in the rear.”

“Wh-what? What did you say?”

“Block the path.”

Jeon In-taek seemed like he had more to say, but quickly turned around and began activating his trap skill.

Whoooosh.

Crunch.

No matter what, he knew we had to prevent the two monster groups from converging.

“This… this will only buy us ten minutes at most!”

“That’s enough.”

Coincidentally, the ring’s time limit was also ten minutes. I didn’t plan to drag this out.

But there was one problem.

‘Using the Book of Death here feels a bit…’

From my previous experience, I knew that using the Book of Death would leave me with intense fatigue and weakness afterward.

And with the first team still out there and the boss room yet to be reached, falling into that state now wasn’t ideal.

In other words, I needed to handle this without relying on the Book of Death.

I pointed toward the sentry, which had climbed down from the rock wall, and called out to Yoon Sol-ah.

“Cast a spell. Use your strongest attack.”

“Huh? U-Understood.”

Surprised by my sudden authoritative tone, Yoon Sol-ah began chanting her spell.

“Wind Cutter!”

Shhhhh!

Thunk!

It was quite a powerful attack, but the sentry effortlessly raised its spear and blocked it, only being pushed back by a single step.

However, that single step was enough to give me an estimate of our chances.

‘Looks doable.’

Whoooosh.

Puff!

I summoned the two skeleton mashers I had earlier recalled and sent them charging at the enemy. Then I drew the superior-grade sword the association had given me and cut down a nearby kobold.

Slash!

Shhhk!

[Kiheeek!]

As expected, my body felt far lighter compared to when I had wielded a sword before my awakening. With this, it was more than possible.

“Undead Call.”

Whoooosh.

Crumble.

[Kehh…!]

The kobold I had just slain rose, cloaked in dark energy, and right then, the skeleton mashers collided with the enemies.

Bam!

Crunch!

I called out to Yoon Sol-ah, who was firing spells wildly toward the frontlines.

“Focus your magic on the sentry. We need to take it down fast!”

“Never mind anything else, just focus on keeping the golems in check.”

“What? But what about the sentry?”

“Don’t worry about the sentry. I’ll handle that one.”

It made sense. After all, I had already decided to take on the sentry myself.

[…Groooh.]

The sentry, known as the guardian of the plant, was hard to identify in terms of species, but it was clear that it was the strongest monster in the area. Covered in thin armor and wielding a long spear, its form was simple enough to easily guess its fighting style.

However, with its physique and being equipped for close combat…

‘I can win this.’

Whoooosh.

While this wasn’t the situation Sa-ha had prepared for when she gave it to me, I activated the bracelet she had given me for physical enhancement. I then drew upon my energy and chanted the spell.

“Breath of Decay.”

Shhhhh.

A curse that weakens the body of a designated target. The sentry visibly shuddered, trembling from the effects of the curse.

That was my signal to begin.

Crash!

Leap!

Shhhk!

With a powerful kick off the ground, I lunged forward, sending my sword slicing toward the sentry.

#

‘What the hell? What’s he doing?!’


Jeon In-taek, who was blocking the rear corridor, cursed inwardly as he watched Baek Eun-ha charge recklessly toward the sentry.

It made no sense. How could a necromancer, who should be commanding the undead from the rear, charge into the frontlines like this?

Confused, he glanced at Yoon Sol-ah, but her expression was equally twisted with disbelief. It was clear that Baek Eun-ha’s actions were a solo decision.

‘Is he seriously out of his mind?’

Baek Eun-ha was undeniably an extremely skilled necromancer, something that had been made clear in previous battles.

However, this kind of reckless charge was entirely different. Could a necromancer, a backline specialist, even have the skills necessary for close-quarters combat?

The outcome seemed obvious—it was sheer foolishness. Jeon In-taek closed his eyes, bracing for the inevitable disaster.

Chaaang!

Krrrk!

But the result was far from what anyone expected.

Slice!

Clang!

Clash!

An intense, unyielding duel unfolded, the kind of battle that had everyone on the edge of their seats, gripping their weapons tightly as they watched the fierce clash.

‘What the hell?’

The sentry’s spear was swift and deadly.

It moved with the precision of a master spearman, cutting through the air with a sharpness that could easily threaten anyone standing in its way.

Its prowess was undeniable, so much so that even an experienced C-rank frontline fighter would struggle to withstand its attacks.

And yet, Baek Eun-ha was parrying or dodging each strike, landing blow after blow on the sentry in return.

‘How… how is he fighting so well?’

Jeon In-taek, now in his second year as a hunter, had seen his fair share of battles. He had witnessed many hunters in combat, enough to confidently assess their skills.

But he was certain now—none of the frontliners in their rank could match Baek Eun-ha’s combat prowess.

‘Wait… He’s a necromancer! And he’s doing this without any combat skills?’

It was such an absurd thought that for a moment, Jeon In-taek genuinely wondered if he had fallen under some sort of illusion spell.

“…This can’t be real,” he muttered, unable to contain his astonishment. He glanced over at Yoon Sol-ah, whose eyes were also wide in disbelief.

Yoon Sol-ah stood with her mouth agape, staring forward in shock. It seemed her thoughts weren’t much different from Jeon In-taek’s.

Clang!*

Cha-aang!

The battle was fierce, but as time passed, a clear gap began to form between the two combatants. And the one gaining the upper hand was none other than Baek Eun-ha.

Whoosh!

Slash!

Thunk.

In an instant, Baek Eun-ha’s sword, enveloped in a blue light, sliced clean through the sentry’s neck.

Witnessing the incredible scene, Jeon In-taek couldn’t help but point at Baek Eun-ha in astonishment, exclaiming, “S-Sword energy!”

Thud.

Crack!

With the battle won, Baek Eun-ha swiftly finished off the sentry and immediately spread her aura, chanting a spell.

“Undead Call.”

For the remaining monsters, it was as good as a death sentence.

‘This… is insane,’ thought Jeon In-taek, finally understanding why the association had chosen Baek Eun-ha for this mission among all the other hunters.

He also started to grasp why Baek Eun-ha had rejected Choi Sung-cheol. She wasn’t just a regular necromancer.

She was an army unto herself—a one-person legion capable of handling every role on her own.

With a cold sweat running down his back, Jeon In-taek cautiously approached Baek Eun-ha and asked politely, “Are you really a C-rank hunter?”

The once unreliable Baek Eun-ha now felt like a force of nature. She had become someone he could rely on as if she were a thousand soldiers.

However, as Jeon In-taek posed his question, Baek Eun-ha seemed to struggle to respond. Her expression suddenly contorted into a grimace.

“…Are you hurt somewhere?” Jeon In-taek asked, rushing toward her with concern, but Baek Eun-ha waved him off, backing away and avoiding his gaze. In a quiet, hesitant voice, she muttered, “Ugh… uh… ten meters…”

“Ah, understood.”

And so, the battle around the plant finally came to an end.

#

The monsters on the opposite side of the passage, which Jeon In-taek had been guarding, were efficiently cleared out by the undead sentry, the skeleton mashers, and Yoon Sol-ah working together.

As the plant was destroyed, a familiar notification chimed in my ears.

【Level Up!】

Given that I had already leveled up during the previous fight, it meant that just destroying the plant had earned me enough experience for another level.

Yoon Sol-ah and Jeon In-taek marveled at the amount of experience they had gained.

“What kind of experience points…?”

“Well, I guess it just proves we didn’t belong in this dungeon to begin with.”

With one hurdle behind us, the situation outside seemed to have changed drastically. The signals from the bugs I’d sent out were going wild.

“…I found them.”

“You mean the advance team?”

“Really?”

But the situation was strange. The bug that had been tracking them suddenly stopped, sending a signal from the same spot.

“They… they went inside. Into the boss room.”

“What?”

It was clear. The advance team had just entered the boss room. And I quickly realized how they had found it so fast and began their assault.

“Uh… um.”

“What’s wrong?”

“All the monsters… they’re headed this way.”

While we had been attacking the plant, drawing all the aggro, the ten hunters from the advance team had swiftly navigated through the dungeon and found the boss room.

Rumble. 

Rumble rumble.

The ground began to shake, signaling the approach of a horde of monsters.

I let out a small sigh and began recalling the skeletons that had been carrying the supplies.

Thunk!

Thud!

The supplies were left scattered on the ground, but it didn’t matter anymore. I knew the location of the boss room, and the advance team had already begun their final push. There was no reason to hold back any longer.

“Undead Call.”

Whoosh. 


Rustle.

Rustle.

The corpses of kobolds, half-gremlins, and mud golems—battered and broken—began to rise one by one.

“…Let’s break through.”

Now, it was time to charge toward the boss room at full speed.
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The 10 hunters trapped inside the dungeon decided to abandon the immediate plan of attack and spent the day analyzing the maze instead.

“Luckily, with all the trial and error so far, we’ve gathered a decent amount of information.”

“…I can see the patterns now. It’s not an impossible maze to crack.”

If they could just find the right way through, they would surely be able to progress.

“The problem is the constantly spawning monsters.”

“Honestly, we’ve already taken down over a hundred of them, haven’t we?”

“At this point, it’s clear they’re being replenished periodically from somewhere.”

There was no way over a hundred monsters could naturally exist in a C3-rank medium dungeon. To break through the maze, they first needed to solve that problem.

“…But how do we even solve that?” said the oldest member of the group, fire mage Park Young-gil.

“Stop talking nonsense. Once we face it head-on, we’ll figure it out.”

“It’s not that simple! If there really is a plant here, we’re all dead with our current strength.”

Nothing was being resolved. The problems seemed endless.

“Damn it.”

It was a crude outburst, but everyone in the room felt the same.

Whichever option they chose, the risks were extremely high. They were left with two choices: charge in, risking their lives, or wait idly, hoping the backup team would come with no guarantee of survival.

“The backup team’s not coming. Like I said before, there’s no one left in the C-rank pool.”

Everyone nodded, except for Kim Seung-min and Seo Yoon-ah, who remained silent with uneasy expressions. After a moment, Kim Seung-min spoke up.

“There is someone. Someone talented.”

“What?”

“In terms of skill, she’s probably the best in the current C-rank group.”

“What are you talking about? There’s someone like that?”

His companions looked at him with curiosity, and Kim Seung-min briefly explained. After listening, Park Young-gil let out a whistle of admiration.

“If that’s true, then she’s quite something. And you’re saying you know her personally? So there is still a chance for backup?”

But Kim Seung-min’s face stiffened, and he spoke reluctantly.

“There’s a problem.”

“And what is that?”

“She has severe social anxiety, making group activities very difficult.”

“…What?”

“To put it simply, she struggles to work with others.”

Park Young-gil tilted his head, unsure if he heard correctly. Kim Seung-min added, “Last time I heard, she said a two-person party was her limit.”

“Damn, what kind of hunter is that? Sounds like a shut-in to me.”

The conversation went back to square one.

A heavy silence fell over the group until Seo Yoon-ah broke it.

“…Let’s go.”

Everyone’s attention turned to her.

“You all know the backup isn’t coming.”

“….”

“We can’t just sit here and wait to die.”

She was right. They were supposed to be some of the most elite hunters in the C-rank, and dying here without doing anything was out of the question.

By now, the only injured member, Yoo Ha-eun, had recovered enough to move.

Determination started to fill the eyes of every hunter in the room once more.

“Alright, screw it. Let’s go for it.”

“Talking in circles won’t change anything.”

“We might as well take action while we’re still in good shape.”

In the end, the decision was made.

The hunters decided to take on all the risks and prepare for a full-on assault.

But that was when the unexpected happened.

“Something’s wrong!”

Baek Seung-ho, one of the initial stranded hunters who had volunteered to stand guard, came rushing in to alert everyone about the strange situation in the dungeon.

“The monsters—they’re all heading somewhere!”

“What?”

When they went to check, Baek Seung-ho’s words turned out to be true. Like a disturbed beehive, all the monsters that had been wandering the corridors were gathering and moving in the same direction.

And that direction was opposite of where the group had been heading.

“This could be our chance.”

Everyone was in agreement.

Without wasting any time, the ten hunters quickly prepared and set off to find the boss room.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, they managed to break through the maze and discovered the boss room.

“Yes! Finally, it’s all over!”

“I feel like I’ve aged ten years… Who would have thought we’d catch a break like this?”

With about a third of the monsters in the maze gone, the group made it to the end without much interference.

“Man, I didn’t expect things to turn out this way.”

“Maybe the heavens haven’t given up on us yet.”

Even Park Young-gil, who had maintained a composed demeanor throughout, couldn’t hide his excitement and cracked a rare joke.

Without further delay, the group opened the door to the boss room.

And there, they were greeted by despair.

#

“Undead Call.”

We kept fighting off the endless waves of monsters as we pushed forward toward the boss room.

Whooong.

Rustle.

Rustle.

I continued raising the corpses of the fallen monsters, fighting the next wave, and then replacing the damaged undead with fresh ones.

It was a somewhat inefficient process, but by choosing the quickest routes and minimizing the battles, we were able to push forward.

“Hah, hah! Are we close to the boss room yet?!”

“…We’re almost there.”

And indeed, right in front of us was the entrance to the boss room.

Screech!

Shriek!

Yoon Sol-ah, Jeon In-taek, and I ignored the monsters chasing us and opened the door to the boss room.


Clunk.

Thud.

And there we saw it.

The rescue team, standing in a circle around the room, bleeding and pointing their weapons at one another.

“Hah… You’re the rescue team that entered the dungeon first, right?”

The rescue team was just as shocked to see us. They glared at us suspiciously.

“…What the hell? Who the hell are you?”

“We’re the follow-up team! We brought supplies to help you survive until the Break, but… what’s going on here?”

“The follow-up team? There was actually a follow-up team?”

But before any emotional reunion could take place, one of the men quickly twisted his face in frustration and shouted at us.

“Stay where you are! Don’t move from that spot! Don’t scatter for any reason!”

“…Why?”

Yoon Sol-ah asked, and the man gritted his teeth, barely containing his anger.

“Because one of us—one of us here—is a monster in disguise!”

“What? What are you talking about…?”

Whooong.

“It’s coming! Old man, don’t let the flame go out!”

Suddenly, the entire boss room was engulfed in darkness.

The only thing illuminating the room was a fireball conjured by an old hunter.

Time seemed to stretch out in the tense darkness, and then, just as quickly as it came, the light returned.

Whooong.

“…It’s been like this the whole time. The monster, which we assume to be the dungeon boss, uses the darkness to sneak in among us.”

“So, you’re saying that one of you is the monster?”

At Yoon Sol-ah’s question, Kim Seung-min nodded, his face grim.

“We’ve already had two casualties. If we count the monster disguised as one of us, you could say there have been three.”

Now that he mentioned it, there were no bodies, but there were plenty of bloodstains scattered around. Those must have belonged to the victims.

The man who had first spoken opened his mouth again.

“The old man must be protected! If we lose sight, it’s all over. That thing is strong enough to kill one of us in an instant and disappear.”

The old man, seemingly a fire mage, was the lifeline of the current party.

Hearing the situation, I felt a shiver of shock run through my body.

‘Kim Seung-min can’t die.’

No, maybe he’s already dead.

But there was nothing I could do in my current state.

With so many people gathered around, even standing here made my head spin.

‘And I’ve already used the ring.’

Right now, I was nothing but a bystander.

I hadn’t even been able to utter a single word since we entered the room, which proved my point.

However, something felt off.

‘Something’s strange.’

I carefully looked around the boss room, and soon my stomach churned, and my head started pounding.

But amidst the discomfort, there was one person who didn’t make me feel uneasy, even when we made eye contact.

I thought back to what I knew.

In the past, there were certain things that my affliction didn’t react to—my younger sister Seoha, the returnee Baek Hamin, and various insects or animals.

Aside from them, there was only one other thing left.

Monsters from the dungeon.

‘There’s no returnee at C-rank, right?’

That made this situation highly suspicious.

I cautiously walked among the hunters.

“Hey! Don’t come closer! It’s dangerous!”

I didn’t get too close, but now I could sense it more clearly.

One person stood out—the old man, keeping the fireball lit the entire time.

The moment I looked into his eyes, I was certain—he was the monster.

“….”

I didn’t need any more proof. I knew no one would believe me with such ridiculous reasoning anyway.

Whooong!

Thud!

Pwhoosh!

Without hesitation, I threw my sword directly into the old man’s forehead.

He collapsed, bleeding out, and the hunters erupted into chaos.

“What the hell?!”

“What are you doing?!”

“That guy—isn’t he a monster?!”

But we, the follow-up team, had been outside the room when the hunters first encountered the boss.

And we hadn’t let our guard down during the earlier blackouts, so the chance of us being compromised was slim.

The hunters were stunned, caught in a state of disbelief.

“What the hell! Why did you kill the old man?!”

“…He…he was the culprit.”

Barely managing to speak, I pointed at the fallen old man, and the hunters started to murmur.

“Old man Park was a monster?”

“I didn’t notice anything suspicious about him at all…”

“How can you be sure?”

I had no solid evidence—just my instincts.

‘Now that I’ve exposed him, he’ll react soon.’

But a minute passed, and there was no reaction from the fallen old man.

The hunters’ hostile stares began to focus on me.

‘No, it can’t be… this isn’t right.’

“It wasn’t him! What are we going to do now?! He was the only one who could keep the light going!”

“What were you thinking? When we get out of here, you’ll be the first one reported to the association!”

The tension rose, and some of the hunters had already drawn their weapons, aiming them at me.

Unable to handle the pressure, I quickly muttered a spell.

“Undead Call.”

Whooong!

Pwhoosh!

The sudden appearance of a skeleton masher startled the hunters, and they backed away from me.

“So you finally reveal your true colors!”

“How did you switch bodies so fast?!”

In the confusion, I commanded one of the mashers.

“Attack.”

Whooong!

Crash!

The masher raised its weapon and brought it down on the old man’s corpse, leaving the hunters in even more shock.

“What… what the hell?!”

“How can this be…?”

But their expressions soon changed for an entirely different reason.

“…..”

The old man, who they thought was dead, suddenly opened his eyes, his hand blocking the masher’s blow.


Crack.

Snap.

As his head twisted grotesquely, the old man’s face shifted, and he spoke.

“…How did you figure it out?”

At last, the true identity of the boss of the C3-rank special dungeon revealed itself.
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The atmosphere among the hunters grew tense as the boss monster revealed its true form.

“Everyone, gather together!”

The hunters quickly formed a defensive formation, trying to prevent the creature from shapeshifting again.

It was a solid plan.

“Annoying.”

Thud.

Crack!

Crunch!

The boss, still holding the skeleton masher’s weapon, easily stood up with just a small movement, and in one swift motion, shattered the masher’s skull.

‘This won’t be easy.’

The boss was undeniably powerful. Now, I understood why the first group of hunters had been overwhelmed so easily.

“What do we do now?”

“What else? We fight!”

“But if that thing is really a doppelganger…”

This monster was classified as B5 rank. And doppelgangers, due to their unique nature, had the ability to grow stronger based on the situation.

“It’s already consumed three hunters. It’s safe to say it now possesses the power of a mid-level B-rank.”

That was a grim realization.

As promising as the hunters here were, they were all just C-rank. The gap in power between them and a mid-level B-rank monster was vast.

Breaking the tense silence, Jeon In-taek, who had now joined the group, spoke up.

“If it were overwhelmingly stronger, it wouldn’t have dragged us into this prolonged battle. Clearly, it sees us as a threat.”

In other words, the doppelganger was wary of their strength too.

Hearing this, a faint glimmer of confidence returned to the hunters’ faces.

But the doppelganger laughed at our reaction.

“…You all are dumber than I thought.”

Then, it spoke again.

“We doppelgangers, when we are born, we instinctively search for something to mimic. It’s not a choice, just instinct.”

Wham!

The doppelganger flung the lifeless skeleton masher’s corpse aside and started walking toward us.

“It was only five minutes ago that I began absorbing knowledge and forming a sense of self. Do you know what my first thought was?”

“What nonsense are you spouting now?”

“My first thought was satisfaction. Satisfaction in knowing that I am surrounded by such easy prey.”

The doppelganger grinned wickedly as it spoke, its smile twisted with malice.

In response, Yoon Sol-ah quickly chanted a spell.

“Wind Cutter!”

Shwoosh!

Swish!

However, the scene that unfolded next was shocking.

“No, that can’t be…”

The doppelgänger didn’t even bother to defend itself. It simply stood there, calmly taking the hit without a care. The damage it received was merely a small scratch, less than a hand’s length.

Everyone present was completely overwhelmed by the sight.

“Looks like you’re finally starting to understand.”

“What the hell? Why is a monster like that in a C-rank dungeon…?”

Having established dominance, the doppelgänger, still in the form of the old man, turned its gaze towards me.

“We still have some unfinished business.”

“…”

Judging by the situation, the debuff totems in the back weren’t going to be of any help.

Without giving me any time to think, the doppelgänger immediately lunged toward me.

Thud.

“I’ll start by stealing your knowledge and body.”

Whoosh!

Slash!

The sword I had thrown earlier was now in the doppelgänger’s hand, aiming straight for my neck.

In desperation, I sent the remaining Skeleton Mashers and the corpses of the monsters I had brought toward it.

[Screech!]

[Shriek!]

Slash!

Crunch!

Crack!

Even though I had a significant number of them, the doppelgänger easily crushed each corpse with its immense physical power.

‘I… I can’t muster any strength.’

Although there was some distance between us, the sheer number of people present was overwhelming.

Their gazes were all directed at me, and I could barely control my body under the pressure.

I couldn’t stop the doppelgänger’s approach and ended up taking a hit.

Thud!

Smash!

Crash!

A powerful kick struck my abdomen, sending me flying several meters before I crashed to the ground.

The protective artifact that Seoha had given me absorbed some of the impact, but it would only work once. If I allowed another hit, I wouldn’t survive.

‘… Is this for real?’

The humiliation of being overpowered by a mere doppelgänger was unbearable.

But there was no other option. My head was spinning, my stomach churned, and I felt like I was going to lose my mind.

‘Ugh… these useless weaklings…’

If only I could get rid of those worthless debuff totems.

I desperately looked at Kim Seungmin, silently pleading.

Seeing my gaze, Kim Seungmin seemed confused for a moment, then, as if realizing something, he raised his shield and shouted.

“I’ll block the front! Everyone, fall back!”

“What? We can’t even get out of here, what are you talking about?”

“There’s a way! We need to create some distance from the enemy!”

Thankfully, all the time we spent playing games together wasn’t in vain. Kim Seungmin quickly assessed the situation and understood my intentions.


As expected from a true Challenger, his judgment was on point. I nodded enthusiastically in approval.

“You’re wasting your efforts.”

Fwoosh!

As the doppelgänger swung its arm, a massive fireball formed in its hand—an ability from the fire mage, Park Yeonggil.

Screech!

Boom!

Crack!

Kim Seungmin raised his shield to block the fireball, but he was pushed back, leaving a trail in the dirt.

“I can’t hold out for long!”

“There’s no other option! Just follow along for now.”

“Damn it, fine!”

Finally, everyone was in agreement. Yun Sola cast a speed buff to enhance the group’s mobility.

“Breath of the Wind Spirit!”

They moved quickly, maintaining formation as they put distance between themselves and the doppelgänger.

“… Worthless insects, wasting their time.”

Of course, this made Kim Seungmin the primary target. The doppelgänger charged at him with blinding speed, and the two clashed.

Boom!

“If that’s the case, you’ll be the first to die.”

Slash!

Just as the doppelgänger’s blade was about to sink into Kim Seungmin’s neck, he looked toward me, waiting for the right moment, and activated his skill.

“Counter Shock!”

Thwack!

With a powerful shock, the doppelgänger was flung a great distance, likely reflecting the damage from the fireball earlier along with this new blow.

“Such a cheap trick…”

“Did it work?” Kim Seungmin asked, ignoring the doppelgänger and looking at me.

I stood up and nodded.

It was only then that the doppelgänger seemed to recognize my presence. But by then, it was too late.

I spoke the incantation with all the power I could muster.

“Book of Death.”

Whoosh!

And just in time—there was a servant perfect for dealing with such an insolent creature.

Having leveled up twice from the plant fight and once more while advancing to the boss room, I had reached level 22. I grabbed my book and opened it to a new page.

Flip!

“Extraction.”

The page was the eleventh.

There, etched into the book, was the headless knight, an immortal soldier, Hans’s skull.

“Materialization.”

Whoosh!

From my extended hand, black mist began to seep out, slowly forming the fractured and split skull of someone long dead.

“You insolent fool!” The doppelgänger sensed the danger and swung its sword toward me.

Clang!

But an undead warrior, summoned just in time, blocked the strike. The full-armored, headless undead was the same gatekeeper we had faced earlier at the plant.

In that moment, I placed the heavy skull atop the gatekeeper’s neck and chanted my spell.

Hummm.

“Undead Call.”

The spirit of Hans, the headless zombie knight once feared in the mysterious region of Teheron, now possessed the gatekeeper’s body.

“Hans.”

Whoosh!

Crack.

Black mist oozed from the cracks in the skull as it melded into the armor, flesh forming over it, slowly taking the shape of a human figure.

Swish.

Whirl.

Soon, eyes formed in the sockets, darting around, and the half-formed mouth twitched as if attempting to speak.

The figure finally completed itself, a pale-skinned man with faded hair, possessing a strikingly handsome face.

Crack.

Hans, now fully summoned, turned his head toward me and gave an odd expression, as if he had witnessed something strange.

“Ugh.”

“….”

I felt a surge of irritation rise within me as I pointed forward with my finger.

Hans finally turned his attention to the doppelgänger, who was now looking at him in confusion.

“Mind putting that sword down?”

Crack!

Crunch!

“Aaagh!”

Hans grabbed the doppelgänger’s face, causing it to scream in pain as it wildly swung its arms.

Slash!

Splat!

One of the swings severed Hans’s arm, forcing the doppelgänger to leap back and begin healing its wounds.

Sssss.

“Who…what the hell are you…?”

“Hmmm.”

Hans glanced at the doppelgänger, as if measuring its worth, before drawing the sword from his waist with his remaining arm.

Shing!

Then, completely disinterested, he turned his back to the doppelgänger and looked at me instead.

“…Wh-What?” I asked, confused.

“Well, judging by your reaction, it’s pretty clear.”

“…..”

Suddenly, a bad feeling began to creep up on me.

Hans strode toward me, his tall figure looming over mine, a mocking grin on his face.

“Lord, you’ve grown… quite weak, haven’t you?”

What the hell is this little punk talking about?

Flabbergasted, I pointed at the doppelgänger and told Hans, “Cut the nonsense and go deal with that thing.”


But Hans barely listened, instead gazing into my eyes as if calculating something, before finally speaking.

“…At this moment…”

“What?”

“With this one hand, I could probably crush your entire body.”

There was a chilling aura emanating from his gaze, one he couldn’t entirely hide.
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“What… What are you planning to crush?”

I stumbled backward with a bewildered expression.

Now that I think about it, Hans, with his sly personality, had been one of the subordinates I often bossed around. Could he possibly be holding a grudge over that?

“Neither your aura nor your magic seem all that impressive now. It’s not like you’re hiding it either.”

“…Has he gone mad?”

“And what’s with that appearance? Have you picked up some new hobby in the meantime?”

“It’s because of dimensional travel.”

“Ah, side effects. Yes, I did hear something about that.”

Hans, replying nonchalantly, came closer, his face right in front of mine, with a puzzled look.

“But still, hasn’t your personality changed way too much? You used to destroy entire kingdoms on a whim, and now look how pitiful you’ve become.”

“Who’s pitiful?”

Hans chuckled mischievously and grabbed my arm with a firm grip.

“Ugh!”

“Look how much you’ve shriveled.”

“…”

I felt an overwhelming sense of shame surge from deep within me.

“…That’s also because of the side effects.”

“Well, that’s something.”

“Anyway, just wrap this up quickly. I can’t keep you here much longer in my current state.”

Hearing that, Hans smirked meaningfully as he responded.

“I refuse.”

“What?”

I glared at Hans in disbelief, but nothing changed. Instead, he laughed and continued speaking.

“Does that bother you?”

“….”

“I’ve always felt the same way.”

It seemed that this insubordinate servant had completely forgotten his place. I felt my temper flare to the boiling point and recited the spell once again.

“Book of Death.”

Whoosh!

“Wait, why—”

“I’m going to burn your heart, simple as that.”

It was a bluff.

Sure, I did have Hans’s heart, but it was sealed away in a much later page of the book, one that I couldn’t access right now.

But, of course, Hans didn’t know that.

“I see I went a bit too far with the jokes.”

Seeing him instantly switch to a combat stance, I almost exploded with frustration.

“And where’s my mount, by the way?”

“…Can’t summon it right now.”

“Ugh, it’s been a long time since I’ve had such an uninspiring fight.”

His calm demeanor was infuriating, but I had no choice but to hold back my anger. After all, I needed him more than he needed me right now.

“Good grief, listening to this nonsense… Has all this nonsense come to an end?”

At some point, the doppelgänger had fully recovered from its wounds and was now emitting a terrifying killing intent.

“I’ve analyzed enough. You don’t stand a chance against me.”

The confidence in its voice was overwhelming, and it didn’t seem like empty boasting. The doppelgänger unleashed a massive fireball, growing in size, channeling an immense amount of magic.

Whoosh!

Fwoooosh!

“…The necromancer’s own abilities aren’t that impressive. If you dodge, you’ll die. If you can stop it, then by all means, go ahead and try.”

“Ha.”

The fireball continued to grow, swelling to an enormous size. Watching the display, Hans muttered under his breath.

“To think you’ve fallen so low as to be threatened by a lowly thing like that. Truly, your prestige as a lord has hit rock bottom. It’s downright pitiful.”

“…Shut up.”

Whooosh!

The massive fireball, finally completed, hurtled toward us at an alarming speed. Hans, with no other choice, stepped forward and intercepted it. The sound of his armor heating up and the smell of burning flesh filled the air.

Boom!

Sizzle.

Shhhhh!

“It’s over.”

Hans’s condition was gruesome. His once protective armor was now in tatters, and half of his body had turned black, burnt and mangled.

Thwack!

Swoosh!

The doppelgänger, seizing the opportunity, swiftly approached and swung its arm, decapitating Hans in one clean stroke.

Thud.

The sound of the severed head hitting the ground echoed through the empty chamber.

“You’re next.”

As the doppelgänger, wearing a confident expression, approached me, I quietly muttered.

“Why aren’t you getting up?”

“Stop spouting nonsense—”

The doppelgänger’s smug face froze.

Despite being decapitated and burned to a crisp, Hans’s body was now standing upright, blocking the path.

Swish.

Hans raised his hand, and his rolling head quickly regenerated, flying back into his grasp.

Thud!

“You’re still so stubborn.”

Sizzle!

As if by magic, Hans’s body rapidly healed itself and returned to normal. Seeing this, the doppelgänger seemed utterly at a loss for words.

“H-how…?”

“With such a pathetic attack, even if I wanted to die, I couldn’t.”

A Dullahan Zombie.

That title was no exaggeration.


As long as Hans was summoned in a complete state, he was one of my most resilient original undead.

‘Of course, without his heart, he’s still only half as strong…’

But even in this state, Hans’s regenerative abilities were second to none.

No mere B-rank monster could kill him.

“I’m running low on energy. Finish this quickly.”

We had dragged this out long enough, and my energy was nearing its limit.

At my urging, Hans’s playful demeanor vanished, and he charged at the doppelgänger with full force.

“Ugh!”

Whoosh!

Slash!

Crack!

The doppelgänger threw everything it had into the fight, using its every skill and tactic, but it was all in vain.

“This… This can’t be happening…”

Now fully engaged in combat, Hans ignored every attack, his overwhelming regeneration crushing the doppelgänger.

Crack!

Squeeze!

“Aaargh!”

It was a one-sided beating.

The doppelgänger’s attacks were useless against Hans’s regenerative powers, while Hans’s relentless assault steadily wore it down.

Frustrated, the doppelgänger gathered all its remaining magic to form another massive fireball.

Fwoosh!

“Don’t make me laugh! An undead servant of mere humans dares to challenge me!”

In a final act of defiance, Hans smirked and grabbed the doppelgänger by both arms.

“W-what are you doing!?”

“You dug your own grave.”

Hans then pushed his head into the heart of the doppelgänger’s massive fireball, disrupting its magic with his aura.

The result was inevitable.

Boom!

Boom!

A powerful explosion engulfed both Hans and the doppelgänger, consuming them in the fiery blast.

It was an anticlimactic yet somewhat fitting end for the doppelgänger.

【Level Up!】

Sizzle!

Hissss!

As I listened to the notification chime, Hans emerged from the flames, still burning and regenerating as if nothing had happened.

“So, compared to before, how much of your power remains?” 

Hans asked the question seriously. After thinking it over, I gave him my answer.

“…Less than 10%.”

“Seems like there’s a long way to go.”

Hans grimaced slightly before brushing off the remaining embers from his body. He then spoke again.

“There’s a strange, unpleasant smell here.”

“….”

“It’s this bizarre place,” he said, and with that, Hans reverted himself into the form of a skull, returning to the Book of Death on his own accord.

At that moment, the portal indicating the dungeon’s completion finally appeared.

#

The C3-rank special dungeon, which had trapped two initial hunters and an additional rescue team of eight, totaling ten hunters, was finally cleared.

Whoosh.

“Huh? What’s going on?”

“The raid team is coming out!”

“Hey! Why aren’t you taking pictures already?”

Click! Flash! Click!

It was nothing short of a headline-worthy event.

Considering both the U.S. and Russia had reported the emergence of special dungeons just yesterday, the global interest was only growing.

【13-member team clears special dungeon!】 

【C-rank hunters Kim Seung-min and Seo Yoon-ah: How did they survive the special dungeon?】 

【Hunter Association President Han Min-wook: Three deaths reported, but survivors endured well. We will show maximum respect to the bereaved families.】

As special dungeons were no longer just Korea’s issue, many countries sought detailed information.

Days passed, and as other nations began clearing their own special dungeons, the peculiarities of these new dungeons started to become clearer.

The established facts were as follows:

First, these so-called “Conditional Dungeons” required specific conditions to enter.

Second, the previous ranking system for dungeons no longer applied within conditional dungeons.

Third, the boss monsters of conditional dungeons had significantly higher ranks than those of typical dungeons.

In summary, the entrance conditions made these dungeons more challenging than regular ones, and their difficulty was much higher.

As a result, countries began racing to develop strategies for dealing with these conditional dungeons.

“We must ensure that hunters can achieve higher combat power relative to their level through systematic training and support.”

“That’s easier said than done. The current system is focused entirely on high-level hunter training. Frankly, considering the danger of dungeon breaks, wouldn’t B-rank or A-rank dungeons still pose more challenges?”

Unfortunately, the process was far from smooth.

The fact that leveling up, which had been considered an absolute rule, was no longer as meaningful, made this situation particularly difficult to handle.

Moreover, this incident suggested a new potential threat to humanity.

“Since the Day of Change 10 years ago, there hasn’t been a shift this significant.”

“This means we can no longer trust the old ways of thinking.”


“To me, this incident feels like a warning that anything could happen to humanity from now on.”

In short, humanity had entered a period of uncertainty, where no one could predict what would happen next.

The man’s words left everyone present swallowing nervously.

It had been 10 years since the Day of Change flipped everything upside down.

Now, once again, another era of transformation was approaching humanity.
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Once again, the era was shifting.

So-called experts were riding the wave of change, making increasingly outlandish predictions, while dormant doomsayers re-emerged, stirring up anxiety among the public.

In the midst of this chaotic atmosphere, there was one focal point that inevitably drew the attention of the people: the nation’s hunters.

-“Any promising newcomers lately?” 

-“I heard the U.S. just got another S-rank hunter.”

-“Here we go with the comparisons again. The problem is, our talent pool is just too small.” 

As the threat of dungeons and monsters grew, only high-ranking hunters could provide the reassurance that the public needed.

Because of this, online communities were increasingly filled with posts debating and analyzing talented rookies, searching for the next big star.

-There’s Baek Seo-ha, right?

“God, aren’t you tired of talking about Baek Seo-ha? Bring up someone else already.” 

-I heard about that guy, Kim Seung-min. Isn’t he coming up now?

“Who’s that? Some nobody?” 

“He’s a survivor of a conditional dungeon. You don’t watch the news?” 

“He’s a frontline fighter with solid skills and decent titles. He’ll probably hit at least B-rank.”

Not just in Korea, but worldwide, there was an insatiable hunger to find talent.

Because of this, incidents of poaching talent from other countries were happening more and more frequently.

【B-rank Hunter Choi Jung-su joins the Sempton Guild in the U.S.】 

【Elite magic rookie Han Soo-min reportedly in the process of gaining Chinese citizenship, leaving Halla Mountain Guild blindsided.】 

【Black Tiger Guild threatens legal action over contract violations.】

-Man, why does every rising talent end up going overseas? Traitors. 

-Wouldn’t you go if you were them? LOL. I’d bow down and run over there too.

-Wow, this is getting out of hand. The government needs to do something about this.

But the government was in a tight spot.

Contrary to what people on the internet believed, they weren’t just sitting idly by—they simply didn’t have an effective solution.

In the midst of this chaotic landscape, three rising stars in Korea’s hunter scene were rapidly gaining attention, providing a rare sense of hope.

“From now on, let’s just trust in the ones who haven’t left us for other countries.”

“Why even bother with the ones who already left? Just call them traitors and move on.” 

“People always say the talent pool here sucks, but if you look at it, things aren’t so bad these days.”

The first rising star was necromancer hunter Song Ha-yeon, who had recently been promoted to B-rank. 

“She’s the most famous one in that category right now.” 

“I saw some videos; she’s definitely going to make it to A-rank.” 

“Among necromancers, she’s head and shoulders above the rest.”

Song Ha-yeon had already made a name for herself among Korean necromancers, a category that hadn’t seen much excitement in recent years.

Even the S-rank hunter Helena had mentioned her in a recent interview, further boosting her reputation.

The second rising star was Go Seong-hak, recently promoted to A-rank and known as the “Druid” in some circles. 

“Go Seong-hak is the real deal. His skills are on another level.” 

“Aside from Baek Seo-ha, Go Seong-hak is probably the one with the highest chance of reaching S-rank right now.” 

“Even the Muhon Guild tried to recruit him, so that speaks for itself.”

The Muhon Guild, regarded as the top guild in Korea, had put considerable effort into recruiting Go Seong-hak, which only confirmed his exceptional abilities.

The third rising star was the most recently talked-about and the least known. She was a new hunter, and very little information about her was available. 

“Her name’s Baek something, right? I heard she made waves in that conditional dungeon.” 

“Honestly, I don’t know much, but people who’ve seen her in action say she’s amazing.” 

“Apparently, she’s been a standout ever since her trainee days.”

What little people did know about her was intriguing: 

She was a very young girl. 

Despite being Korean, she had an exotic appearance. 

And lastly— 

“She’s Song Ha-yeon’s disciple. I heard they’ve been running dungeons together.” 

“No wonder. I heard she uses similar techniques.” 

“Song Ha-yeon must be something special. To have both the mentor and the disciple making waves like this…”

Meanwhile, behind all these rumors, the two people in question were locked in a heated argument.

“No matter how you look at it, that’s a bit much…”

“If you’re told to do something, just do it. Why so much backtalk?”

“Do we really need to explain our relationship? People will figure it out on their own as time goes by.”

“So I’m just supposed to sit around until then, listening to the nonsense that I’m your disciple?”

“Most people won’t believe it anyway, even if you do explain.”

Song Ha-yeon’s brutal honesty left Baek Eun-ha rolling up in her blankets, quietly stewing in frustration.

#

After clearing the special dungeon, I found myself bedridden again, suffering from the aftereffects of using The Book of the Dead.

The fatigue and lethargy were overwhelming. Though it felt like wasted time, the forced rest gave me a chance to reflect and consider my options.

The conclusion I reached was simple:

“This is too inefficient.”

Even after surpassing level 20, my growth rate had slowed dramatically.

On top of that, the backlash from using The Book of the Dead was draining. Continuing to level up at this rate would take an eternity to reach the point I wanted.

Running C-rank lower dungeons with Song Ha-yeon wasn’t cutting it anymore.

The number of monsters in small dungeons wasn’t enough, and the number of dungeons we could take on as a two-person party was limited.

“…I need another method.”

That’s when I decided to ask Seo-ha for advice.

“Ways to level up faster?”

Seo-ha leaned on her hand, deep in thought, before responding with a hesitant smile.

“Honestly, I don’t think there’s a way other than hunting a lot of monsters.”

“Ugh.”

I had hoped for a breakthrough, but it seemed like the obvious answer was the right one. Reluctantly, I asked her to give me a rough estimate of her own progress.

“Me? I’m level 58 right now, and I awakened two years ago, so…”

I had expected it, but her response still shocked me.

“At least another two years to reach level 50, maybe?”

“Two years?”

“It’s not like before when a single guild could monopolize dungeons.

And since you can’t work with large parties, you’re limited to small dungeons. This is the best-case scenario.”


Her words made me freeze. Based on my current progress, I estimated that I’d need to reach level 50 just to regain a fraction of my former strength and abilities.

Even then, I’d still be far from my prime. And two years?

“I have to live as a laughingstock to guys like Hans for two more years?”

My pride couldn’t bear it. There was no way I’d accept that. The remnants of my dignity wouldn’t allow it.

…Absolutely not.

So, though I didn’t want to, I made up my mind to take drastic measures.

#

[Dear ….

Thank you for your message. After reviewing your information, we’ve decided that we’d prefer to form our party with people we can train with regularly…]

“Ah… Okay. Got it.”

Click.

Beep, beep, beep.

[Sorry to say, but mid-size or larger parties almost never gather for one-time events. We need a more systematic strategy, so it’s hard to accept if you have certain restrictions.]

“Ah, I see…”

Click.

Beep, beep, beep.

[Your stats were impressive, but our team’s composition is… we tend to prefer other positions since coordinating with summoners can be tricky. Best of luck finding a good party! Have a great day!]

“…Y-yeah, have a good day.”

Click.

That was the third rejection. I sighed, hitting the “end call” button on my smartphone.

Blind fools.

Here I was, an exceptionally talented, low-maintenance recruit willing to join their party, and they rejected me without hesitation. It left a sour taste in my mouth.

Exhausted, I collapsed onto the bed, feeling utterly drained.

…Maybe this isn’t going to work.

To gain more experience points, I needed to join a larger party that tackled medium or higher dungeons.

But finding a party that would accept someone with my… mental penalties was proving difficult.

Even making phone calls was mentally exhausting.

The thought of joining a larger party and trying to fit in seemed like an insurmountable challenge.

As I lay there with my eyes closed, trying to recover, a series of messages from Song Ha-yeon started popping up.

Ding.

[Is that post really from you, Master?]

Ding.

[Are you sure you can manage without me tagging along?]

Ding.

[Honestly, no one else is going to drive you around, carry your stuff, and keep their distance like I do. Hunters are super independent, you know?]

When I didn’t respond, she sent one final message.

Ding.


[No sane party is going to pick up someone with your… issues.]

“This… this is ridiculous.”

I could feel anger bubbling up as I set my phone aside. No matter what, I was going to find a party and prove Song Ha-yeon wrong.

Determined, I scoured recruiting sites, searching for a party that would take me on. And finally, I found one.

A party that had secured a C-rank medium dungeon.
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Honk! Honk!

I hadn’t mentioned anything about this raid to Seoha. I knew all too well she wouldn’t have approved of it.

Vroooom!

But I was confident—so confident, in fact, that I didn’t care if the party members were problematic or if things went awry. I could handle everything on my own.

“It’ll be a bit expensive to take a taxi all the way there. Why not take a bus to somewhere closer first?”

“…I-I’ve got plenty of money.”

However, that confidence started to waver the moment I arrived at the meeting point.

“….”

A muscular young man with a scar across his face, chewing gum obnoxiously.

A middle-aged man anxiously biting his nails. A guy painted in full camouflage gear like some kind of special forces operative.

And a young woman whose expression practically screamed irritation.

“What’re you looking at, kid? Get lost!”

“Uh, I…”

“You don’t understand Korean? I said, get out.”

I just answered her in Korean, didn’t I?

Already, my blood was boiling at her attitude.

Just then, a man with a friendly smile, clearly the leader, approached me.

“Ah, you’ve arrived! You look like you come from a good lineage—your ancestors must have blessed you.”

At that moment, I knew it: this journey was going to be anything but easy.

#

In modern dungeon raiding, there are typically two main types of hunters.

The first type are professional hunters who belong to guilds, specializing in medium-to-large dungeons.

The second are party hunters, who tackle smaller dungeons due to personal reasons or limitations.

There are freelancers as well, but most hunters fall into one of these two categories.

Hunters who belong to stable parties often stick with the same group for a long time—it’s more efficient and reliable that way.

So, what about those who aren’t part of a fixed party and have to form teams on an ad-hoc basis?

There are various reasons: conflicts with party members, being blacklisted in the industry due to accidents, or simply having skills and titles that make them less desirable.

In short, most of them are far from ideal teammates.

I was currently experiencing that firsthand.

“What the hell are you doing?! Why are you shooting there, you idiot?!”

It was a six-person party—ideal for tackling a C-rank medium dungeon.

But despite having the right number of people, the actual process was anything but ideal.

“I clearly signaled. It’s your fault for not paying attention.”

“What’s with this guy’s attitude? Is he a damn Yankee?”

From the very first battle, the muscle-bound thug and the camo-clad “special forces” guy were at each other’s throats.

The camo guy seemed like he was from overseas, and his combat style was downright bizarre.

“Seriously, who fights like a sniper? What kind of rear guard does this?”

“My skills are most effective at long range. There’s no issue with the fight.”

“Hah! You just want to fight from a safe distance?”

“Come on, guys, let’s calm down. We know better than to fight amongst ourselves, right? There’s nothing good to gain by arguing.”

“Ugh, idiots.”

With the irritated woman cursing them out, the situation was turning into a complete mess.

Just get on with it already…

Honestly, I didn’t care about their squabbles, but listening to it was frustrating.

Finally, under the leader Hong Yong-taek’s mediation, the party moved forward through the dungeon again.

“We’ve got four Mucus Lizards ahead. Can you snipe them from here?”

“No problem.”

The camo guy, crossbow in hand, shuffled to the rear to take his shot.

As annoying as he was, I had to admit—he was slowing down the raid. Next time an argument broke out, I was definitely siding with the thug.

“Undead Call.”

Fwoosh!

[Grgrg…]

Since there was no need to unleash unnecessary power, I simply supported the vanguard with my Skeleton Masher and cast a few basic curses here and there.

Despite their bickering, it seemed these people had fought enough battles to manage.

Although their teamwork was lacking, their individual combat skills were decent enough, and the battle ended without much trouble.

“Kiiek!”

Fwoosh!

As we finished off the last enemy, Hong Yong-taek asked the female assassin, Gwak Min-ji, to handle the dissection of the Mucus Lizard.

“Wow, Mucus Lizard by-products are worth a fortune. Please take care of it properly. Haha.”

However, Gwak Min-ji scrunched up her face in disgust and refused.

“…I don’t want to do that.”

“What?”

“I said no. Get someone else to do it. Do you have any idea how awful those things smell?”

Hong Yong-taek’s face was filled with disbelief. Clearly, butchering the monsters had been part of the recruitment conditions, so this reaction was absurd.

“Come on, why are you being like this? This isn’t your first time doing this.”

“I said no. If you want me to do it, pay me extra. Otherwise, I’m not touching it.”

What a headache. From a distance, I quietly observed Hong Yong-taek, whose neck veins were starting to bulge.

“Ugh, fine. I’ll take the extra from the proceeds of selling the organs, okay?”

“…Well, if that’s the case, I guess I’ll do it.”

Suddenly, I felt a chilling hint of hostility and reflexively tensed up.

This was no trick of the mind—it was genuine. I nervously glanced at Hong Yong-taek.

“…Let’s keep moving.”

Luckily, he wasn’t the type to blow up easily, despite the situation. Relieved, I followed the group from behind.

But the disputes didn’t stop. These people seemed to jump at every chance to bicker and gripe at each other.

While I managed to stay under the radar for a while, I couldn’t avoid becoming a target forever.

“By the way, what exactly does the necromancer student even do?”

This time, it was the middle-aged man who’d been gnawing at his fingernails.

“Huh?”

“All I’ve seen you do is send out your summons and just stand there watching…”


What on earth was this idiot saying?

Flustered, I immediately tried to defend myself.

“No, I’ve been casting curses and, uh, managing the situation…”

“You’re not participating in scouting or guarding, and all you’ve done is trail behind. Do you really deserve an equal share of the loot?”

“Well, I, uh…”

“That old guy’s making sense for once. I get that you’re inexperienced, but passing off everything to others isn’t right, is it? These days, kids have no sense of responsibility.”

“Ugh.”

Now even the thug joined in, attacking me with his criticism.

Under the barrage of insults, I could barely keep my head up.

Sensing an opportunity, Hong Yong-taek delivered the finishing blow.

“It seems like everyone’s in agreement… How about we take the extra payment for Gwak Min-ji from Baek Eun-ha’s share?”

“Yeah, let’s do that.”

“…Ugh.”

With that decision made, the group resumed the dungeon raid as if nothing had happened.

‘How dare they treat the Lord of Death like this…’

They were truly detestable creatures, every one of them.

# 

The progress of the raid was, frankly, mediocre. 

It wasn’t that the group lacked ability, but their constant bickering and individual shortcomings caused significant delays in the overall flow of the battle. 

‘Insects…’

I had also stopped providing support after the earlier incident, completely fed up with their attitude. 

However, the one redeeming factor of a mid-sized dungeon was the sheer number of monsters pouring out. The amount of experience gained was considerable. 

If not for that, I would’ve already lost my patience and exploded in frustration. 

‘Mid-sized dungeons are definitely worth it.’

But one thing was certain: I had no intention of ever teaming up with these vermin again.

When I returned, I decided I’d be more lenient in how I treated Song Ha-yeon. 

“That’s…” 

As the day was drawing to a close, we finally found the entrance to the boss room. 

“Ah, that’s unfortunate. This dungeon was quite lucrative.” 

“If only more Mucus Lizards had shown up, it would’ve been perfect.” 

Some of the Mucus Lizard organs were prized for high-end cosmetics, making them highly sought after by the wealthy. 

The thug, Park Yong-cheol, and the leader, Hong Yong-taek, couldn’t hide their disappointment. 

“Hah, such a shame…” 

To be honest, their behavior seemed a little strange.

We had already encountered dozens of Mucus Lizards in this dungeon, and for hunters from a freelance party, this was a huge windfall. 

‘Even with equal shares, they’d easily be making millions.’ 

Just as I was wondering what was going on, I noticed some of the group exchanging meaningful glances. Then, Henry, the sniper at the rear, spoke up. 

“We’ll need a vanguard in the boss room. One of the frontliners should come with me.” 

“What’s this yankee talking about now?” 

Gwak Min-ji, annoyed, threw a question his way. 

“My skill requires distance from the group. If the boss gets close, I won’t be able to respond properly.” 

His reasoning made sense, so in the end, Hong Yong-taek decided to stay at the rear with Henry. 

Our formation was finalized: Park Yong-cheol and Gwak Min-ji would lead, I and the nail-biting man, Lee Kyung-jae, would be in the middle, and Henry and Hong Yong-taek would cover the rear. 

Creak. 

Boom.*

Just as the door to the boss room was opening, someone from the rear cast a subtle spell. 

The target was Gwak Min-ji. 

‘…Shared vision?’ 

A quick scan of the magical array revealed that it was a reconnaissance spell commonly used on familiars or summoned creatures. 

Gwak Min-ji was unaware of it. Something was definitely off. 

Then, it happened. 

Thunk.

Crash!

“Ugh! What the hell, you thug bastard! What are you doing!?” 


Park Yong-cheol suddenly shoved Gwak Min-ji, sending her tumbling helplessly into the boss room. 

Rumble. 

Leaving her behind, Park Yong-cheol activated a strength-enhancing skill and quickly slammed the door shut. 

Bang! 

The hunters had finally revealed their true colors.
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His actions were completely incomprehensible. 

Next to me, Lee Kyung-jae, who had been biting his nails anxiously, started shouting in confusion. 

“W-What are you doing—” 

Swish!

Thud! 

“Guh! Ugh…” 

Thud! 

Henry’s attack landed squarely on his neck, and Lee Kyung-jae collapsed, convulsing on the ground. 

The strike had hit his throat, a fatal blow that ended his life instantly. 

And with that, their true intentions were finally revealed. 

“Always right on target, huh? Hahaha, I almost died laughing earlier,” said Park Yong-cheol, the thug who had first clashed with Henry, now smiling smugly as he spoke to him.

The implication was simple: they had known each other all along. 

Bang! 

Bang! 

Boom!

[Y-You bastards! Open the door! Open it right now!] 

The boss room’s door couldn’t be opened from the inside, no matter how hard someone tried. 

In a panic, Gwak Min-ji was pounding on the door, her arms likely bruised from the impact.  

Boom!

[Come on, open the damn door…] 

[Kuaaargh!] 

Then, with the ominous growl of the boss monster approaching, her voice began to fade.

She must have moved away from the door, likely using her assassin skills to flee. 

Unfazed by this, even the leader, Hong Yong-taek, joined the conversation, urging Henry for information. 

“So, did you see anything? How’s it look in there?” 

“It’s a Lizard Wolf. It’s strong, even for a C2-rank.” 

“Well, looks like this’ll be tough. Let’s hope she weakens it a bit before she dies.” 

Through the scouting spell Henry had cast earlier, they were using Gwak Min-ji, trapped inside, as a one-time reconnaissance tool. Their cruelty and meticulous planning were obvious now. 

It was clear: these three were in on this from the start. And now, their malicious gazes slowly turned toward me. 

# 

Hong Yong-taek had only recently started dabbling in illegal activities.

After being blacklisted in the industry due to a falling out with former party members, he had struggled financially for about a year. 

Then, by chance, he met Park Yong-cheol and Henry, who were in a similar situation, and they formed a team of human hunters. 

‘This dungeon is a jackpot.’ 

The moment they encountered the Mucus Lizard horde near the dungeon’s entrance, he knew something was different. 

Mucus Lizards were one of the most lucrative monsters in C-rank dungeons. 

As they continued through the dungeon, encountering dozens more, Hong Yong-taek and his team silently exchanged knowing glances. 

They didn’t need to say it out loud—everyone understood the signal. 

They were going to kill the rest of the party and keep all the loot for themselves. 

‘With this much money, I could leave the country and live in luxury.’ 

In these hastily-formed parties, the death of a member was often ignored, but even then, you couldn’t pull these stunts too often without getting caught. 

But this time was different. This was a one-time opportunity to make a fortune—more than enough to retire. 

That’s why they had no hesitation in analyzing the other party members and devising situations to weed them out. 

And the conclusions they reached were clear. 

‘The biggest threat is that assassin. If we let our guard down, she could cause us a lot of trouble.’ 

She had decent stealth skills, and if they failed to kill her in one shot, she could hide in the dungeon, waiting for a chance to strike or prolong things until rescue arrived. 

That’s why they made sure to trap her in the boss room, cutting off her escape. 

‘The fire mage is troublesome too. Anyone crazy enough to join a party like this has nothing to lose. He might even blow himself up.’ 

So they manipulated the formation and had Henry quickly kill Lee Kyung-jae with a well-placed shot. 

Now, only one was left—the youngest party member and necromancer, Baek Eun-ha. 

‘This guy is no big deal.’ 

His summoned undead were strong, but he only ever summoned one at a time, which suggested he was reaching his limit. 

They had tested him earlier, putting pressure on him by questioning his contributions during the fights, but he hadn’t shown any hidden strength. 

Even when they spoke harshly to him, he couldn’t handle it, tearing up from the verbal attacks. 

He was, simply put, nothing special.

A low, menacing laugh echoed through the air. 

“Heheh… No one’s coming to save you here, so what will you do now? This is why adults always warn you—don’t go around following just anyone.” 

“Let’s not torment her too much. At least she’ll learn a valuable lesson. Maybe in the next life,” another voice chimed in mockingly. 

Amongst their cruel taunts, Henry, who had been deep in thought, suddenly spoke up. 

“Let’s capture and sell her.” 

“What?” 

“I’ve got a sales route we used before. With the right skills and items, we can transport her easily.” 

“Are you serious?” 

“There’s a big demand for people like her. Combine that with the loot we’ve gathered, and we’ll never have to worry about money again.” 

Henry’s suggestion was clear: he wanted to make one final, massive score before disbanding the group. 

The others, already considering similar ideas, had no objections.

They all nodded eagerly. 

“Pfft, lucky for you, girl! Whatever’s waiting for you after this, at least you won’t die here.” 

Crack.

Crunch. 

Park Yong-cheol cracked his enormous knuckles as he began to walk menacingly toward Baek Eun-ha.

She appeared completely frozen in fear, not even flinching as he approached.

To them, she was nothing more than prey trapped in a cage. 

But just as Park Yong-cheol was about to grab her, Baek Eun-ha spoke in a cold, chilling voice that sent a ripple of unease through the group. 

“You’ll regret this.” 

“Regret? Regret what, huh? You’re just a scared little girl! What are you gonna do about it? Didn’t you just sit there trembling, not saying a word? What’s changed now?” 

Park Yong-cheol scoffed, dismissing her words, but Hong Yong-taek, watching closely, sensed something was wrong. 

“Step back! Something’s off about her—” 

But it was too late. As Park Yong-cheol swung his fist, a sickening sound of flesh tearing filled the air, followed by a blood-curdling scream. 


Hiss! 

Rip. 

“Arghhhhhh!” 

The sight that followed was horrifying. Park Yong-cheol’s arm, which had seemed ready to crush Baek Eun-ha, was now rotting away, chunks of flesh falling off as if it had decayed in an instant. 

“Sh-Shit! My arm! My arm!” 

Baek Eun-ha, who had been calmly raising her head, spoke with a chilling composure, “A thug acting like a drama queen.” 

“You bastard!” 

In a fit of rage, Park Yong-cheol activated a skill and charged at Baek Eun-ha again. 

Whuum. 

His remaining left arm glowed with immense magical energy, and he swung his fist straight at Baek Eun-ha’s head. 

But she easily dodged it, almost too casually, before lightly touching his chest near his heart and stepping back. 

Whoom.

Thunk.

Hiss.

Rrrrip. 

“Ugh! Kkgh… Guhh!” 

That was all it took. Park Yong-cheol collapsed, clutching his heart, and died on the spot. 

Whatever had happened to his arm had now spread inside his body, finishing him off. 

A tense silence filled the dungeon.

Despite his brutish demeanor, Park Yong-cheol had been a solid C-rank hunter, and certainly not an opponent to be taken lightly.

“…She’s strong. We need to take her down fast. Avoid physical contact,” Henry said cautiously, as he loaded his weapon. 

“Agreed,” Hong Yong-taek nodded, activating his defensive skill. 

“Steel Wall!”

A bright light enveloped Hong Yong-taek, and Baek Eun-ha, with perfect timing, began her incantation.

“Undead Call.”

Fwoosh!

What materialized before them was the same red-boned skeleton they had seen earlier. It was powerful, no doubt, but one skeleton wasn’t something they couldn’t handle. 

They were just about to charge when the unbelievable happened. 

Fwoosh! 

Fwoosh! 

Fwoosh! 

It wasn’t just one skeleton. Four Skeleton Mashers appeared, their chilling red eyes locked onto Hong Yong-taek. 

And as if that wasn’t enough— 

“Undead Call.” 

Fwoosh!

[Growl…] 

[Snarl…]

Two massive, beast-like undead were summoned, flanking Baek Eun-ha protectively. 

Fwoosh! 

Thud. 

Lastly, a normal skeleton emerged, crouching down before her. Baek Eun-ha sat atop it, crossing her legs and resting her chin in her hand. 

“What are you waiting for? Aren’t you coming to kill me?”

Her cold, indifferent gaze was nothing like the person who had been trembling in fear earlier.

Instead, a dark, menacing aura surrounded her—far more terrifying than the murderers they themselves were. 

As Hong Yong-taek stood frozen, overwhelmed by the sight before him, Henry’s voice came from behind, filled with dread. 

“…Shit.”

The calm, collected demeanor Henry once had was long gone, replaced by panic and desperation. That single curse conveyed the realization that all of their plans had just crumbled. 

Baek Eun-ha, noticing their paralysis, absentmindedly glanced at her fingers and murmured, 

“Eight minutes left.”

When neither Hong Yong-taek nor Henry responded, she nonchalantly flicked one of her fingers and stood up. 

At that moment, a chorus of wails from the undead echoed throughout the dungeon.

[Screeeech!] 


[Keaaak!] 

[Hyaaah!]

The eerie cries made the two men flinch in terror.

Baek Eun-ha looked at them with a chilling smile, her voice soft but ominous.

“If you’re not coming to me, I guess I’ll just have to come to you.” 
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 Click! 

“Fatal Blow.” 

Hwooong!

“Flash Strike!”

In a last-ditch effort, Hong Yong-taek and Henry simultaneously activated their skills, clearly ready to gamble it all. 

Hong Yong-taek charged in, glowing with a bright light, while Henry’s arrow, shrouded in magic, flew toward Baek Eun-ha. 

Piiing! 

Fwhish!

It must’ve been a combination attack they had practiced beforehand, but it was far too predictable. 

With a simple nod of her chin, one of the Phantom Wolves leaped into the air, snatching the arrow mid-flight and snapping it in half. 

Thud.

Crunch! 

[Growl!] 

Crack!

“This… this can’t be happening!”

“There’s no way a corpse could move with such precision…”

Their reactions were just as predictable as their attack. 

Growing bored, Baek Eun-ha simply commanded her undead, “Bring them to me.” 

The ensuing battle wasn’t even worth calling a fight. 

It was never going to be a challenge. 

“L-let me go! You’ll regret this! If you do this, you’ll bring a curse on your descendants…!” 

Even in this dire situation, Hong Yong-taek was still rambling nonsense about superstitions. Clearly, his behavior earlier wasn’t an act. 

Waving her hand dismissively, Baek Eun-ha signaled her skeleton masher. 

Crack!

Snap! 

Crunch!

Hong Yong-taek’s leg snapped like a twig under the pressure. 

“Aaaargh!” 

“What was that about a curse?” 

“Ugh…!”

Now trembling in fear, Hong Yong-taek couldn’t muster any more words.

Baek Eun-ha glanced at the ring on her finger before turning back to the two terrified men. 

“…Six minutes left. Let’s wrap this up.”

With that, she turned and started walking toward the boss room, leaving her Phantom Wolves to finish the job. 

[Growl!] 

Crunch! 

Snap! 

Gurgle!

Within seconds, the wolves had torn into Hong Yong-taek and Henry’s throats, and the familiar notification sound echoed in her ears. 

Ding! 

【Level Up!】

“Guess that’s what it means by treating them as monsters…”

She had read online somewhere that humans, especially hunters, gave significant experience points. 

Glancing at her newly updated status window, she idly thought, 

“I’ve never really considered it before, but humans give surprisingly good experience.”

#

Rumble…

After dealing with the two men, Baek Eun-ha stepped into the boss room, and what she saw was beyond belief.

Tap. Tap. 

“Huff… Huff…!”

Surprisingly, against all odds, Gwak Min-ji was still alive. 

For the past several minutes, she had been using every skill she had to evade the boss, somehow managing to survive. 

Panting and clearly on the verge of collapse, Gwak Min-ji looked at Baek Eun-ha in disbelief. 

“H-how…?”

“I took care of them all,” Baek Eun-ha said nonchalantly. 

To be honest, from my perspective, what was happening on this side was more surprising. 

If running away reaches this level, it’s practically a talent. 

I looked at Gwak Min-ji with an indifferent expression. 

Shuaaak.

Thud.

“Huff! H-Huk!” 

Gwak Min-ji collapsed onto the ground, barely making it to my side, as if she couldn’t move any further. 

Naturally, the Lizard Wolf’s attention shifted toward me. 

The Lizard Wolf, a C2-rank boss monster, was notorious for being one of the most troublesome. 

But with just that much strength, I didn’t even need to use The Book of Death. 

“Kill it.”

[Grreeek.] 

[Growl!]

At my command, the undead I had summoned rushed toward the Lizard Wolf with a fierce aura. 

Kuwooo!

The Lizard Wolf certainly lived up to its reputation as a C2-rank boss, with exceptional physical abilities. 

As a result, one Skeleton Masher and a Phantom Wolf were destroyed in the assault. 

But that was as far as it got. 

Even if the individual strength was a little lacking, the overwhelming numbers made up for it. 

In the end, the Lizard Wolf couldn’t withstand the onslaught and collapsed under the weight of the attack. 

[…Kuwaaaak!] 

Thud!

Crack.

As soon as the boss fell, the return portal appeared. 


Gwak Min-ji, who had caught her breath, immediately tried to run toward it, but I had the Masher block her way. 

“S-spare me! I won’t say a word! I promise I won’t tell anyone, no matter what!” 

Her reaction was stronger than I expected. 

Well, considering that she had just witnessed a single party member, who barely held their own, suddenly kill off an entire team of hunters and even take down the boss, it made sense that she was terrified. 

“P-please, I’ll do anything.”

I stared at Gwak Min-ji, thinking. 

Now that I thought about it, while she hadn’t been part of Hong Yong-taek’s crew, she had also harassed me multiple times earlier. 

And as I mentioned before, I’m not the type to forget such actions. 

Suddenly, a good idea popped into my head. 

“Let’s write a contract.” 

“…What?” 

“A contract. You’ll pledge your soul.”

Hwooong.

I activated a spell and placed my hand on Gwak Min-ji’s head.

“Swear in your heart to devote both your body and mind to me.”

“…What?” 

“Or don’t. Your choice.”

“I’ll do it! I swear!”

Fwoosh.

A small mark appeared on Gwak Min-ji’s forehead, then quickly vanished.

Smirking to myself, I began forming a perfect plan in my mind. 

‘If I can get just four more like this, I could start clearing mid-level dungeons easily.’ 

I should’ve turned the other two into my subordinates instead of killing them. 

Feeling a bit regretful that I hadn’t thought of this sooner, I started nagging Gwak Min-ji. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Wh-what?” 

“Slacking off already? Go gather up all the magic stones and materials.”

“…By myself?” 

“Haven’t learned your lesson yet?”

“I’m going! I’ll go!”

Grumbling, Gwak Min-ji turned around and went to gather the materials. 

I added one last instruction. 

“Just tell them the Lizard Wolf killed the others.”

“What? Those bastards almost got me killed—”

“Do you want to be dragged around for questioning? It’s an order.”

Hwooong.

Gwak Min-ji, looking confused, nodded reluctantly. 

It must have been a strange sensation—feeling her body and mind incapable of disobeying a command due to the contract. 

After she finished gathering the loot, I gave her one final command. 

“Ah, and from now on… ugh. When I call you, you better come quickly.” 

Damn side effects. 

I could feel the ring’s effects wearing off as I backed away and pointed at the portal with one hand. 

“…Go on ahead. Stay ten meters away.” 

Gwak Min-ji entered the portal, her expression twisted with a mixture of emotions. 

#

Gwak Min-ji was in despair. 

She had survived the crisis thanks to sheer luck, but in exchange, she had become a slave bound by a mysterious curse, with her soul as collateral. 

‘This psycho is insane.’ 

As much as she despised Hong Yong-taek and his crew, Gwak Min-ji now realized that the truly dangerous one was Baek Eun-ha. 

Despite having the strength to kill three hunters of the same rank by herself, she had hidden her power and deceived everyone in the dungeon. 

Gwak Min-ji had no idea what Baek Eun-ha’s true purpose was. 

All she knew was that it couldn’t be good. 

‘I don’t know what it is, but she’s definitely not sane.’

Though she wanted to find a way out, it was impossible while under the curse. 

Fearing what lay ahead, Gwak Min-ji spent the next three days continuing her daily life in her small apartment, all the while feeling like her life was no longer her own. 

Then, on the third day, a message finally arrived from Baek Eun-ha. 

Ding!

[Basic Dungeon Strategy Guide.txt] 

[Read all of this, and from today, log in every day to finish your tasks.]

‘…What?’

The content was far from what Gwak Min-ji had imagined. 

She closely examined it, wondering if it was some kind of metaphor or code, but found nothing unusual. 

Baek Eun-ha’s first command to Gwak Min-ji was to level up a mobile game account. 

Ding.

[By the way, it’s an order.]

‘What is going on?’

Despite her confusion, Gwak Min-ji followed the instruction, reading the strategy guide and leveling up the account. 

She didn’t understand why, but thanks to the command, her body moved on its own. 

Tick. 

Tick.

Tick.

[CLEAR!] 

Days passed like this, with Gwak Min-ji aimlessly repeating the same tasks over and over. 

Then, suddenly, a new message arrived. 

Ding.

[ETube: A Deep Dive into the Desert Lord’s Patterns] 

[Practice and run the raid on the set days. After you clear it, organize the rewards and report back.] 

And so, Gwak Min-ji obediently watched videos to learn the patterns. She logged in on the designated days to complete the raids. 

The only thought that ran through her mind throughout the process was:

‘…Is she insane?’ 

In the dungeon, Baek Eun-ha had been a psychopath who could kill people without hesitation. 

But now, what was this? 

The absurd command to level up a game account was one thing, but what really creeped her out was how Baek Eun-ha meticulously provided strategies and guidance with each command. 

It was unsettling to the point that Gwak Min-ji felt a chill run down her spine. 

‘What’s her deal?’ 

Given that Baek Eun-ha had an official status as a hunter, there might be some information available about her. 

Although Gwak Min-ji typically wasn’t interested in hunter-related communities, she couldn’t ignore her curiosity any longer.

She began a desperate search for information on Baek Eun-ha. 

To her surprise, the clues were easy to find.

【Apparently, she really does have a phobia of people. We were in the same government-supported program, but she barely spoke and kept to herself during dungeon runs.】 

┗【No way, for real?】

┗【Yeah, if she’s around too many people, she apparently gets nauseous.】 

【One time, we took a group bus for a dungeon run, and she brought her blanket from the dorms and used it to take up two seats, hiding inside the whole time.】 

┗【Was anyone there to see this?】 

┗【No joke, it was adorable.】 

【If it’s that bad, how does she even handle dungeon runs?】 

┗【Oh, her skills make up for it. She just stays in the back and sends her undead to the front, doing more than enough to count for two people.】 

┗【Apparently, she has an A-rank stabilization ring for mental health. She acts normal for a bit when she uses it.】 

┗【Huh? Never heard of that.】 

┗【I was in the same party.】 

┗【Are you serious?】

‘A survivor of a conditional dungeon? And the disciple of Song Ha-yeon?’ 

After searching for a while, Gwak Min-ji finally began to understand the truth. 

‘Now that I think about it, she was wearing a fancy ring…’ 


If Baek Eun-ha was indeed the same person, most of the puzzling behavior made sense. 

As a highly promising talent, it was no wonder she could handle the likes of Hong Yong-taek and his crew. 

‘But why the hell am I stuck doing this?’ 

Turning someone into a game-leveling slave using sorcery? That was definitely not something a normal person would do. 

The more Gwak Min-ji learned, the more confused she became. Eventually, she gave up trying to make sense of it.
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After that, I occasionally ran small dungeons with Song Ha-yeon. 

Even though I now had a servant named Gwak Min-ji, having just one more person didn’t make a big difference. At best, she was only useful for leveling up game accounts. 

‘If only I had three more people…’ 

With that, I could get permission to tackle medium-sized dungeons. 

The more I thought about it, the more I regretted killing Hong Yong-taek and his group. 

‘Three more, just three more.’ 

As I thought about it, certain people came to mind. 

They were Kim Seung-min, Han So-eun, and Choi Eun-sol, who were part of my team during the government-funded training. 

Since I had already invited them to my house once, I had all of their contact information. 

If I added all of them, I’d finally have the six-person party I needed. 

‘But still… isn’t that a bit much…?’ 

It wasn’t difficult to deal with someone like Kim Seung-min, a gaming friend, or Gwak Min-ji, whom I could easily boss around. But I wasn’t quite sure how to approach the other two yet. 

So, for now, I decided to put that thought on hold. 

Just then, a message from Song Ha-yeon arrived. 

Ding. 

[Master.] 

[Haven’t we run about 30 small dungeons by now?] 

[Yeah.] 

That seemed about right. I tilted my head in confusion, wondering what she was getting at, and waited for her reply. 

[Then, could you finally do me a favor?] 

[A favor?] 

I frowned slightly in annoyance. It’s a strange time, isn’t it? How could a disciple dare to ask a favor from their master? 

But to be fair, Song Ha-yeon had been taking care of a lot of things for me lately. 

Given that I’d already decided to treat her better after the temporary party incident, I decided to be lenient and show my agreement. 

[What is it?] 

[Well, you know how we’ve both been getting a lot of attention lately, right? So…] 

Something about this felt ominous. 

Sure enough, Song Ha-yeon made a request I could never have anticipated. 

[Could you be a guest on my broadcast just once?] 

I rejected the idea without even considering it. 

Ding. 

[Aw, why not? You can do it just once, right? After all, they’re just people on a screen, so what’s the harm?] 

I shook my head at her ridiculously outgoing mindset. Then I asked her a question, full of skepticism. 

[What am I supposed to do there?] 

[You could play games. You’ve got a high rank, after all.] 

The more I thought about it, the less unreasonable it seemed, but I could just as easily play games at home. 

Then, Song Ha-yeon hit me with a trump card. 

[So you’re okay with everyone continuing to think of me as your master?] 

That hit me where it hurt. It was something that had been bothering me for a while now. 

Sensing my hesitation, Song Ha-yeon doubled down on her persuasion. 

[You could clear up the whole master-disciple thing, win over the public, and do some damage control.

Do you even know how much talk there is about you online? People would be thrilled to see you, even just for a moment.] 

[…Really?] 

I’d seen my name pop up in conversations a few times, but it was mostly in gaming communities, so I wasn’t aware of much else. 

Based on my experience, simple communication through chat shouldn’t be a problem. When I played games before, I used chat without feeling any side effects. 

If the public was really interested in me, it wouldn’t hurt to make a brief appearance. 

Ding. 

[I won’t do it for long.] 

[Got it. Thanks so much!] 

After agreeing to her request, a question suddenly crossed my mind, so I asked Song Ha-yeon. 

[But why are you suddenly making a fuss when you usually don’t care?] 

[Oh, well… Last time, I made a bet with the viewers while drinking, but I lost. The condition for losing was…] 

“…..”

It was a pathetically trivial reason, just as I expected. 

# 

Song Ha-yeon had recently become one of the hottest creators in the internet broadcasting industry. 

She had a stunning appearance, and most importantly, her broadcasts were highly entertaining. 

On top of that, she was a B-rank Hunter, with a bright future ahead of her, according to many. In fact, it would be strange if she wasn’t popular at this level. 

【I think all I watch lately is Song Ha-yeon’s streams.】 

【After watching her, I can’t stand similar content creators anymore.】 

【Feels like just yesterday she was doing tricks with an apple on her head…】 

The videos from those days still circulate online and are talked about everywhere. 

Though Song Ha-yeon was already popular, her name was mentioned even more frequently in related communities recently. 

The reason? The person rumored to be her mentor, Baek Eun-ha. 

【Isn’t it your responsibility as her mentor to bring her out already?】

【If it’s not that, then this is just negligence of duty.】 

【Song Ha-yeon, what are you even doing? Come on, where’s Baek Eun-ha?】 

Amid this buzz, a particular piece of news began circulating in communities. 

【Breaking news: Song Ha-yeon lost a fighting game bet while drinking and bet on a joint broadcast with Baek Eun-ha.】 

ᄂ Is that real? 

ᄂ She said she doesn’t know if it’ll happen, but she’ll try. 

This was like a starting gun. 

Various sites exploded with activity after hearing this news. 

It was a potential opportunity to finally confirm the mysterious Baek Eun-ha, whose existence had only been whispered about. People weren’t going to sit idly by. 

【Holding my breath until the Necromancer duo appears.】

【Song Ha-yeon’s lost her touch. I’m dying from waiting. Gosh.】 

【We want to see the silver-haired, red-eyed, mysterious Hunter. Why do only you get to see her?】 

For several days, the complaints never ceased. Finally, Song Ha-yeon’s broadcast went live after a long silence. 

【She’s here!】 


【If Baek Eun-ha isn’t on, there’s going to be a riot.】 

【Really lol】 

The first thing the viewers saw was a massive skeleton taking up most of the screen and Song Ha-yeon’s studio in complete disarray. 

[You can’t just summon that thing out of nowhere! It’s a wooden floor!] 

[S-Sorry. I got nervous when the stream started…] 

And there was Baek Eun-ha, the rumored Hunter, getting scolded by Song Ha-yeon. 

# 

In the midst of the half-cleaned studio, I awkwardly scratched my head. 

Song Ha-yeon threw me a disgruntled look and officially kicked off the broadcast. 

“Sorry about that. A bit of a chaotic start, huh?” 

As expected from a streamer, Song Ha-yeon skillfully carried on with her hosting, introducing me, who was sitting behind the Skeletal Masher. 

“So, this is the person you’ve all been waiting for. She’s pretty shy, so please excuse the skeleton in front of her.” 

I didn’t like how she played off my shyness, but for some reason, I couldn’t say anything in this tense situation. 

It wasn’t because of any side effects. I was just having trouble adjusting to the atmosphere. 

‘…This is way more uncomfortable than I thought.’ 

But I had commanded armies of tens of thousands of undead in my past without losing my composure as a lord. I couldn’t let a situation like this throw me off. 

“…H-Hello.” 

Without realizing it, I ended up speaking formally, and I quickly glanced at the flood of chat messages. 

– What’s up with that voice? 

– Whoa, she really has silver hair. 

– Get rid of the skeleton! Get rid of the skeleton! Get rid of the skeleton! 

[Managing the stream must be tough for you with this underwhelming host.] 

“What do you mean, managing? I always take good care of everything!” 

Amid the flood of silly comments, there was one particular question that caught my attention. 

[Is it true that Song Ha-yeon is your disciple? Aren’t you ashamed to show her off?] 

Finally, the moment had arrived. I swallowed nervously and declared confidently. 

“Uh, she’s the disciple, and I’m the mentor.” 

But there was an odd lack of response.

A few comments said it sounded like I was joking, and it seemed like they thought my nervousness made it come across as a joke. 

“When did you become her mentor? Was it before she ranked up to C-rank?”

“I just can’t imagine a brainless skeleton summoner like you being her mentor.”

In response, I snatched the mouse from Song Ha-yeon’s hand and muted the entire chat. Then, I walked up to the camera and stared directly into it before saying once more:

“…I am the mentor.”

When I unmuted the chat, a flood of question marks started pouring in.

#

Contrary to Song Ha-yeon’s concerns that Baek Eun-ha might struggle with interacting with the viewers, she surprisingly adapted to the stream quite quickly.

In fact, she seemed to adapt so well that it became a bit of an issue.

“What’s that? The difficulty of the conditional dungeon? It wasn’t that hard.”

-Real-time crying from low-rank Hunters.

“I mean, if you can’t clear an easy dungeon, you really should reflect on your abilities.”

-Her confidence is off the charts. 

-Is this Korea’s rising star?

Though Baek Eun-ha had previously struggled with phone conversations, for some reason, she was interacting with the viewers quite comfortably through the stream.

‘Maybe it’s because it’s not an actual conversation?’

If you think about it, without the chat, it’s like talking to a wall, just rambling alone. 

Maybe that’s why Baek Eun-ha seemed to be having a blast, chatting away for a full 30 minutes without a break.

“So, you’re 27? Then I’m older.”

-Wait, what’s this weird new persona? 

-I didn’t expect her to be like this, lol.

At this point, she was completely ignoring Song Ha-yeon, chatting exclusively with the viewers. 

Song Ha-yeon cautiously spoke up. 

“Master? Shouldn’t we start playing the game soon instead of chatting so much…”

“Hey! How dare you interrupt when a wise elder is speaking?”

-Wow, even the way of the martial arts world has fallen to ruin.

With the viewers supporting her in the chat, Baek Eun-ha grinned and responded to Song Ha-yeon. 

“See? They agree with me.” 

Then, turning back to the monitor, she casually continued the conversation.

“Yeah, back in my day, if you opened your mouth without permission, that was it. Gone. These days, kids just have too many complaints…” 

The smug look on her face made Song Ha-yeon’s fists clench tightly. 

‘Ugh, she’s getting carried away because they’re praising her…’


Song Ha-yeon had once been a victim of such banter herself when she was younger and had built up a bit of karma. 

And then, just as expected, Baek Eun-ha dropped a bombshell that left her frozen in shock.

“Jackson? Who’s that? Sounds lame. If we fought, of course I’d win.”

Jackson, the next top hopeful from the U.S. and a current A-rank Hunter, renowned as the “Tireless Gladiator,” had just been openly challenged by Baek Eun-ha.
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Baek Eun-ha and Song Ha-yeon’s joint broadcast ended with a huge impact, causing a massive reaction from the audience.

Since this was the first time the reclusive rising star had appeared in public, the attention it garnered was especially significant.

[Today’s Cry for Validation, Master Edition.jpg]

-They “proved” their relationship by competing to debone chicken stew together. 

┗But honestly, I was impressed by how good they were at it. 

ᄂI kinda want to take one home.

┗The concept may be silly, but if you look seriously, her control is pretty impressive, right? 

[Want to see her again? Upvote!]

Honestly, I don’t care if she’s a rising star or not. She’s just adorable.

┗The guys drooling over her because she’s a “beautiful girl hunter” switched lanes in one second.  

ᄂEven though she was a bit disheveled, her looks were incredible. I’m only following Baek Eun-ha from now on. 

【So is she really her mentor, or was it a joke?】

┗She said she was, but who knows. 

┗At this point, even if she isn’t, they should make her one for real.

【Wasn’t she supposed to be antisocial? She seems fine talking and interacting in the video.】

ᄂPeople like that can’t speak at all in real life.

ᄂShe was smiling and doing everything they asked for as soon as they praised her. She’s definitely legit.

┗Didn’t she break Song Ha-yeon’s floor yesterday because she was so nervous? It was the first time I saw her get really angry.

Overall, the community’s reaction was positive.

The fact that most rising stars usually have a serious and competent image made Baek Eun-ha’s more relaxed and quirky persona feel refreshing.

However, not all the attention was favorable. Some of her comments were causing quite a stir.

【Korea’s Rising Star, Baek Eun-ha, Takes a Jab at Jackson on a Livestream?】 

【Analyst Lee Hoon: “Is it confidence or arrogance? Even as a joke, it’s an extremely careless statement.”】 

【C-rank Hunter challenges an A-rank Hunter—backlash from international audiences ensues.】

Journalists, always on the lookout for sensational stories, weren’t about to miss this one.

Baek Eun-ha’s offhand comment spread quickly, making headlines and sparking debates in various countries.

[That’s gonna come back to bite her. Who asked that question, anyway?] 

【I liked her boldness! Tired of people constantly tiptoeing around foreign opinions.】 

【Jackson has had his own share of controversies due to his broadcast statements.】

The question about Jackson came up due to the hunter’s past actions.

Known as the “Tireless Gladiator,” Jackson often made disparaging remarks about necromancer hunters on his own streams.

“I’m personally not fond of them. The idea of raising corpses, even those of fallen comrades, as minions? It’s too grim and unsightly.”

That comment drew attention, leading someone to bring it up during Song Ha-yeon’s broadcast, and Baek Eun-ha responded by dismissing Jackson entirely.

What started as a passing remark soon escalated into a more serious issue.

Shortly after the controversy spread, Song Ha-yeon and Baek Eun-ha received an urgent call, summoning them to meet with a certain someone—Baek Seo-ha.

#

“Oppa, how could you say something like that in public? And about someone famous, no less.”

“Well, I didn’t mean much by it…”

“And you, Song Ha-yeon, you’re not off the hook either. You’ve been streaming long enough to know better. You should’ve stopped him when things got heated.”

“I’m sorry…”

Currently, Korea’s hunter society is very conscious of the opinions of stronger nations like the United States. Politically, such issues weren’t something anyone wanted to deal with.

As Seo-ha continued lecturing them about the responsibilities of public figures, she paused, deep in thought, and then spoke again.

“Okay, this stays between us, but that guy, Jackson? He doesn’t have the best reputation.”

“What? Is he some kind of criminal or something?”

“Pretty close.”

Both Song Ha-yeon and I exchanged confused looks. We only knew Jackson as a rising star being heavily promoted in the U.S.

“I heard this through the grapevine, so it’s not confirmed, but there’s talk that he was a big shot in some shady underground organization. He supposedly has strong connections with people in high places.”

“Seriously? He doesn’t look like that at all.”

Nodding in agreement, Seo-ha added with a concerned expression:

“…And from what I’ve heard, he holds grudges. A lot.”

That seemed like a strange statement, so we pressed her for more details.

Seo-ha hesitated, as if wondering whether she should say it, but finally explained.

“Since his rookie days, anyone who crossed him, even in the smallest way, didn’t get off lightly.”

“Wait, does that mean he might come after us too?”

“I think that part might be exaggerated, but who knows? The source of this information is pretty reliable. And for some reason…”

“He seems to have an irrational dislike for necromancer-type hunters,” Seo-ha added, her tone filled with unease.

Song Ha-yeon hesitated before suggesting, “Should we issue an apology?”

“I think that might be the best option.”

Honestly, it wasn’t something that warranted such drastic measures, but if it could prevent unnecessary conflict, there was no reason not to do it.

However, I expressed my disapproval with a dissatisfied look.

“No.”

“Why not? There’s an old saying—sometimes it’s better to avoid trouble. What if he’s really a psycho who would come after you just for crossing paths?”

Despite Song Ha-yeon’s efforts to convince me, I stood firm. This time, I was serious.

“Am I supposed to stay quiet when some pretty boy disrespects me?”

“When did Jackson ever disrespect you?”

“He called necromancers worthless trash.”

Song Ha-yeon tilted her head, puzzled by my anger. I sighed and glared at her.

“He has no class…”

“Wait, what now?”

“Ugh, just… step back a bit. I’m feeling nauseous.”

Leaving Song Ha-yeon grumbling behind me, Seo-ha also chimed in, siding with her.

“This situation could put you at risk. There’s no need to take on unnecessary dangers.”

“…I’m not at risk. I’m not afraid of someone like him.”

Seo-ha looked at me with concern, her silence heavy. I felt it was finally time to bring up the topic I had been avoiding.

“By now, you’ve probably realized it. I wasn’t lying about any of this.”

By now, all the evidence pointed to the truth of what I had claimed.

Being family and spending so much time together, it was clear that Seo-ha had come to believe in my true identity.

I could tell just by reading her expression.

“So, everything you told me back then… it’s all true?”


“It is.”

Seo-ha pondered for a while before nodding and apologizing.

“Alright, I believe you. Sorry for doubting you all this time.”

Then she quickly followed up with a question.

“But even so, aren’t you still without your full power right now? Jackson is A-rank, after all.”

“Ugh. It’s… it’s fine.”

Besides, Jackson wouldn’t be foolish enough to personally go after someone over something this trivial.

While we were discussing the issue, Song Ha-yeon cautiously held up her phone and said, “Uh, I think you should take a look at this.”

She then played a video clip of Jackson’s recent appearance on a broadcast, showing a conversation from earlier today.

[It doesn’t really bother me. C-rank? They’re still at a stage where they don’t know much. Talented individuals at that rank are often filled with arrogance. Sooner or later, though, they’ll realize the harsh reality.]

It was clear that he was referring to me. The clip continued, with the host asking another question, and Jackson responded once again.

[Thank you for your answer. There’s been quite a buzz about a new rising star in Korea who also happens to be a necromancer. Has your opinion on the matter changed at all?]

[As always, I believe a true warrior should face battle with their own body. I don’t feel any sense of noble resolve in the way necromancers fight.

If you’ve ever seen me in action, you know what I mean. If our little lady wants to be a great hunter, she’d better not neglect her physical training.]

After watching the video, both Seo-ha and Song Ha-yeon turned to me, gauging my reaction.

“Well, at least it seems like he’s not too concerned about it,” Song Ha-yeon offered cautiously.

“With that kind of response, it looks like there won’t be any further issues,” Seo-ha agreed.

I was still annoyed, but with Jackson handling it that way, there wasn’t much else I could do. The incident, which had escalated during the broadcast, seemed like it was coming to a close.

At least, that’s what I thought—until something unexpected disrupted my life the very next day.

#

At first, it seemed like just a minor inconvenience.

For some reason, my usual payment method stopped working, and I had to go through the hassle of contacting customer service to get the issue resolved.

[“We apologize. It appears there was a minor system error. We’ve now resolved it, and you should be able to use your account normally. Thank you for your patience.”]

“Ah, uh, thank you…”

Thinking my luck was off from the start of the day, I returned to what I was doing. Then, out of nowhere, I received a text message from an unknown number.

Ding.

[The FSM Church welcomes you. Though you have sinned with lies and evil words, He will forgive all your wrongdoings and sins…]

“What the…?”

Click.

I immediately added the number to my block list and set my phone aside, thinking it was just a one-off. But that was only the beginning.

[Subscribe to our new-generation digital newspaper, designed for kids’ educational development…]

[…]

[Та Хусмандигийн талбайн түүхийг мэдэх үү? Тэнд, хойд насны сайн муу бүхнийг
tooyonryuraap……………]

For the next few hours, strange messages kept flooding my phone at irregular intervals—sometimes every few minutes, sometimes hours apart.

Normally, I’d get the occasional spam message, but this was something else entirely, and my frustration grew.

Just then, a message from Song Ha-yeon arrived.

[Agh, seriously. I’m getting spammed with messages today too. Is this happening globally or something?]

[Photo]

That was when I started to get a bad feeling. What were the chances that we’d both experience this at the same time?

The suspicion in my mind gradually grew into certainty as the day wore on.

【Famous streamer Song Ha-yeon exposed as a notorious manipulator?】

【Anonymous source B shares shocking inside details…】

【Former classmate C claims she had a bad reputation even back in middle school.】

Ding.

[Wait, I was the class president and known for being super nice back then!]

Out of nowhere, fake articles began to surface, and Song Ha-yeon spent the entire day venting her frustrations to me.

‘…No way.’

By this point, I couldn’t help but wonder if it was really happening.

There was only one person I’d recently had a conflict with—one person who could be behind this.

And that person, Jackson, posted a cryptic message on his social media account later that night, disguised as a wise quote.

[“You want to know a habit I recommend? I always take a moment to reflect before speaking because you never know how your words might come back to you.”]

It was obvious to anyone paying attention who this message was aimed at.

That petty bastard!

I was furious, unable to contain the rage building inside me.

If I didn’t deal with this cowardly piece of trash right now, I felt like I might explode.

Ding.

[Wait, seriously? This guy’s an A-rank hunter and a wealthy hotshot, and he’s pulling this crap?]

Even Song Ha-yeon, after piecing everything together, was incredulous.

And then, the situation finally reached a point of no return.

【Account Suspension】

-Your account has been permanently suspended under internal regulations. For further information, please contact customer service through our 1:1 inquiry system. Thank you.

I stared at the message, frozen in place, unable to process what had just happened.


My hands began to tremble uncontrollably, and I could feel the muscles around my mouth twitching.

The only thought running through my mind at that moment was crystal clear.

“I’ll kill him.”

I didn’t care if he was from a powerful nation or an A-rank prodigy.

As I sat before the cold, lifeless account screen, I swore to drag Jackson down into the depths of hell.
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Despite reaching out to customer service, the response I received was no different from before. The message explained that my account had been flagged for cheating during gameplay.

“That bastard…”

Honestly, I could have tolerated most of the other things with the magnanimity of a ruler.

But this? This was unacceptable.

He had clearly crossed the line.

‘My score was climbing so well, too…’

Bang! Bang! Bang!

I pounded the mattress repeatedly, swallowing my frustration as I resolved to get revenge.

Ding.

[Where does that bastard live?]

[Huh?]

[That Jackson guy, or whatever his name is.]

[Where would he live? Obviously in the U.S. I read that he owns several homes.]

Her words made me stop and think.

Get a passport, fly to the U.S., track down Jackson’s likely locations, and then confront him?

‘That doesn’t sound feasible at all.’

It was like trying to find a needle in a haystack. Not only was it unrealistic, but given my current state, even getting on a plane would be a grueling experience.

Ding.

[Doesn’t he ever travel abroad for events?]

[He visited Japan recently, but it’s not a regular thing. Why? Are you seriously thinking of going after him?]

[Yeah.]

Not long after, Song Ha-yeon called.

Ring.

[Wait, are you serious?]

“Ugh, I told you not to call…”

[Why don’t you just let it go? It sucks, sure, but it’s not like it’s a major threat or anything.]

Her words made me tremble in rage as I yelled back, filled with indignation.

“He got my account banned…”

[Huh?]

“He got my gaming account suspended!”

[Oh.]

Only then did Song Ha-yeon realize the gravity of the situation.

She knew better than anyone that, of all the things in my life, gaming was one of the few things I took seriously.

After some hesitation, she spoke again.

[Well, in that case, should I try to help? I do know a lot of people in the industry. If I talk to them, I could probably get the ban lifted.]

It was a realistic suggestion, but completely missing the point.

I replied with all the sincerity I could muster.

“Fixing the account is a given.”

[What?]

“If someone cuts off your arm, just reattaching it doesn’t make everything okay.”

[…]

Jackson had committed an unforgivable crime. He had crossed into a territory that he never should have touched. The only way for him to atone for it was through death.

“I’m going to find him and turn him into an undead.”

[…Are you sure about that?]

Song Ha-yeon, though shocked, could tell I was dead serious.

Ding.

After ending the call, I spent some time thinking before picking up my phone again to make another call.

This time, I reached out to someone who had some influence in that part of the world—my second disciple.

#

After meeting Baek Eun-ha, Helena had withdrawn from the public eye for a while, devoting herself to necromancy research.

‘…Incredible.’

Though her apprenticeship had been a chance encounter, in hindsight, it had been a stroke of luck.

‘Has she already mastered all of this?’

Whenever Helena encountered a complex or advanced issue in her studies, Baek Eun-ha would give her answers without a moment’s hesitation.

The knowledge she shared was so valuable that Helena sometimes wondered if she deserved to receive it.

‘She must have been at the pinnacle of necromancy before losing her powers.’

As Helena studied and absorbed the knowledge that Baek Eun-ha had passed on, her skills improved dramatically.

By now, she felt confident enough to stand on equal footing with the top-ranked individuals, those known to be in a league of their own.

Helena had come to sincerely regard Baek Eun-ha as her true master.

Then one day, Baek Eun-ha called her.

From what she could gather, some kind of conflict had arisen between Baek Eun-ha and an A-rank hunter named Jackson, a well-known figure in the U.S.

“Jackson?”

Helena was a little surprised. Jackson had recently caught her attention for other reasons, and she had been keeping an eye on him.

However, due to various underlying complications, Helena had refrained from taking immediate action against Jackson.

One of the primary reasons was the guild he was associated with—the influential Wheel of Fortune.

Jackson belonged to one of the top-ranking guilds in the United States, Wheel of Fortune, whose reputation was so powerful that it ranked among the most elite guilds worldwide.

As the guild’s prized up-and-coming talent, no one dared to recklessly provoke him.

Upon hearing this, Baek Eun-ha let out a frustrated sigh.

“Ugh, is it really that bad?”

“If you’re willing to go all-out, he’s not untouchable.”

“…I’m not planning to go that far, but…”

Even from afar, Eun-ha’s frustration was palpable.

‘It’s not surprising…’

If she had her original power, Eun-ha could have easily crushed any large guild or opponent. For someone once at the pinnacle of strength, it must have been unbearable to be unable to deal with just one A-rank hunter now.

As Helena thought this over, an idea suddenly came to her.

“In that case, how about I lure Jackson to Korea? If you’d like, I can even set up a scenario where you can fight him.”

“Is that possible?”

“It’s not impossible. I happen to have some bait that might work. But if you go after him, you might get involved in some pretty troublesome matters. Are you okay with that?”

“Troublesome matters?”


“Let’s just say Jackson has quite a lot of friends—both inside and outside his guild.”

It was a cryptic remark, but Baek Eun-ha accepted the proposal without hesitation, saying that once Jackson was in Korea, she would handle the rest.

Finding Eun-ha’s straightforward determination somewhat endearing, Helena smiled softly.

‘It’s hard to believe she was once the ruler of a dimension. Did losing her power change her personality as well?’

Regardless, for Helena, this was an opportunity. It was a chance to rid herself of a long-standing annoyance.

Although there was a significant rank gap between them, Helena wasn’t too concerned.

Eun-ha had been steadily leveling up, and if she didn’t think she could win, she wouldn’t have made such a request.

Helena scanned her contacts and issued an order to one of her associates.

“Start the deal we discussed earlier. The location will be Korea. Make sure the information gets leaked subtly.”

“Is the target Jackson?”

“We’ve let him run wild long enough. It’s time to send a warning.”

This wasn’t just about Jackson or Wheel of Fortune; there was a larger, more dangerous force backing him.

Helena planned to use this opportunity to poke at their hidden power.

‘This will be interesting.’

She wondered how this foolish man, who had picked the wrong opponent, would meet his end—and what ripple effects it might have on the future.

With an enigmatic smile, Helena set her plan into motion.

#

Ding.

“So, Jackson’s coming to Korea in about two weeks?”

“Yeah.”

“How do you even know that?”

“Helena told me.”

Since I hadn’t explained Helena’s connection to me yet, I decided to take the chance and reveal everything to Song Ha-yeon.

“Wait, hold on a second.”

Song Ha-yeon immediately rushed over to see me, and I frowned as I let her in.

Click.

Slam.

“You’re telling me that you’re close to the Helena? The one I met not too long ago?”

Now that she mentioned it, Helena had mentioned something like that before. I realized Song Ha-yeon must have misunderstood, so I corrected her.

“She’s not a friend; she’s my disciple.”

“What? You were Helena’s disciple?”

“No… she’s my disciple.”

Song Ha-yeon, caught in a moment of cognitive dissonance, looked around in confusion. Then, with a puzzled expression, she started scolding me.

“Master, you can’t just go around making jokes like that! Even if you were joking with me, Helena is an S-rank hunter! Do you even realize how incredible she is? You’re going to get yourself in trouble.”

I grabbed a nearby cushion and tossed it at her.

Thud!

“Ouch! Why’d you do that?”

“You deserve it.”

I then activated the calming spell on my ring and called Helena.

Beep.

“What’s the matter?”

I switched the phone to speaker, and Helena’s voice filled the room.

Song Ha-yeon’s eyes widened in shock as she covered her mouth with her hands.

“It’s really her…”

Ignoring her reaction, I spoke to Helena.

“I’m going to need to put things in order. You’re my second disciple, so from now on, show proper respect to Song Ha-yeon.”

“Song Ha-yeon? Alright, I’ll make sure to do that.”

“W-wait, what?”

“I’ll leave you two to talk. Have a nice chat.”


With that, I handed the phone to a panicking Song Ha-yeon and calmly walked back to my room, ignoring her desperate pleas for help.

Creaaak.

Slam.

“N-no, I didn’t mean it like that! No, no, please don’t speak so formally!”

This was the price for daring to disrespect her rightful master.
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Though it was a bit of a blow to my pride, with Helena’s help, I succeeded in luring Jackson to Korea. However, the real challenge still lay ahead.

‘From the footage, A-rank hunters do seem pretty strong…’

A-rank hunters and above are often referred to as true national assets.

If lower-ranked hunters are considered exceptional combat assets, A-rank hunters are in the realm of superhumans—capable of destroying mountains and splitting seas.

‘His stats are solid, and his skills aren’t bad either.’

From what I had seen in some of the videos, a few of those A-rank hunters seemed strong enough to potentially defeat Hans or Jack, which said a lot.

Of course, a large part of that was due to my own current limitations, but strong was strong, regardless.

‘It’s definitely not going to be easy.’

In my prime, they wouldn’t have been more than insects to me, but that wasn’t the case anymore.

Plus, A-rank hunters seemed to have quite a wide range of individual power.

Honestly, I wasn’t completely confident I could take Jackson down with my current abilities.

‘I need to gather more power.’

That’s why I called Song Ha-yeon and pushed through as many dungeon runs as we could in the two weeks before Jackson’s arrival.

“If you’re going to keep doing this, can you go with that Gwak Min-ji girl from tomorrow? I’m exhausted.”

“…She needs to grind in the game.”

Song Ha-yeon complained about being dragged into constant dungeon runs, but I was firm.

In the end, I managed to grind my way up to level 28.

‘Feels a bit underwhelming…’

I would’ve preferred to hit level 30, but small dungeons weren’t cutting it anymore in terms of growth. So, I had to make do and head to the showdown as planned.

‘That petty bastard…’

It was time for Jackson to pay for his sins.

#

The plan was simple: track down Jackson when he came to Korea for some item he was after, and eliminate him.

According to Helena, Jackson was going to act secretly, without notifying his guild or anyone else, which meant his disappearance wouldn’t raise any alarms.

If someone’s doing shady business, they should be prepared to die and be forgotten, right?

‘The item will be with Helena’s underling, and Jackson’s coming to steal it.’

When I shared this plan, Song Ha-yeon looked at me with disbelief, trying to dissuade me.

“You’re really going to fight him? Over a game? This is basically a real-life PvP.”

“I told you, I’m going to tear him apart. From what I’ve heard, he deserves it.”

“I get that you’re angry, but he’s an A-rank hunter! Remember that guy, Johann or whatever? He hadn’t even passed his rank-up exam yet. You haven’t really changed much since then, have you?”

Technically, she was right. While my growth was faster than most, I had barely gained 10 levels since then.

“If you’re going to keep nagging, why don’t you come along?”

“Of course I’m coming. If anything happens to you, Seo-ha would probably break me in half.”

So, Song Ha-yeon and I spent hours driving to Yeongdeok. We arrived at an isolated, desolate mountain area—no people or cars in sight.

As we waited near the location Helena had tipped us off about, Song Ha-yeon began to feel uneasy.

“Okay, let’s say you really do fight him. What’s the plan afterward? You going to dump him in the ocean like some gangster?”

She looked confused, clearly not understanding why she was here.

“I’ll turn him into an undead servant. He’s entering the country illegally, so no one will know.”

“…Are you sure this won’t blow up in our faces? No headlines tomorrow morning or anything?”

“Helena guaranteed it. And besides, we have a reason.”

“You mean because he banned your game account?”

“…That too. But he’s here to illegally steal something.

You think he’s just going to take the item and leave? He’ll probably try to kill any witnesses. We’re doing a public service.”

Song Ha-yeon mulled it over before reluctantly accepting the situation.

“Just make sure you don’t mess up. You saw how petty he is, right? If we let him go, we’ll end up blacklisted for sure.”

I was half-expecting her to lecture me about not killing people, but instead, she seemed more concerned about the political fallout. I looked at her curiously.

“What? He’s a known criminal, right? He’s probably killed plenty of people. If he dies, that’s on him.”

As expected, Song Ha-yeon had the mindset of someone worthy of the Necromancer title. Satisfied, I nodded and continued to wait.

Not long after, we heard footsteps approaching.

Rustle.

Thud.

Thud.

A group of people appeared from one direction, while a different group emerged from another, beginning a discreet transaction. The ones in black were clearly Helena’s associates.

As they pulled out a box that likely contained the goods, I finally spotted my target.

‘There he is.’

The scout bugs I’d placed earlier sent a signal from the trees on the opposite side. Sure enough, something started flying towards the transaction area with a sharp sound.

Whoosh!

Clang!

“Who’s this?”

Thud.

Though I had anticipated it, the attackers on the transaction side seemed to have skilled hunters on their team, and my attack had failed.

A man, with golden hair and blue eyes, leisurely stepped out from behind the trees. It was Jackson.

“As expected, there’s a hunter in the mix. How tiresome.”

“…You…!”

The hunters involved in the transaction stared at Jackson in shock. It was only natural, given his fame.

“The prodigy of Wheel of Fortune? Why is he here?”

“Are you after the Black Lotus?”

“This has nothing to do with Wheel of Fortune. It’s personal.”

The hunters were visibly tense, likely because an A-rank hunter revealing himself in this manner suggested he intended to leave no survivors.

Their apprehension was justified.

This was my chance. I nudged Song Ha-yeon, who stood beside me, nervously biting her lip.

“…What?”

“You go out there first and draw his attention.”

“….”

She gave me a look that said, Are you insane? I wiped the sweat off my brow and stammered out a reason.

“…It’s a matter of timing. I only have about ten minutes today.”

Taking down an A-rank hunter quickly was no easy task, and I needed to be cautious about when to activate the ring’s power.

“You’re always talking big, acting like you’ll handle everything…”

Despite grumbling, Song Ha-yeon reluctantly stepped forward into the crowd.


Step.

Step.

“So, you’ve finally shown your true colors.”

“…Why are you here?”

Seeing her, Jackson’s cocky expression quickly morphed into one of confusion.

Of course, he’d be baffled.

He’d come to ambush a transaction site, only to find Song Ha-yeon standing there.

“Does it feel good to use your power and status to oppress others?”

Song Ha-yeon’s confident words hung in the air, but Jackson didn’t bother to answer.

His eyes darted around rapidly, as if trying to make sense of the situation.

“…This is strange. Something about this is very wrong.”

Whoosh.

Bang!

Without a second thought, Jackson turned and bolted.

“Huh? Master! He’s running!”

Jackson’s unexpected reaction caught me off guard.

I quickly revealed myself and shouted at Song Ha-yeon.

“Stop him! Do something!”

“How? What am I supposed to do?”

“Anything!”

Frustrated, Song Ha-yeon pulled out several skeleton summoning catalysts, enhancing them with magic, and threw them towards Jackson.

“Undead Call!”

Fwoosh!

Thunk!

[Crrrk!]

[Click, click.]

“Tch!”

Bam!

Slash!

Crack!

As expected of an A-rank hunter, Jackson made quick work of the skeletons, smashing through them with ease. But it slowed him down just enough.

Now was my chance. I pulled out something perfect for the situation.

“Death’s Tome.”

Fwoosh!

With a sinister crunch, the cursed book appeared in my hands, and I flipped to a page I had prepared in advance.

“Extraction.”

Ssssss.

“Materialization.”

Shing!

The spell was set on page nine—an ancient treasure from the West, known as the Ring of the Gladiator’s Arena.

“The Fighter’s Ring.”

Hummmm.

Swoosh!

The ring, recognizing its master’s command, flew directly toward Jackson, attaching itself to his wrist. At the same time, a matching mark appeared on my wrist.

With this, neither of us could flee until one of us was dead.

It was now a forced deathmatch.

Sensing the moment had come, I activated the ring’s calming magic.

Whummm.

“You’re looking sharp, Jackson.”


“What… what is this?”

Jackson was visibly flustered by everything that was happening, but I didn’t care.

“You’ve been keeping me up at night for days.”

“….”

At last, the time for my revenge had come.
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“…Who are you people?”

Jackson’s expression was filled with confusion. He glanced at the spike-shaped mark now etched on his wrist, then composed himself, asking with cold clarity.

“My actions were being tracked all along, weren’t they? Who’s backing you?”

“You don’t need to know that.”

Fwoosh!

I pulled out my catalysts, summoning the Skeleton Masher, Phantom Wolf, and a newly created Revenant.

“What were your orders? What’s your objective?”

“…”

Could he really not know? Trembling with fury, I glared at Jackson.

“You… you froze my account.”

“What?”

“You got my game account banned!”

Jackson furrowed his brow, his expression showing uncertainty as if he wasn’t sure he had heard correctly. Then, thinking he misunderstood, he asked again.

“What were your orders?”

“There are no orders.”

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself before delivering my declaration.

“You killed my account, so now you’re going to die.”

“…You’re out of your mind. Are you seriously telling me you’ve come here just for that?”

Boom!

Jackson raised a sharp one-handed sword and summoned a shield with his other hand, likely using an artifact imbued with spatial magic.

“I’ve been monitoring the surroundings, and I’ve found no backup. What exactly are you planning?”

“I don’t need backup.”

“You’re just a C-rank hunter. I can’t even comprehend what you’re thinking.”

Jackson cocked his head, puzzled, then entered a combat stance, speaking with confidence.

“Well, I’ll deal with you and your so-called master quickly and leave.”

Boom!

Shhk!

Crash!

With a powerful leap, Jackson launched an attack, leaving a crater in the ground as his speed shattered the air.

In a split second, both my Masher and Revenant were utterly destroyed.

As Jackson closed in, swinging his sword, he sneered.

“Nothing but a waste of time.”

Slash!

Ssss!

However, the figure he sliced through melted into nothing, dissolving on the spot.

Jackson’s face twisted in confusion just as I spoke from a tree branch nearby.

“Not much of a field of vision, huh?”

“When did you—?”

I jumped down from the tree, correcting Jackson’s earlier remark.

“And by the way, Song Ha-yeon’s not my master. She’s my student.”

“I see… So, your C-rank identity is just a cover. Now I’m even more curious about your backer.”

At Jackson’s comment, I spoke up again.

“I don’t have anyone behind me.”

“…”

“And I don’t need anyone.”

I had already gauged Jackson’s specs from his earlier charge.

Typically, someone revealing themselves on the battlefield meant they were confident of victory.

With a calculating gaze, I uttered something ominous.

“Death Knight or Dullahan.”

“What?”

“I’ll let you choose which one you want to be turned into.”

It was a blatant insult. Jackson’s expression contorted in anger as he readjusted his sword and shield.

“You’re digging your own grave.”

Crackle!

Whummm!

Jackson’s body was suddenly cloaked in yellow energy, with small amounts of steam rising from his skin. He had activated all his reinforcement skills.

In response, I prepared to end this by summoning my trump card.

“Death’s Tome.”

Fwoosh!

Flip!

I turned to page 21.

The page contained the Araknian, Fenneroche’s Spider Nest, the apex predator of the Forbidden Forest in the Kessel region.

Rip.

Crackle.

Crack!

The darkened land surrounding us was soon overrun by the spider’s nest, which took root in the ground.

From its center, a cocoon split open, revealing something with the face of a beautiful woman but with grotesque sets of legs attached to her back like wings.

Creak.

“At your service, my lord.”

Creak.

Crrk!

After cracking her joints, Fenneroche gracefully composed herself before speaking again.

“Are you truly my lord?”

“You can see for yourself.”

“You’ve become rather… cute.”

“…”

“Was that out of line? I apologize.”

Fenneroche tilted her head, emotionless as always.

She never really understood human feelings. Looking at her blank, clueless face, I didn’t even have the energy to get mad and sighed instead.


Originally, I had considered summoning Hans, the tireless Death Knight, to pit against Jackson, nicknamed “The Undying Gladiator.”

But if I went that route, the fight might drag on for 30 minutes or more, not the ideal situation.

Instead, for a swift conclusion, I summoned Fenneroche, whose abilities were a perfect counter to Jackson’s.

“Finish him in seven minutes. Try not to damage the body too much.”

“Understood.”

Step.

Step.

Fenneroche approached Jackson with her cold, mechanical gaze, slowly extending her hands, which were covered in spiderwebs.

#

From a young age, Jackson had always been sharp.

Especially his ability to sense danger, which he prided himself on, was second to none.

That’s why, the moment he saw Song Ha-yeon at the trade site, he immediately realized he was a pawn on someone else’s chessboard and chose to flee.

‘It’s a shame about the goods, but there’s a high chance they’re fake.’

As he was about to make his escape, an unexpected obstacle appeared: Baek Eun-ha.

‘He’s carrying some rather high-grade artifacts.’

Which meant that the one behind him must also be someone with considerable power.

Yet, despite engaging in a meaningless conversation with Baek Eun-ha and testing the waters, Jackson still didn’t sense the presence of anyone else. Only Song Ha-yeon was following behind.

‘What’s going on?’

If it was just the two of them, Jackson could easily take care of them in under three minutes. The situation made no sense to him.

Sure, they might have had a few tricks up their sleeves, but against an A-rank hunter with a superior title like himself, they wouldn’t stand a chance.

However, the moment Baek Eun-ha summoned Fenneroche from Book of death, Jackson realized something had gone horribly wrong.

‘What is this presence?’

Even though Fenneroche hadn’t made a single move yet, Jackson could sense it—this wasn’t a normal enemy.

At the very least, she was as strong as an A-rank, perhaps stronger.

‘That level of power and intelligence… Could it be a high-tier undead?’

Jackson had encountered a high-tier undead before.

There was a man within his organization who had summoned a Death Knight, a renowned figure even among the strongest.

And the sensation he felt now from Fenneroche wasn’t far off from that same undead, albeit slightly weaker.

‘This is dangerous.’

He knew from experience that underestimating such creatures could lead to disaster.

And to make matters worse, Jackson’s escape route had been blocked by a mysterious artifact. With no way out, he had to think fast.

His plan was simple: engage with Fenneroche just enough to create an opening and then take out Baek Eun-ha, the summoner.

‘I’ve dealt with enough summoners to know their weaknesses.’

It seemed like a sound strategy.

That was until Baek Eun-ha disappeared into the protective cocoon from which Fenneroche had emerged.

Jackson, feeling a wave of helplessness, cursed under his breath.

“This is cowardly…”

[Didn’t you call summoners cowards for hiding behind their summons? What’s new about this?]

The cocoon quickly reformed, visibly sturdy and reinforced. Jackson’s carefully planned strategy crumbled before his eyes, while Baek Eun-ha taunted him with a smug voice.

[If you’re so upset, why don’t you try it yourself?]

“Tch.”

Jackson couldn’t help but find Baek Eun-ha incredibly petty.

With no other options, Jackson activated his skills and prepared for a head-on battle with Fenneroche.

Boom!

Sss!

Slash!

Crash!

‘It’s not like she can be stronger than that other man’s undead. If I can drag this out into a long fight—!’

In Jackson’s eyes, Baek Eun-ha might be a skilled necromancer, but she seemed far inferior to the man who had summoned the Death Knight.

However, that assumption was shattered within just two minutes of fighting Fenneroche.

Slash!

Boom!

‘What… what kind of movement is that?’

Jackson’s mind couldn’t comprehend what was happening.

Baek Eun-ha’s power seemed barely enough to reach B-rank, yet the undead before him was clearly far stronger—strong enough to be considered powerful even among A-ranks.

“Warrior’s Strike!”

Slash!

Wham!

With a powerful blow, Jackson managed to sever one of Fenneroche’s legs.

But despite this small victory, his body was covered in wounds. In terms of skill and ability, he was completely outmatched.

Crack!

Thud!

‘So strong!’

How could such a powerful undead emerge from such a seemingly weak master? The absurdity of the situation left Jackson feeling frustrated and even a bit bitter.

Still, Jackson wasn’t without hope. After all, his title of “The Tireless Fighter” wasn’t just for show.

Hummm.

Sizzle.

‘If this drags on, I’ll win in the end.’

As the number of wounds on his body grew, Jackson could feel his healing abilities kicking in. A confident smile crept onto his face.

But just then, Baek Eun-ha, speaking as if he had forgotten an important detail, called out from within the cocoon.

[Oh, by the way, she’s poisonous.]

Suddenly, the wounds on Jackson’s body began to darken with a violet hue, and the healing energy that had been coursing through him vanished.

Humm.

Ssssssss!

“Aaargh!”

Thud.

Jackson’s body was overtaken by an overwhelming sense of weakness, and he collapsed onto the ground.

‘Damn it… this can’t be happening…’

It dawned on him—he had been completely played. The realization of his predicament filled his eyes with growing dread.

“W-Who are you, really…?”

Wham.

Thud.

“You should’ve known better than to cross me.”

Baek Eun-ha emerged from the cocoon, walking toward Jackson with a casual, confident stride. There was no hesitation or fear in her movements, only the surety of victory.

Step.


Now standing directly in front of Jackson, Baek Eun-ha bent down to meet his gaze, a cold, triumphant smile forming on her face.

“Death Knight or Dullahan.”

“Grrr…!”

“Have you made your choice?”

At that moment, Jackson realized there was no escape—only the inevitability of his death looming ahead.




 
  
    Chapter 47: Illegal trading sites are dangerous (3)


“Grrr!”

Slash!

Thud.

Jackson, with a trembling arm fueled by rage, swung his sword, but it was easily blocked by Fenneroche’s arm.

Snap!

Desperate, Jackson leaped backward, a bitter smile tugging at his lips.

“I never imagined I’d meet my end in a place like this.”

“….”

“No escape now, huh? Just make your choice.”

Despite the situation, Jackson wasn’t ready to give up just yet. He began to gather all of his remaining mana.

“…I’ve never used this skill in actual combat before.”

Did he still have a final trump card? I watched carefully as Jackson unleashed his ultimate skill.

“Call of the War God.”

Boom.

A burst of yellow mana filled the air, and Jackson’s eyes glowed crimson.

This was no mere enhancement—his mana was flooding outward, overflowing chaotically in every direction.

‘A berserker-type skill, huh?’

It was clear—Jackson had chosen a final, reckless assault, sacrificing everything for one last desperate fight.

“I won’t die that easily.”

The surge of power was impressive. I quickly issued a command to Fenneroche.

“Finish him. Now.”

“By your command.”

Boom!

Slash!

In an instant, Fenneroche lunged forward, slicing into Jackson with her razor-sharp legs.

But it was too late. Jackson’s berserk state had fully activated just before the finishing blow.

Crash!

Crack!

With a powerful shield charge, Jackson shattered one of Fenneroche’s legs, and with another swipe, severed her shoulder.

Fenneroche retreated, her expression neutral as she reported to me.

“My strength is insufficient. Can you boost my output?”

“Th-this is all I’ve got.”

“How weak have you become?”

Despite the damage she had dealt, Jackson’s berserker state had turned the tide. His power was overwhelming.

Jackson laughed wildly, feeling his newfound strength.

“Go ahead, hide like a rat again. I can smash that cocoon with ease now.”

Boom!

Crash!

Fenneroche tried to counter Jackson’s attacks, but the power difference was now stark. Two more of her spider limbs were shattered, and she looked back at me, displeased.

“I can’t win in this form. I’ll return to my true body.”

“I can’t handle that…”

“If I fall now, the current you will be easy prey.”

She was right, as much as it irritated me. Reluctantly, I gave her the order.

“Fine… I permit it.”

“Thank you.”

Humm.

Rip!

Fenneroche retreated, her entire body cloaked in black webs.

At the same time, I felt my mana and life force being drained at a terrifying rate.

“Ugh…”

My vision blurred, and I collapsed onto the ground from exhaustion. As the cocoon grew larger, I quickly severed the energy flow.

It wasn’t perfect, but it would have to do.

“What… what are you—”

Crack!

Rip!

From the enormous cocoon emerged a monstrous creature, clad in black chitinous armor, radiating a terrifying aura.

Gone was any semblance of a human form. This was the true predator of the Black Forest, the apex of its ecosystem.

Jackson, unnerved by the sight, yelled defiantly as he charged forward.

“Size alone won’t save you!”

Slash!

Crack!

But it wasn’t just the size that had changed. Jackson’s sword, which had previously cleaved through Fenneroche’s body with ease, barely left a mark on her hardened exoskeleton.

“This… this is impossible!”

As Jackson reeled in shock, Fenneroche, now in her true form, launched a relentless counterattack.

Boom!

Crash!

Bang!

“Argh!”

Jackson, using every last ounce of his power, fought back ferociously, unleashing blow after blow.

Crack!

Snap!

Slash!

The battle intensified, shaking the ground around them. Though Jackson landed a few hits, Fenneroche’s monstrous form was simply too much.

The tide had completely turned.

“Blade of Struggle!”

Boom!

Jackson’s final, desperate strike was fierce, but ultimately, it was futile.

From the beginning, in her transformed state, Fenneroche was at least as powerful as a high-ranking A-rank hunter.

For Jackson, who was at best an average A-rank, she was a formidable opponent.


Whoosh!

Slash!

In the end, Jackson couldn’t even put up a decent fight and found himself bound in a web, utterly defeated.

“Huff… huff… ugh…”

Holding my throbbing head, I walked up to Jackson and gave him his final ultimatum.

“Time’s running out. Choose in the next 10 seconds.”

“…Wait…”

I had no intention of giving him any more chances. Seeing my cold, unwavering gaze, Jackson panicked and began speaking frantically.

“If you kill me, you won’t get away with it either. I don’t know who’s backing you, but—”

“Still groveling, huh?”

Thrust!

“Guh… guh!”

I picked up Jackson’s fallen sword and stabbed him straight through the heart.

With the ring’s effect fading, I didn’t have time for pointless conversation.

Realizing his death was imminent, Jackson’s dimming eyes filled with hatred as he uttered his final words.

“H-Hades… cough… won’t let you…”

Thud.

As Jackson collapsed, I stood silently for a moment.

Hades?

He seemed to have said something, but my mind was too foggy to catch it clearly.

Deciding not to dwell on it, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the doppleganger mana stone I’d obtained earlier from a B-rank boss monster.

“Anyway, let’s hurry this up.”

Shing.

Pulling the sword from his heart, I pressed the mana stone into the wound and channeled my energy as I recited a spell.

“Undead Call.”

Whooosh.

An A-rank hunter’s powerful body and soul, combined with a high-grade mana stone filled with energy…

With ingredients like these, I could create a pretty decent undead by my standards.

After some thought, I made my decision and proceeded with the ritual.

“… A death knight doesn’t suit you.”

Calling Jackson a death knight felt like an undeserved title for such a pathetic person.

He had been known for his endurance, as they called him “The Tireless Fighter.”

And there was a perfect form for someone like that.

The so-called Doom Warrior—a high-level skeleton undead with powerful close-combat abilities and incredible durability.

Crack! 

Snap! 

Crunch!

The energy from the mana stone twisted and transformed Jackson’s corpse.

The result was a warrior with bones soaked in dark energy, wrapped in armor, and a body filled with burning, vengeful spirit.

“Doom Warrior.”

Whoosh.

The newly formed body radiated dark energy, pulsing with immense power as the undead creature fully took shape.

I looked at the newly reborn Jackson and asked,

“How does it feel?”

[…]

No answer. His soul had decayed too much.

With a final glance at what was left of Jackson, I bound him to my will through necromancy.

It wasn’t the most powerful creation, but it was versatile enough to be summoned easily, which would make him useful in various ways.

With the battle finally over, I saw Song Ha-yeon rushing over from a corner where she had been watching.

“Are you alright, Master?”

“Are you okay?”

“Can’t you tell by looking?”

“You said you’d take care of it in no time, but I was watching, and I almost died from the suspense. Honestly, I thought you were going to lose.”

“Ah, it’s because my level is still low.”

Even though Jackson was an A-rank hunter, to be honest, I didn’t expect to struggle this much.

‘So, this is what an average A-rank looks like.’

I reflected on the battle with Jackson and filed it away in my memory.

‘Not easy.’

This fight had given me a sense of where I stood. Hunters at the upper limits of A-rank, who are said to be near S-rank, and those labeled as S-rank, who have surpassed human limitations—if I were to face them now, I wouldn’t just be worried about winning; I’d be fighting for my life.

I grimaced in frustration.

‘I need to level up more.’

The fight made it clear: there were too many beings in this world who could threaten my life, and that fact bothered me immensely.

“I saw that the deal on the other side is finished. Are we heading back now?”

Just as Song Ha-yeon’s words registered, I suddenly felt my mind blur and all the strength left my body at once.

“Ugh…”

I collapsed onto the ground, unable to hold myself up.

Thud!

“Master?”

Song Ha-yeon’s concerned voice reached me, but I couldn’t respond properly.

“…I, I can’t move.”

Come to think of it, it made sense.

I had used The Book of Death twice, and summoning Fenneroche’s true form had drained a lot of energy.

On top of that, the effect of the ring had worn off.

I let out a silent cry of agony as the exhaustion and pain overwhelmed me.

“Ugh. I knew this would happen. Are you really okay?”

“Ugh. I feel like I’m going to die…”

Seeing me squirming around in pain, Song Ha-yeon summoned two Skeleton Mashers and had them lift me up like an injured person being carried away.

“…Don’t complain about this later, okay?”


And so, in a lying position, I was carried off by the Mashers.

“Ugh. Stay farther away…”

“We’re already ten meters apart! If I go any farther, I won’t be able to control them properly. Just hang in there, okay?”

“Ugh…”

For some reason, it felt incredibly humiliating.
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“[The deal was successfully completed.]”

“So Jackson is dead. Have you cleaned up the aftermath?”

[Yes, everything is taken care of. You can check the detailed report I’ve sent.]

“Thank you.”

Helena glanced at the report her subordinate handed her, then looked out the window at the city below.

‘As expected of my master.’

She had heard that her master hadn’t even reached level 30 yet, but according to the report, she had managed to kill Jackson, an A-rank hunter, and turn him into her undead.

It was undeniably an impressive feat.

‘Now she’s involved too.’

With Jackson’s death, Baek Eun-ha would likely become a potential target of Hades as well.

For Helena, who needed someone to divert attention, Baek Eun-ha’s actions were an unexpected boon.

‘His death will serve as a signal flare.’

Hades, a small, elite group with unknown objectives.

Helena had been in opposition to them ever since she crossed paths with them by chance.

 Although they had operated in secrecy, Helena knew that their forces were larger than expected and that they were plotting something sinister.

‘I wonder what they’ll do next.’

Though Hades had preferred stealthy operations up until now, with Jackson’s death, they were likely to change their approach.

Step. Step.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself,” muttered Yulia, the Banshee Lord and Helena’s first high-level undead creation.

“…Well, I am enjoying it.”

Long ago, when Helena had just been promoted to A-rank, she had suffered her first defeat at the hands of a mysterious necromancer.

That necromancer, she was sure, was a part of Hades.

Looking forward to the day they would meet again, Helena smiled with a mix of anticipation and joy.

#

A week had passed since we returned from Yeongdeok.

“Even Ha-yeon seems clueless. Don’t you have any guesses, oppa?”

“Well… not really.”

Seoha, who had been concerned about Jackson, voiced her suspicions about his disappearance.

But Song Ha-yeon and I played dumb, feigning ignorance.

After all, the U.S. wasn’t even aware Jackson had snuck into Korea, so there was no way we could be linked to the incident.

‘Finally, some peace.’

I had been bedridden, recovering from the aftereffects of using too much power, but I had finally regained my health.

It was so severe this time that Seoha had to forcefully take me to the hospital. Despite the time that had passed, my game account still hadn’t been restored.

It was truly frustrating.

Ding.

[It’s still not fixed…?]

[Restoration? You were told it’d get done, so just be patient. Didn’t they say you used to command thousands of troops? Why so impatient now?]

[It’s taking too long.]

[That’s how these things go. Don’t worry, they’ll sort it out eventually.]

Thanks to Song Ha-yeon’s help, I managed to get in touch with someone who could assist me, but like with most games, the head office was overseas, and the process was agonizingly slow.

With nothing else to do, I vented my frustrations by summoning Jackson’s undead form and taking it out on him whenever I was bored.

Whack.

“Don’t you see the dust? Can’t even clean properly?”

[Groan.]

Whack.

“A supposed A-rank hunter, huh. Tsk.”

Every time I smacked Jackson’s head with a duster, now in his form as a Doom Warrior, he let out a low, pitiful groan.

Several days dragged on like this, and finally, I was reunited with my long-lost game account.

【Your account restrictions have been lifted.】

“It’s… back.”

What happened next needs no explanation.

I threw myself into gaming, sitting at the computer all day, focusing solely on regaining the ranks I had lost.

 I minimized meals and other activities, dedicating every bit of energy to raising my score.

A week passed, then two, and my routine didn’t change in the slightest.

Seoha, who had been watching me from the sidelines, sighed deeply every time she passed by my room on her way to work.

“Oppa, even if you’re an awakened being, if you keep holed up like this, eating only delivery food, you’re going to gain weight.”

“I’ll go for a run later…”

“…You said that last week, too.”

Shaking her head in exasperation, Seoha left my room and headed out of the house.

At this point, it seemed she had given up. Feeling a bit guilty, I resolved to go for a walk later, but as soon as I hit a three-game losing streak, that resolution vanished from my mind.

Before I knew it, a month had passed.

“Ugh, I can’t take this anymore. Is there someone else in there with you?”

“….”

Song Ha-yeon, unable to watch any longer, came over to visit, but I didn’t even respond, my eyes glued to the screen as I focused on my game.

Click, click.

She had enough sense as a streamer to stay quiet for the time being after seeing my focused state.

And then—Boom!

[Victory]

With trembling hands, I moved the mouse and clicked the confirm button.

Instantly, a dazzling light and a grand sound effect filled the screen.

【Challenger: 892P】

Seeing that, Song Ha-yeon stared at me in disbelief, her expression incredulous.

“…Wait, weren’t you in the 400-point range when you got your account restored? Just how much have you been playing?”

But I was in no state to give a proper answer right now. After basking in the feeling of accomplishment for a brief moment, I wandered over to my bed, collapsed onto it, and mumbled to Song Ha-yeon.

“…I’m going to sleep.”

“Master? I just got here…”

“Come back later…”

Having finally achieved a lifetime goal, I practically passed out and drifted into dreamland.

#


When I came to, it was already the next day. And now, freed from my obsession with rank, I was beginning to grasp reality again.

‘….’

I felt incredibly satisfied, but at the same time, a strange sense of unease crept in.

It didn’t take long to figure out why, thanks to a quick glance at some web articles.

【Hunter Kim Seung-min, first of the 3rd quarter of 2021 to be promoted to B-rank!】

【Kim Seung-min celebrates reaching level 30 on a personal broadcast with 800,000 YouTube subscribers. Promises to continue striving for the citizens.】

【Necromancer Song Ha-yeon clears her first A-rank dungeon with the Cheongbaek Guild raid team. Her promotion is just around the corner.】

After the incident with the conditional dungeon, I had been living a somewhat lazy lifestyle.

I rested for long periods due to the exhaustion from using the Book of Death, took breaks whenever I felt burnout after running dungeons, and then got distracted by gaming, leading to even more breaks.

This recent achievement marked the culmination of all that wasted time.

As a result, I had fallen far behind the top contenders from my cohort.

‘Kim Seung-min is already B-rank?!’

That news hit me hard.

We had spent so much time gaming and chatting, so how had he managed to advance to B-rank already? And Song Ha-yeon, while she just piggybacked off others, had even cleared an A-rank dungeon. I panicked and sent her a message.

Ding.

[Link] 

[What is this?] 

[What do you mean?] 

[You cleared a dungeon with Seoha’s guild?] 

[I told you about it last week, but you were too busy gaming to listen. That was over a week ago. And yesterday, you kicked me out as soon as I got here. I’m going to focus on leveling up from now on too.]

Wait, did that really happen?

Ignoring Song Ha-yeon’s irritation, I mulled over my situation.

‘I need to level up quickly…’

But unlike my firm resolve after the battle with Jackson, I found myself strangely lacking in motivation.

After all, it’s not like I had any urgent battles ahead. I could take my time, rest as much as I wanted, and grow at a leisurely pace, right?

With that thought, I habitually launched the game again.

‘Running a dungeon once a week should be enough.’

And just like that, another month flew by.

【C-rank Hunter Baek Eun-ha excluded from the World Organization’s Top 500 Promising Candidates.】 

【Classmate Kim Seung-min: “She just needs time.”】 

【Every year, promising hunters disappear—unable to withstand the pressures of the dungeon?】

Watching reporters start digging into my current state, I made another half-hearted vow.

“If I run dungeons twice a week, I can catch up.”

And yet, another month slipped by.


【What happened to the rising star with unprecedented growth? Concerns grow.】 

【Association Administrator Lee Yong-tae: “There’s no issue with her wellbeing. We can’t disclose personal matters.”】 

【Expert Cho Wan-jae: “80% of hunters who enter a dormant period never return. Sadly, expectations should be lowered.”】

‘…..’

With the calendar on my computer showing new numbers and the chilling indifference of people’s reactions, I finally began to feel a genuine sense of crisis.
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“…Did I take too long of a break?”

Even I had to admit that I’d been living in a state of lethargy for a while now.

Though it was my own doing, I wondered if this was somehow a side effect of the exhaustion I had been feeling.

As I mulled over these thoughts, an uneasy feeling started to settle in.

“…..”

My current level was 29.

With level 30 just around the corner, I realized that running small C-rank dungeons wasn’t going to yield much experience anymore.

It felt like the right time to finally put into action a plan I’d been thinking about for a while.

Ding.

[So, you’re really going to form a proper party?]

[Can’t keep running small dungeons forever.]

[Didn’t you give up last time, saying it was impossible?]

She was right. Back then, trying to put together a six-person party had been a grueling task. But things were different now.

[No problem.]

After all, I had made it to Challenger rank.

[What does that even have to do with this?]

Ignoring Song Ha-yeon’s question, I started drafting the party list in my head.

[I’m aiming for six people.]

[Do you have anyone who will actually join?]

With me, Song Ha-yeon, and Kwak Min-ji, that left three more people to recruit.

As I had mentioned before, I thought about bringing in the three people I’d gotten close to during the training program.

That would complete the team.

However, there was one issue.

‘Kim Seung-min is already B-rank now, so asking him feels a bit awkward…’

It seemed like just yesterday that he was talking about being level 17, and now he had climbed quite high.

As I contemplated this, Song Ha-yeon chimed in.

[You boss me around even though I’m a B-rank too. Just bring him in. You have the skill, so it’s worth a shot, right?]

After all, from what I’d heard, Kim Seung-min still hadn’t joined a guild. Figuring I had nothing to lose, I messaged him.

Soon after, I received a reply.

[Are you serious about this?]

After confirming that I was, Kim Seung-min thought for a moment and gave me one condition.

[If you let me lead the party, I’ll join.]

I immediately accepted. I had no intention of taking on the leadership role, so it was a good deal for me.

After discussing the plan briefly with Kim Seung-min, we recruited Han So-eun and Choi Eun-sol, who were currently active as C-rank hunters.

[Seung-min is really joining? And Song Ha-yeon too? No way, I’m in!]

[Count me in too!]

As soon as they heard Kim Seung-min and Song Ha-yeon were part of the team, both agreed right away. It made sense—it was an opportunity to party with well-known rising stars.

[So, it worked out after all?]

The party came together quicker than expected. There was no need to persuade Kwak Min-ji since she couldn’t refuse my orders anyway.

Once everyone was gathered, Kim Seung-min, as expected, had prepared a detailed plan and began explaining it.

“At first, we’ll clear one or two mid-tier C-rank dungeons to get used to working together.”

“But we’re lacking in the frontlines. What’s the formation going to be?”

With two necromancers, one ice mage, one assassin, and one hunter, all of us except Kim Seung-min, a shield warrior, were in rear-line roles.

Choi Eun-sol voiced her concern, and without hesitation, Kim Seung-min responded.

“There shouldn’t be any issues. We have both Song Ha-yeon’s and Baek Eun-ha’s undead to cover the frontline.”

From assigning specific undead for different monster types to devising strategies for boss fights based on everyone’s style, Kim Seung-min’s seamless leadership impressed us.

Even Song Ha-yeon, watching him work, quietly asked me,

“…Why would someone like him join us?”

“I… I have no idea.”

After a few more meetings to iron out the details, we immediately set out to conquer a mid-tier C-rank dungeon.

“The Grey Rat and Hook Wolf are both agile and aggressive. I’ll need a sturdy undead to hold the line.”

“Got it. I’ll summon one.”

“The Hook Wolf’s claws are tough at the joints, so normal tools won’t work for dismantling it. I suggest using this.”

“…How annoying. Fine.”

“The boss is likely a Ratris. Judging from the environment, it’s probably a venomous type.

We should maintain distance and focus on long-range attacks. So-eun, you’ll need to keep slowing its movements with ice magic.”

“Leave it to me!”

Kim Seung-min gave orders like someone who had led parties for a long time, and thanks to his guidance, we smoothly cleared the dungeon.

“This time, it took 6 hours and 19 minutes. Much faster than last time.”

“Being a mid-tier dungeon, the experience gain was insane. Did anyone level up?”

“I gained one level.”

With competent party members and a brilliant leader, the party functioned much more efficiently than I had expected.

There were no issues, especially since Kim Seung-min understood my abilities well.

“This is what a real party looks like. This is what I’ve always wanted, but you…”

“Sh-shut up.”

Starting from C4 rank, moving up to C2, and then to C1 rank mid-tier dungeons, we steadily progressed, tackling more difficult challenges.

 With our growing reputation, it wasn’t long before we started gaining some attention from other parties.

Whispers.

[Aren’t they the ones…?] 

[Wow, it’s Song Ha-yeon. I watch her streams all the time.] 

[Is that Baek Eun-ha? They’re always so covered up, can’t really see them.]

Unlike my previous haphazard approach of dragging Song Ha-yeon through random dungeons, Kim Seung-min had a meticulous plan.

“We’re finally starting to sync up. I think we can pick up the pace a bit more,” he said confidently.

Under Kim Seung-min’s systematic growth plan, we leveled up at a remarkable speed.

“Master, what level are you at now?” 

“…31.” 

“At this rate, you’ll be ready for a rank-up soon.”

Three weeks in, our party members were in high spirits.

Dungeon clears were smooth, and the earnings were substantial.


It was the ideal party life that any hunter could dream of. Even Kwak Min-ji, who had initially been full of complaints, was now grinning openly.

But after another three weeks, some fatigue began to creep into our smiles.

The increased pace was starting to wear us down.

By the time another three weeks had passed, shadows loomed over our faces.

“….”

No one said it out loud, but it was clear: this wasn’t normal.

Kim Seung-min was undoubtedly pushing himself the hardest, but we were all struggling.

Realizing it was no longer about pride, we exchanged glances, silently pleading with the eldest in our group, Choi Eun-sol. Reluctantly, she stepped forward to address Kim Seung-min.

“Seung-min, um… can we take a break this week?” 

“Is something wrong?” 

“No, not really, it’s just… well…”

The problem was the brutal schedule he imposed, prioritizing maximum efficiency while staying within the association’s rules.

“If you’re feeling unwell, I can recommend an excellent healer,” he replied calmly.

Kim Seung-min was, to put it bluntly, an extreme workhorse.

Watching him check Choi Eun-sol’s condition, Song Ha-yeon whispered to me,

“…How does anyone live like this?” 

“I know, right.”

He was truly a product of the dungeon society.

As our party leader, he had far more responsibilities than the rest of us, yet he showed no signs of fatigue.

It was no wonder he had been the fastest to rank up to B rank in our cohort.

After glancing at our exhausted faces, Kim Seung-min finally acknowledged the situation.

“…I apologize for not being more considerate. Let’s take a break this week.”

Freed from the grueling schedule, we took the time to recover our worn-out spirits.

Then, a request arrived from the association.

“They’re asking if we’d be willing to participate in a B4 rank large-scale dungeon raid.”

Due to the recent surge in large dungeons, there seemed to be a shortage of manpower.

The medium-sized guild Hanul was assembling a raid team, and they were reaching out to available parties of the appropriate rank to join.

Having never experienced a large-scale dungeon before, this seemed like an intriguing opportunity.

“I’m in! I’ve been wanting to try something more challenging,” said Choi Eun-sol.

“Same here. When else will we get a chance like this?” agreed Han So-eun.

With them on board, Kim Seung-min turned his gaze to me, while Song Ha-yeon voiced her concern.

“Are you sure Master can handle this? Isn’t the scale too big for him?” 


“We’ll likely be assigned to the scouting team, so the number of people we’ll actually engage with in combat will be small.

The guild will handle the boss room, so it shouldn’t be too overwhelming,” Kim Seung-min reassured her.

As all eyes turned to me, I hesitated for a moment before giving my answer.

“…Let’s go.”

And so, for the first time, we committed to participating in a B-rank large-scale dungeon raid.
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‘A large dungeon, huh…?’

Unlike small or medium dungeons, large dungeons are significantly more massive in scale.

Whereas a team of about ten could handle the smaller ones, a large dungeon requires at least thirty members to even have a chance at reaching the boss room and clearing the dungeon before the break occurs.

For this reason, a considerable number of people were involved in this raid.

“Wasn’t it thirty-four people in total?” 

“Yes. Sixteen from Hanul Guild, plus three other small parties like ours.”

In such cases, the typical strategy is to divide the group and explore different directions to locate the boss room.

This gave us a rough idea of what role we would be assigned.

After everyone had gathered and preparations were complete, a brief departure ceremony was held.

“Once inside, we’ll first scout the surrounding terrain before issuing precise instructions.”

And so, we finally entered the B4-rank large dungeon.

Hwoong!

“This place…?” 

“A snowfield?” 

“The air is freezing.”

As soon as we entered, voices of confusion filled the group.

Whoosh! 

Rustle!

All around us was a vast, snow-covered landscape.

A dense forest stretched ahead, and strong winds blew heavy snow from the sky.

This was not the environment we had expected; it wasn’t a typical dungeon terrain.

“…This could be troublesome. Not exactly ideal for long-term activity,” said Yoon Byung-ho, the A-rank hunter from Hanul Guild and leader of the raid.

He was right. The combination of such an environment with a large dungeon significantly increased the difficulty.

“No signs of monsters so far!” 

“Nothing unusual here either!” 

“Then let’s set up base camp here.”

After establishing a base, we began our exploration in earnest.

“The scouting team found a steep cliff at the rear, so we’ll be dividing into three groups to explore the front.”

Our party, along with another, was assigned to explore the left flank.

“My name’s Kim Kyung-sik. Seems I’ll be partnering with the much-talked-about party. Looking forward to it.”

“We’ll be in your care,” we replied.

The leader of the other party was a middle-aged man, carrying a large sword on his back, indicating he was likely a vanguard-type warrior.

Since we hadn’t worked together before, we decided to maintain a bit of distance and form our own formations as we moved, accompanied by porters hired by Hanul Guild.

Thud.

Thud. 

Crunch.

“Ugh, my feet keep sinking in the snow,” grumbled Song Ha-yeon. 

“Yeah, seriously, why’d we agree to come to this kind of dungeon?” added Kwak Min-ji.

Despite taking measures against the cold, they couldn’t help but complain about the harsh environment.

“In these conditions, maintaining peak performance during combat might be difficult. We’ll need to stay cautious,” remarked Kim Seung-min.

We had been walking for an hour but had yet to encounter a single monster or any sign of life. Honestly, it wasn’t a good omen.

“Is it normal to go this long without any encounters?” 

“It could just be bad luck for now, but if this continues…”

If the absence of enemies persisted, it could mean the dungeon was vast—an unsettling prospect.

‘……’

For me, it had been a while since I’d been in such an environment, and the thought of trudging through it was far from appealing.

I already wanted to go home.

Thunk. 

“Monsters ahead! A pack of White Fangs!”

To our dubious relief, the silence was broken as a pack of monsters attacked us.

They were massive white-furred wolves, B5-rank monsters known as White Fangs.

“Let’s split the group and take half each.” 

“Understood.”

With quick decisions from both party leaders, we squared off against eight White Fangs.

“Undead Call!” Whoosh!

Grrr! 

Grk!

Song Ha-yeon’s Phantom Wolf, having recently learned a new summoning skill after enduring my constant pushing, faced off against the monsters.

Meanwhile, the rest of our party fell into a now-familiar formation and began combat.

As I watched from behind, Song Ha-yeon glanced over at me and asked, “Aren’t you going to summon anything?” 

“I already did.”

At that moment, a fierce roar echoed from behind us.

Roooaaar!

The Phantom Wolf I had sent ahead after sensing another enemy had engaged in battle.

Song Ha-yeon, now impressed, looked at me in amazement, to which I simply clicked my tongue.

“Jeez, watching the rear is basic stuff.” 

“Most people wouldn’t even notice an enemy that far away, you know?”

Once the fight ended, the leader of the other party approached us with gratitude.

“Thanks for the help. We would’ve been in real trouble if we’d been ambushed from behind.”

We decided to retrace our steps and check the identity of the attackers, just in case.

When Kim Kyung-sik’s party saw what had happened, they stared at me in stunned disbelief.

“I-Isn’t that an Ice Troll? A B3-rank giant monster, taken down single-handedly…”

“That thing usually requires at least three people to take on…”

“Wow, how did you manage to kill that?”

I felt a bit proud of their reactions but also uncomfortable with the attention, so I slowly distanced myself.

Realizing they had made me uneasy, the members of Kim Kyung-sik’s party apologized and resumed formation to continue our journey.

A few hours passed.

Thud. 

Thud.


Crunch.

“We’ve reached the area we were aiming for.”

There were a few battles along the way, but nothing particularly noteworthy.

The monsters we encountered were mainly White Fangs, Ice Trolls, and B4-rank Rock Boars.

“…Let’s head back.”

With the porters having already gathered magic stones and materials, we returned to the camp and reported our findings.

#

“Good work, everyone. We’ll analyze the gathered data and give new instructions tomorrow, so please rest for now.”

The first day’s exploration didn’t reveal anything significant for any of the teams.

Everyone had encountered similar monsters, and no unusual discoveries were made.

Ultimately, we had no choice but to continue probing further in the same direction.

“We’ll continue setting up outposts and expanding our exploration.”

The second day came and went, with one team encountering a new type of monster, but still nothing particularly alarming.

“…No breakthroughs today either.”

As the third and fourth days passed, we began to notice a shortage of supplies and manpower.

Some members fell ill due to the harsh environment, while others were injured in the repeated battles.

“How are the injured?” 

“We’re taking care of them, but the environment is slowing their recovery. It will be at least two more days before they can rejoin at full strength.”

Time marched on, and soon we had been in the dungeon for ten days.

Usually, even for a large dungeon, this amount of time would be more than enough to locate and clear the boss room.

Just as anxiety began to creep into the hearts of the raid members, good news arrived from the forward scouts.

“We’ve found the end! The dungeon’s edge is in sight!”

Rushing to gear up and move, we soon arrived at a massive wall stretching endlessly. Known as the “dungeon wall,” this marks the outermost area of large dungeons.

This meant that the boss room had to be nearby. It was a hopeful sign.

However, that hope quickly turned to despair.

“We’re not seeing anything here!” 

“Same here!”

Despite searching everywhere, the boss room was nowhere to be found.

Even with hunters specializing in exploration and mages casting detection spells, the results were the same.

“…What’s going on?”

Confusion spread throughout the raid group.

We hadn’t missed any areas during our exploration, so logically, the boss room should have been discovered by now.

After all, a dungeon without a boss room simply shouldn’t exist.

As we rechecked the area near the wall, a hunter who had been quietly brooding finally spoke up hesitantly.

“…There is one place we haven’t searched.”

All eyes turned toward him, and the raid leader, Yoon Byung-ho, asked in confusion.

“What do you mean?”


“The area behind our base camp. Do you remember it?”

Of course, everyone remembered it. Behind the camp was nothing but a sheer, steep cliff.

As the thought dawned on us, the hunters’ faces stiffened with a grim realization.

“…Yes, I’m talking about that cliff.”

It was a statement that filled the entire raid with dread.
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The group stood in stunned silence at the man’s words.

It was true that the only place they hadn’t thoroughly explored was the cliffside.

However, the idea of descending that steep cliff in the midst of a snowstorm felt unfair and almost cruel.

“Do we really have to go down there?”

“That sheer cliff?”

“…In this kind of blizzard?”

Even though hunters possess physical capabilities far beyond those of ordinary people, no one had experience with something like this.

And while they had basic gear, it wasn’t enough for such a dangerous task. After all, who would have thought they’d need to descend a cliff in the middle of a dungeon?

With grim expressions, the hunters finished their exploration and returned to base camp.

That night, an urgent meeting was held.

“We have to assume the probability is high.”

“There’s really no other place left to explore if it’s not the cliff.”

“The problem is figuring out how we proceed with the exploration.”

The decision was essentially made. The only issue now was how to carry it out.

“How many people can fight in the air?”

“We have a wind-type mage in our party, but they can only support two people at most for flight.”

“We also have two members who are skilled in scaling cliffs and can fight while climbing.”

In total, it seemed there were about seven people capable of handling combat in such conditions.

“It doesn’t seem wise to send in too many people at once.”

Given the nature of the terrain, sending in those ill-suited for it would only increase the risk.

Eventually, the raid team decided to first send the group capable of fighting on the cliff to locate the boss room.

After that, a backup team would follow for the final assault.

During the meeting, Kim Seung-min informed the party members and asked for their input.

“I haven’t mentioned it yet, but is there anyone here capable of fighting on a cliff?”

Choi Eun-sol and Gwak Min-ji both shook their heads, and Song Ha-yeon didn’t have any means for aerial combat.

Everyone shook their heads, signaling it wasn’t possible for them. Except for one person.

Lim Siwoo.

Unhesitatingly, Siwoo raised his hand. Given that he rarely volunteered for anything, the others looked at him with questioning eyes.

Siwoo, somewhat awkward, mumbled his reasoning.

“…I just want to finish this quickly and go home.”

And so, the next day arrived.

#

“…It’s been long enough.”

Honestly, I was growing increasingly frustrated.

Of course, I didn’t expect to clear the dungeon quickly, but we’ve been stuck here for ten days already.

Ten days. I could’ve played dozens of rounds of games in that time. Naturally, I was feeling impatient.

‘Mid-tier hunters aren’t really all that different from the lower tiers.’

In the real world, just like how people joke about different ranks in video games, these hunters didn’t seem that impressive to me.

So, I decided to take matters into my own hands and speed up the process by finding the boss room myself.

While it felt like I was putting myself through unnecessary trouble, it seemed better than relying on others and waiting around.

Among the group of eight who had gathered for the exploration, Choi Hanna from Kim Kyung-sik’s party approached me.

“Um, but aren’t you a necromancer? Can you handle aerial combat?”

“Uh, well, I’ll manage somehow…”

She had a point. I couldn’t summon any undead capable of both flying and fighting effectively right now.

But there was no need for me to fly. I just had to scale the cliff properly, and I already had a guide for that—one that I’d secured during yesterday’s battle: the Ice Troll.

Thud.

Thud, thud!

[Groooar!]

As I summoned the undead Ice Troll from the forest, Choi Hanna jumped back in fright, clearly unsettled by the grotesque appearance of the undead creature.

Climbing onto the troll’s broad shoulder, I signaled for the group to begin the cliffside exploration.

Whoosh!

Whizz!

“The wind is strong! Maintain your distance!”

“Are you keeping track of the direction? It’ll be a problem if we get lost in this weather.”

“This way is correct! We’ve already descended quite a bit!”

Though we were told to maintain distance, I deliberately hung back, finding it more comfortable to stay a little farther behind the group.

After some time passed, a strange sound echoed through the blizzard.

Shriek! 

Chiiiirrr!

“There’s something here!”

A sharp sound of wind passed by, brushing against us—an unmistakable signal of an impending attack.

Slice!

“Ugh!”

“Frost Eagles! They’re Frost Eagles!”

“Switch to formation 2! Prepare for interception!”

Frost Eagles were large, ice-covered bird monsters ranked B4. Known for their high agility, encountering them on a cliffside like this made them particularly difficult to deal with.

“Vacuum Slash!”

“Spin Cutter!”

Slash! 

Crack!

Screech!

Chaos erupted all around me as the battle began.

People screamed in pain while the eagles screeched in fury. Though they were putting up a fight, it was clear that most of them were struggling to handle this type of combat.

“How many of these things are there?”

“They’re circling back for another attack!”

Watching the hunters panic, I sighed and gave a quick signal to the Ice Troll.

“Take one down.”

Boom!

Without hesitation, the Ice Troll, with me perched on its shoulder, leaped from the cliffside and grabbed one of the Frost Eagles mid-air.


Roar! 

Thud! 

Crack!

Screech!

With its wing completely shattered, the Frost Eagle plummeted to the base of the cliff.

The Ice Troll didn’t stop there, swiftly grabbing another one mid-turn and snapping its neck, before landing back onto the cliff face with a thunderous noise.

Thud! 

Crunch!

Once the first strike succeeds, the rest becomes easier.

“Undead Call.”

At my command, the two fallen Frost Eagles were reanimated, their bodies now infused with dark energy as their broken wings mended, and they soared back into the sky.

[Screeech!] 

[Scree!]

Though I had swiftly dealt with two of them, many more remained.

The sound of someone from our party screaming in distress suddenly echoed from the other side.

“Ah—AHHH! HELP!”

One of the men had lost his grip on the cliff and was falling. Feeling a headache forming, I quickly scanned the situation and acted fast.

“…Go catch him.”

Boom!

The Ice Troll kicked off the cliff, leaping towards the falling man.

I jumped off the troll’s shoulder mid-air and immediately began chanting a spell.

Whoosh.

“Breath of Decay.”

Crack!

As if triggered by my curse, the undead Frost Eagles swooped in, swiftly tearing through the remaining enemies in a flurry of deadly strikes.

Crack! 

Snap!

“Undead Call.”

This made three. With that, I had enough numbers. I commanded two of the more intact Frost Eagles to catch me mid-fall.

[Screech!] 

[Screech!] 

Grab!

There was a bit of a jolt when they grabbed me, but with my current stats, it was nothing I couldn’t handle.

Meanwhile, the Ice Troll successfully caught the falling man and returned to the cliff.

It was perfect coordination.

Bold decisions backed by the right skillset — something not everyone could pull off.

‘These hunters can’t even use half of their potential. Pathetic.’

Either way, we had regained control.

Together with the rest of the party, we quickly dispatched the remaining enemies and secured the area.

Our first cliffside battle had come to an end.

“What’s the situation?”

“Two of our party members are injured. They won’t be able to continue the fight.”

“…Let’s send them back up for now.”

Though there were some risks, the fact that we had encountered this many monsters meant we were heading in the right direction.

Temporarily assuming command, Han Min-jae, a B-Rank hunter from the Hanul Guild, gave me an admiring look and asked:

“How long can you maintain your summons?”

“…I can hold them for a while longer.”

“In that case, I think we can push further ahead.”

To clear the dungeon, we needed to find the boss room, no matter what.

It was time to push forward, even if it meant taking some risks.

We fought through two more encounters as we pressed on, and finally, we found it—a suspicious passageway halfway down the cliff.

“What is this…?”

“It’s hard to see, but it looks like a cave inside.”

“I’m getting a good feeling about this.”

The passageway did indeed resemble a cave, with icicles hanging from the ceiling and stalactites forming around the edges.

Puddles of water dotted the ground, making a soft splashing noise with each step.

“…Let’s head in deeper.”

Splash. 

Splash. 

Thud.


After some time walking through the narrow passage, what finally appeared before us was a massive door, thick and covered in layers of ice.

“…It’s unmistakable, isn’t it?”

“Yeah. I think we’ve found it.”

“Holy shit. Finally, we’re done with this freezing hell.”

At last, we had found the boss room of the dreaded B4-rank large-scale dungeon.
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Now that we had discovered the boss room, the only thing left was the battle itself.

The hunters returned to the top of the cliff to report the findings, and it was decided that we would take a day to rest and prepare for the boss fight.

That night, Yun Byeong-ho, the A-rank hunter and leader of the Hanul Guild, held an informal meeting with Lee Young-jin, one of the guild members who had participated in the cliffside exploration.

“So, did you spot any promising talent?”

“Yes. Two individuals stood out.”

The Hanul Guild had intentionally chosen to request support from certain parties during this raid, specifically to assess their combat strength and, if possible, attempt to recruit them.

“First, there’s Choi Han-na from Kim Kyung-sik’s party. She’s definitely exceptional.”

“…Choi Han-na, right. The guild leader had his eye on her.”

“She has great potential, excellent combat sense. I believe she could grow to reach A-rank.”

Lee Young-jin, who had been speaking confidently, hesitated before continuing.

“The other one is Baek Eun-ha from Kim Seung-min’s party.”

“…Baek Eun-ha?”

Baek Eun-ha had been considered for recruitment before, but her limitations in group activities had made her seem unsuitable for the guild environment.

Yun Byeong-ho’s expression showed his surprise, and Lee Young-jin recalled the events on the cliff.

“Indeed, there are restrictions in terms of party play, but her combat skills… they made those limitations seem irrelevant.”

What Baek Eun-ha displayed on that perilous cliffside, where one wrong move could mean death, was beyond what one would expect from any normal human.

“…I’m curious to hear more.”

“To begin with, her necromancer abilities are outstanding.

In the chaos of battle, she quickly subdued enemies and effectively controlled them as undead, significantly contributing to our success.”

It’s no easy feat to turn a monster into an undead servant mid-battle.

The precision required to do so reliably was proof of Baek Eun-ha’s exceptional skill.

“And?”

If someone as discerning as Lee Young-jin had offered such praise, there had to be more.

When Yun Byeong-ho asked with growing interest, Lee Young-jin gave a wry smile and replied.

“To be honest, what comes next might be hard to believe.”

“…What happened?”

“I’m not sure how to explain it accurately. Even after witnessing it firsthand, I can’t fully comprehend what I saw.”

However, one thing was clear.

“Her combat style is… different from that of regular hunters. I can’t describe it any other way.”

“…..”

Yun Byeong-ho’s face showed his surprise as he pondered Lee Young-jin’s words.

His discerning eye had been instrumental in the Hanul Guild’s growth, and for him to speak this highly of someone was rare.

This meant that Baek Eun-ha must possess remarkable potential.

“We’ll need to keep a close eye on her.”

“I agree.”

With that, the final day of the raid approached.

#

“Watch your step!”

“How many people are left?”

“This is the last group!”

After overcoming many obstacles, all the members of the raid team, including us, gathered in the cave where the boss room was located.

It had been a long and arduous journey, but this was the end.

The hunters raised their spirits, preparing for the final battle.

“Given the size of this large-scale dungeon, the boss will be tough. Stay on your toes.”

“Yes, sir!”

Creaaak 

Boom!

And with that, we entered the boss room of the B4-rank large dungeon.

A cold, biting wind swept through the room, and the interior resembled an ice palace.

In the center, a massive creature with gleaming white armor awaited us.

ROOOOAAAR!

The air trembled with the beast’s deafening roar. Its appearance bore a striking resemblance to the dragons of ancient myths.

“What is that thing?”

No one seemed to recognize the monster, as it wasn’t recorded in any known bestiaries.

Its unique appearance suggested it was a new species of monster, previously undiscovered.

“…It looks similar to a drake, but something’s different.”

“It’s like a serpent from some movie.”

For now, the best name for it seemed to be “White Serpent.”

“Stick to the plan! Prepare for the attack!”

Without wasting any time, the raid team launched into action.

As the White Serpent charged, we all took up our positions and carried out our assigned roles.

“Undead Call!”

Fwoosh! 

[Growl.] 

[Screeech.]

Song Ha-yeon summoned her skeleton series, while Kim Seung-min took the frontlines to support the tankers.

The rest of the team, given their roles, remained in the rear, focusing on dealing damage.

As for me, I summoned a few helpful undead and withdrew to the back, watching the battle unfold.

“…..”

I didn’t have much choice. Just standing here made my head spin, so there was no way I could dive into the chaos of a large-scale battle.

Besides, the cooldown on my mental stabilization ring hadn’t yet finished, and I still had about an hour left before I could use it again.

‘With this many people, what’s one person slacking off?’

It was something we’d discussed beforehand anyway.

I clicked my tongue and gave Gwak Min-ji, who was also standing idly beside me, a disdainful look.

“Click.”

Being an assassin type with a relatively low level, it made sense that there wasn’t much she could do against such a huge monster.

Feeling my gaze, Gwak Min-ji muttered in frustration.

“Aren’t you the same? Just standing there…”

“Sh-shut up. My contribution is different.”


While we bickered, the battle at the frontlines was growing more intense by the second.

Fwoosh! 

Boom!

“Br-Breath attack! Block it!” 

Bang! 

Crackle!

“Ahhh!” 

“Ugh!” 

“Such power…!” 

Even with multiple protective barriers, the breath attack was so strong that the tankers were injured.

The White Serpent was proving to be much stronger than any other B4-rank dungeon boss.

But it didn’t matter much. After all, A-rank hunter and raid leader, Yun Byeong-ho, was here.

“Throw.” 

Swoosh! 

Boom! 

Screech! 

With the skill Yun had been preparing, a part of the White Serpent’s body was torn clean off.

His attack was on a completely different level compared to the others. Just like I had felt during my fight with Jackson—A-rank hunters really were in a different class.

“All units, attack!”

Boom! 

Bang!

Screech! 

Yun Byeong-ho remained calm and composed, strategically wearing down the monster’s strength without missing a beat, despite it being a completely new type of creature.

The fearsome beast was now covered in numerous wounds, its initial terrifying presence fading rapidly. At this rate, the raid would end in victory without too much trouble.

However…

‘Something feels off…’

To be honest, I had felt a sense of unease ever since we discovered the boss room.

Starting with the cave halfway down the cliff, everything seemed a bit too… artificial.

The ambient mana in the area, the layout—it all felt disconnected from the rest of the dungeon.

I kept my guard up, scanning the surroundings while the others were focused on the final blows.

“First line, hold! We’re finishing it with the next attack!” 

Screech!

Boom! 

Crash!

“Now! Finish it!” 

Bang!

Boom! 

Screeech!

With a final roar, the White Serpent collapsed to the ground, lifeless.

Thud!

‘Was it just my imagination?’

I turned my gaze awkwardly, feeling a bit sheepish, and shot another annoyed look at Gwak Min-ji.

“Click.”

Finally, as Yun Byeong-ho drove his sword into the White Serpent’s neck, he declared the raid’s victory.

“…Good work, everyone.”

The tense atmosphere of the raid team dissolved as everyone relaxed.

“Damn, that was the biggest one I’ve ever taken down.” 

“This dungeon was no joke, but we pulled through.” 

“Great teamwork, everyone. It would’ve been much harder without our cooperation.”

As the hunters started chatting and congratulating each other on the successful clear, Kim Seung-min’s voice cut through the lighthearted mood, his expression serious.

“But why hasn’t the portal appeared?”

“Huh?”

At his words, everyone quickly turned their attention to the surroundings.

There was no portal.

No sign of the portal that was supposed to appear when a dungeon was cleared.

We waited another minute, but nothing changed.

“It didn’t… clear?”

It was hard to believe, even as the words left someone’s mouth.

We had entered the boss room, defeated the boss.

What reason could there possibly be for the dungeon not clearing?

As the raid members froze in confusion, a strange sound began to echo through the room.

Bzzzzt.

Bzzzzzzzt.

A portal appeared, shimmering with strange lights and colors.

“Geez, scared me. Do portals malfunction now too?”

One of the hunters, laughing in disbelief, stepped toward the portal.

Sensing something wrong, I quickly opened my mouth to stop him, but Yun Byeong-ho was faster.

“Stop! Right now!”

“Wh-what’s wrong?”

“…Look closely. It’s not the return portal.”

Everyone turned their anxious gazes toward the portal.

Sure enough, it didn’t resemble the usual return portal. In fact, if anything, it looked more like…

“An… entry portal?”


It certainly resembled one.

The hunters exchanged uneasy glances, hoping someone would deny what they were seeing.

But amid the growing tension, Yun Byeong-ho, who had remained calm throughout, muttered under his breath.

“…Damn it.”

And with that one confirmation, the raid members realized the horrifying truth.
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The hunters of the raid team stood in stunned silence for a while, unable to speak.

Eventually, one of them managed to pull themselves together and speak up.

“No way… are you saying that a dungeon has formed inside the dungeon?”

“…That’s the only explanation that makes sense.”

“Then, do we have to clear that dungeon just to get out?”

It was an absurd and unreasonable situation.

They all understood it logically, but it was hard to accept.

“How much supply do we have left?”

“…About four days’ worth. If this new dungeon is anything like a large-scale dungeon, the chances of clearing it are very slim.”

No matter how they looked at it, things weren’t good.

They didn’t even know the grade or size of the new dungeon, which made everything even more uncertain.

They were essentially stepping into pitch-black darkness with no clear way forward.

“What if we just hold out until the break period?”

If safety was the priority, that was the logical course of action.

Normally, a large dungeon would experience a break about a month after its appearance, meaning it could occur within the next two weeks.

But even that wouldn’t be easy.

“Even if we ration, our food supplies won’t last. This environment is too harsh, and resources are too scarce.”

“And with this new dungeon showing up, there’s no guarantee the break will proceed as usual.”

In reality, there was no other choice. The only option left for the raid team was to push forward.

“Damn it, this is a no-win situation.”

There was a faint hope that this new dungeon might not be as dangerous as it seemed.

But considering how things had gone so far, it was hard to believe that things would suddenly go smoothly.

“…After a short rest, we’ll proceed.”

“Well, hell, if it’s not another large dungeon, we might stand a chance, right?”

And so, the conclusion was made.

After tending to their wounds and replenishing their supplies from the battle with the boss, the raid team gathered in front of the newly formed portal.

“Alright, let’s head in.”

Hoping it was just a manageable dungeon, the hunters entered the portal, their hearts full of tension.

Whoosh!

And immediately regretted it.

“…What the hell?”

The dungeon was like an ancient ruin, but the air was thick with an overwhelming concentration of mana.

#

As I said before, I had sensed something off from the moment we found the cave on the cliff that led to the boss room.

And now, stepping into this new dungeon through the portal, I instantly realized the source of that discomfort.

‘…There’s a high-level undead here.’

The thick, cloying presence of necromantic energy and dark mana was unmistakable.

The master of this dungeon was undoubtedly a very powerful undead.

“D-Did you all feel that?”

“Damn it! This doesn’t feel right at all.”

“The mana here is even denser than it was in the boss room.”

The hunters’ faces quickly filled with anxiety.

And for good reason.

Even for me, this was the most concentrated mana I had ever felt in any dungeon on Earth.

‘This definitely feels like it’s above B-rank.’

Tense and nervous, the team began cautiously advancing down the passageways.

“…At least, judging by the mana density and structure, it doesn’t seem like a large dungeon.”

That was a small piece of good news.

Even if it was a higher-level dungeon than expected, if we could find the boss room and clear it, we might still survive.

We had A-rank hunter Yun Byeong-ho on our side.

It wouldn’t be impossible, even if the enemy was formidable.

“…Master, something feels off about the air here,” Song Ha-yeon whispered, coming up to me.

“There might be something really dangerous.”

“But nothing your master can’t handle, right?”

Well, who knows. I still had the Book of Death at my disposal, and the cooldown on my Mind Stabilizing Ring would end soon, but I couldn’t sustain high firepower for very long.

When I averted my gaze with a conflicted expression, Song Ha-yeon seemed to sense something.

“…Is this place really that high-level?”

“Ugh, I don’t know,” I waved her off, and she backed away with a somewhat frustrated look.

Clink 

Clink. 

Step.

Step.

We had only gone a little farther when we received a signal from the scouts up ahead, indicating that they had found enemies.

“Prepare for battle.”

Rustle. 

Thud.

Thud.

Crack. 

Crack.

Creak.

A huge skeleton appeared, clattering with every step—a Skeleton Giant.

“What the… a giant?”

“Oh no! Doesn’t that mean this is a B-rank dungeon?”

For a moment, the faces of the team members brightened at the confirmation of the dungeon’s rank.

But that hope was quickly dashed as something far more terrifying emerged, exuding an overwhelming aura of malice from behind the giant.

Clip. 

Clop.

Neigh!

The headless knight, mounted atop a phantom horse, held a sword in one hand and his own severed head in the other.


It was a Dullahan, one of the notorious A5-rank monsters.

“Hiccup.”

“D-Dullahan!”

“…Damn it.”

One of the female hunters, overwhelmed with fear, began hiccupping.

The rest of the hunters gripped their weapons tighter, letting out hollow laughs.

They could sense what was coming.

Neigh!

Thud! Thud!

Boom! 

Slash!

“Kraaaagh!”

The Dullahan charged forward in an instant, crashing into the frontlines.

One hunter, after colliding with the ghostly steed, was thrown against the wall, his armor crushed.

In the same breath, another hunter’s arm was severed and sent flying.

As panic spread among the hunters, Yun Byeong-ho quickly stepped up to engage the Dullahan.

“Everyone, back off! I’ll handle him!”

Neigh! 

Boom! 

Slash! Slash!

“Attack and annihilate!”

Whoosh!

Crunch!

With his powerful skill and the support of the rearguard hunters, Yun Byeong-ho finally managed to defeat the Dullahan after several exchanges.

As the hunters breathed sighs of relief and marveled at Yun’s prowess, another group of Banshees and a second Dullahan emerged from deeper within the passage.

Clip-clop. Clip-clop.

Neigh!

“There are more enemies! Prepare for battle!”

The raid party braced themselves for yet another fierce encounter, trying desperately to suppress the gnawing fear from deep within.

#

Thanks to Yun Byeong-ho’s exceptional efforts, the raid team emerged victorious once again. But the situation was grim.

“What about Jong-hyuk?”

“…He’s already dead.”

One casualty and three others wounded.

It was hard to believe they had only fought twice so far, given the heavy toll.

“We’ve already encountered two Dullahans at the start.”

“…So, it’s an A-rank dungeon after all.”

“What do we do? We can’t take on an A-rank dungeon with this strength!”

Yun Byeong-ho may have been an A-rank hunter, but even he wasn’t invincible.

If they had to face an A-rank dungeon boss, even Yun might struggle.

‘……’

I, too, was deep in thought.

Taking down a Dullahan wasn’t impossible, but wasting energy here was out of the question.

There were much more dangerous threats lurking in this dungeon, ones far worse than mere Dullahans.

‘The place is well-organized.’

Just by observing briefly, I could tell this dungeon was structured like a fortress.

And based on my instincts, the master of this dungeon was probably already aware of our presence.

“So, what’s the plan? Do you have any brilliant ideas?”

“…We shouldn’t have entered this place in the first place. We’ve made an irreversible mistake.”

After the battle, the atmosphere among the hunters had become increasingly bleak.

They were already losing hope, and many had resigned themselves to the inevitability that more would die.

It was then that Kim Seung-min stepped forward.

“Blaming others won’t change anything.”

“…….”

“The best course of action is to find the boss room and confront it before we lose more strength. That’s the only way we have a chance.”

He was right.

Once the hunters calmed down, Kim Seung-min turned to me and Song Ha-yeon, speaking again.

“Can you raise the monster’s corpse?”

His words were met with a snide remark from another necromancer, a member of Hanul Guild.

“Hah! You’re confident, aren’t you? Do you really think you can control high-level monsters with the skills of your party members?

This place is already saturated with mana, making necromancy difficult. We tried, and it didn’t work.”

I gestured toward Song Ha-yeon, urging her to give it a try. She hesitated, whispering to me.

“He said it wouldn’t work…”

“He’s relying too much on brute-force skills. Just get it to stand, even if it’s weakened.”

Reluctantly, Song Ha-yeon moved toward the fallen Dullahan, muttering an incantation.

“Undead Call.”

Whoosh. 

Crumble.

Thud.

The Dullahan slowly rose, though clearly not at its full strength.

The other necromancer, shocked by what he saw, muttered in disbelief.

“T-That’s impossible…”

While the Dullahan wasn’t as powerful as before, having another combat-ready asset was a boon, and the others couldn’t help but express their surprise.

“I didn’t think it’d work…”

“Well, I guess celebrities are on a different level.”

Thanks to this, the mood among the team seemed to lighten somewhat.

But then, a strange voice echoed from somewhere.

Static.


[…Well, this is quite the surprise.]

We all turned to the source of the voice and spotted a small, floating undead hovering nearby.

The unnatural sight caused the team’s tension to spike.

[Shall we have a little chat?]

The being made no hostile moves but instead extended an invitation. Its destination? The dungeon’s boss room.
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The hunters, filled with tension, were led to the boss room by the flying undead.

Neigh!

Screech! 

Growl!

Along the way, they encountered dungeon monsters, but strangely, the creatures did not attack.

It was as if they had been ordered to let the hunters pass.

‘Damn, this is insane.’ 

‘What the hell is going on?’

A dungeon boss inviting hunters to its lair? None of the raid party had ever experienced something like this before.

All they could do was stay on high alert, their bodies tense with anticipation.

Creak. 

Boom.

As they arrived at the boss room, the door opened on its own, despite no one touching it.

The eerie sight struck fear into the hearts of the hunters.

“Welcome to my sanctuary.”

A deep, cold voice echoed through the room.

Neigh!

Crackle.

There, sitting on a luxurious throne, was a large figure, surrounded by rows of undead soldiers.

In its hand was a staff radiating immense power, and its body was draped in an elaborate robe.

The boss of the second dungeon—a Lich.

‘A Lich?’ 

‘That’s a high-rank monster only spoken of in stories!’ 

‘The aura it gives off is terrifying…’

The hunters froze in place.

A Lich was a monster that had only been witnessed once before, and the confirmed information stated it was at least A-rank, top tier.

In other words, no matter how hard the hunters tried, they stood no chance against it.

“D-Did you summon us here?” one of the hunters, voice trembling, managed to ask.

The Lich replied, “Indeed, it was I.”

There had to be a reason for this.

The Lich, observing the tense and silent hunters, bared its skeletal face in a grin.

“I wish to form a contract.”

“A… contract?” 

“Correct. If you fulfill the terms, I promise not to harm you.”

The hunters, confused by this unexpected offer, began to feel a flicker of hope.

One of them asked cautiously, “What kind of contract?”

“It’s simple. Become my servants.”

“Y-You mean you want to turn us into undead?”

The hunters, growing increasingly anxious, raised their weapons. But the Lich chuckled again.

“No, if I intended to do that, I would have killed you already. I wish to make you my servants as you are, with your minds intact.”

This proposition was even harder to understand.

The hunter who had stepped forward turned to the others, seeking their opinion.

“What… what do we do now?”

“What could a Lich possibly gain by making us its servants?”

“It’s suspicious… but what can we even do against a Lich?”

Amid the uncertainty, one man stepped forward and shouted at the Lich.

“…Are you really saying you won’t harm us?”

“H-Hey!” the others tried to stop him, but the man walked up to the Lich and repeated his question.

“I will take you at your word. I don’t want to die.”

“Very well. A wise choice.”

The man, his face filled with fear, turned to the raid party and spoke.

“…You all felt it the moment you saw it, didn’t you? If we fight, no matter what we do, we can’t win.”

It was true. Everyone knew it.

As the raid party plunged into confusion, the Lich continued with its enticing offer.

“If you become my servants, I will ensure you leave this dungeon alive.”

It was hard to believe, but the Lich showed no signs of ill intent.

While everyone was lost in indecision, Yun Byeong-ho, the raid leader, bit his lip and stepped forward.

“So, if we serve you and leave the dungeon, what happens next?”

“I have no desire to fight you. I simply wish to live in peace.”

“Lies.”

Yun Byeong-ho cut off the Lich’s seemingly calm words.

“After the dungeon break, you’ll use us as shields. Do you think I don’t see through your filthy plan?”

Yun then addressed the raid party, his voice sharp.

“Wake up! This thing plans to use us as hostages! If we let it escape, our families and civilians outside will be in danger!”

The Lich tilted its head in confusion.

“I don’t understand.”

“What don’t you understand?”

“If you defy me, you will all die anyway. And no matter what happens, I will leave this dungeon. What difference does it make?”

“We’ll die, but so will you. The hunters outside will kill you.”

Chuckle.

“Humans are such foolish creatures.”

At that moment, Yun Byeong-ho, who had been secretly gathering energy, swiftly drew his sword and lunged forward.

Whoosh!

“Attack and annihilate!”

Slash! 

Crack!

It was a swift and powerful strike.

The Lich seemed unable to react as its head was severed, the skull clattering to the ground.

Thud. 


Rattle.

However, the Lich slowly rose from its throne, leaving its severed head on the ground.

Creak.

Creak.

“Kill about half of them, and the rest will obey.”

Thud.

“Rise.” 

Whooosh. 

Rustle.

“Death Knight, Caliburn.”

Fwoosh!

The air was filled with thick malice and overwhelming magic, pressing down on everyone.

After over five thousand years of life, the Lich, Gordon, finally moved.

#

What followed was nothing short of a massacre. It wasn’t even a fight—it was pure, one-sided slaughter.

Slash! 

Splat!

The first to fall was Yun Byeong-ho, the raid leader.

His head flew through the air, and the bodies of the other Hanul Guild members who had followed him lay scattered around him.

“Shit.” 

“This… this doesn’t make sense…”

The enemy was powerful. Incredibly so.

To the raid members, who had struggled even against a single Dullahan, the Death Knight was an insurmountable wall.

“Rise.”

Whoosh.

Rustle.

At the Lich’s command, Yun Byeong-ho and the guild members rose again, now undead.

Seeing their fallen comrades resurrected as undead, the rest of the raid party completely lost their will to fight.

Thud. 

“Ugh…” 

“It’s over… We’re all going to die…”

And there I was, furiously trying to come up with a plan.

‘That damn half-baked Lich is acting like he’s so superior…’

In truth, the Lich wasn’t that strong—at least not by my old standards.

I would have laughed and crushed him without a second thought back then.

But compared to my current self, he was far stronger.

The Death Knight was a mid-tier high-level undead, and the Lich controlled an entire army without even showing signs of fatigue.

Honestly, the situation was much worse than I’d expected.

“Master, what do we do?” Song Ha-yeon whispered, her voice trembling with fear.

But no matter how many scenarios I ran through in my mind, no clear solution presented itself.

Just then, the Lich turned its attention toward us, speaking with a tone of intrigue.

“Oh, right. I almost forgot. There’s a promising necromancer among you.”

The Lich pointed directly at Song Ha-yeon, who had earlier taken control of the Dullahan.

“Me?”

“Yes, you. I don’t know where you learned your craft, but your skills are quite useful.

If you become my servant, I will grant you special treatment.”

“I-I…”

“Your techniques are decent but lack refinement. If you follow me, I’ll teach you the true essence of necromancy.”

His words ignited a surge of annoyance within me. How dare that pathetic creature talk like that?

“Human knowledge can only get you so far. But I possess the wisdom accumulated over thousands of years.”

I had to keep my anger in check.

He still didn’t know who I really was, and I needed to use that ignorance to my advantage.

I subtly handed Song Ha-yeon the medium I used to control the Doom Warrior that was once Jackson. Then, I whispered to her.

“Summon him.”

“Summon him? And then what?”

“Ugh. Target the Death Knight. I just need a brief opening, and I’ll take care of the rest.”

Meanwhile, the Lich turned back to the broken raid party, offering the same proposition once again.

“Swear your loyalty to me, and I will spare your lives.”

This time, the response was starkly divided.

Some of the hunters, fearing death, rushed to the Lich and bowed before him.

“I’ll serve you!” 

“I don’t want to die yet…”

“What are you doing? Did you forget what the raid leader said?”

“What do you expect us to do? Sit here and wait to die?”

Once the first few defectors made their choice, the majority of the remaining hunters, unable to overcome their fear of death, chose to stand by the Lich’s side.

Only eleven of us remained, including my party.

“Damn it. This is screwed up. Aren’t you ashamed?” Gwak Min-ji, bound by our soul contract and unable to betray me, shouted in frustration.

But it didn’t matter.


The remaining hunters were hopelessly outnumbered.

I had no choice but to harden my resolve.

‘There’s only one option left.’

I glanced down at the Soul Stabilization Ring on my hand, its gemstone holding a captured soul.

It was time to make my move.
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After obtaining the soul at the National Cemetery, I conducted extensive research on a Hunter named Chae Hwa-in.

‘…She was quite famous.’

She was known as a frontrunner among the first-generation Hunters and was regarded as a national pride of Korea, being the first in the world to be officially recognized with the S-rank title.

Indeed, as if to prove that reputation, Chae Hwa-in had established her presence, even in a soul state, without having deteriorated to the stage of decay.

Her soul contained immense energy, willpower, and high-grade materials. For that reason, I had planned to interact with it after regaining a bit more strength.

‘…..’

But the situation is urgent. Right now, I must use every available move.

Gruoo.

With a soul this remarkable, it’s now possible to create a powerful undead by providing a suitable body.

And, as luck would have it, there was a body of decent quality here.

It was none other than the Death Knight, Caliburn, summoned by the Lich.

“Aren’t the others coming?”

To the eleven Hunters who had not accepted the Lich’s proposal, the Lich finally issued a death sentence.

“In that case, die.”

Gruoo!

Screeech!

Neigh!

With the Death Knight’s roar as a signal, the Lich’s undead, who had been stationed in the room, began shrieking.

The Hunters trembled, shrinking back in fear at the sight.

Thus, the final battle began.

“Ugh, damn it. This is crazy. Undead Call!”

The first to retreat was Song Ha-yeon, who summoned all of her undead.

Two Skeleton Mashers, one Phantom Wolf, and the two Dullahans along with Doom Warrior Hans, whose ownership she had taken earlier.

Honestly, it seemed like she might be overwhelmed with control, but it looked like she was pouring all her strength into it.

“Hoho. Impressive.”

Thud.

Bzzz.

The Lich praised Song Ha-yeon as he struck his staff to the ground, casting an enhancement spell on his own undead.

The spellwork was swift and precise, flowing like water—testament to his long-lived experience.

[Grrr!]

[Groo!]

Slice!

Crash!

Crack!

The undead on both sides clashed, and the Hunters attacked the enemies with all they had, aiding Song Ha-yeon’s undead.

“Cover me!”

“Die, you bastard!”

“Fire Wall!”

Boom!

Whoosh!

Flare!

The battle was more balanced than expected.

Thanks to the Dullahans and Doom Warrior holding the front line, they managed to fight on somewhat even terms.

However, that only lasted for a short time.

Boom!

“Ring of Corrosion.”

Ssshh!

When the Lich struck the ground with his staff and uttered the spell, the battle situation began to collapse in an instant.

It seemed to have the effect of draining the life force of enemies within a certain range and transferring it to his undead.

A textbook necromancer tactic. He was utilizing his strengths perfectly.

It was simple, but that made it all the more powerful.

However, because of that, it was also easy to predict.

Crash!

After activating the stabilization spell on my ring, I borrowed a sword from one of my companions and swiftly broke through the enemy lines.

The target was the Death Knight, who was smashing through Dullahans and Doom Warrior on his own.

Seeing me, the Death Knight shook off the surrounding undead and swung his sword fiercely at me.

Whoosh—!

But I barely managed to parry it.

The Death Knight was a being I had studied and crafted numerous times.

By observing the movements of its skeleton and the flow of its aura, I could predict exactly what its next move would be.

Clang—!

Slash!

Due to the difference in strength, my arm creaked, and blood flowed from the area grazed by the blow, but it didn’t matter.

[Gruoo!]

[Neigh!]

Having watched my movements, Song Ha-yeon timed it perfectly and ordered her Dullahans and Doom Warrior to restrain the Death Knight.

‘…Now’s the time.’

Indeed, after everything, our teamwork had become quite smooth.

I raised my morale and charged directly toward the Death Knight.

“Book of Death.”

Fwoosh!

The moment the Lich sensed it, his expression changed. He realized something unusual was happening.

But it was already too late. I wouldn’t give him time to react.

Gruoo!

I grasped the blood-stained ring in my hand and shattered the gemstone at its center.

At the same time, I widened my wound and splattered the blood onto the Death Knight.

Slash!

“…What are you doing?”

The Lich probably didn’t understand what I was about to do.


“Undead Call.”

The soul of Chae Hwa-in, which had been sealed within the gemstone of the ring, was released, and I activated necromancy, using that soul and the body of the Death Knight as the medium.

Simultaneously, an overwhelming aura dispersed, and the mana in the air began to fluctuate wildly.

Fwoosh!

Hooong.

‘…This is cutting it close.’

Even though I was using the Lich’s own “Ring of Corrosion” spell to my advantage by channeling the power flowing into the Death Knight, it still wasn’t easy.

I forcefully pieced together the crumbling spell, partially using the power of the Book of Death, which also served as a high-level catalyst.

Zzzzz.

Crackle.

The Lich simply watched, making no moves.

Or rather, it was more accurate to say he couldn’t do anything.

‘He must be baffled.’

Any skilled necromancer would be certain that the ritual I was performing couldn’t possibly succeed.

The process was disordered, full of basic mistakes and errors in the ritual’s structure.

The idea that I could take control of his well-established undead with such a shoddy technique would be laughable from his perspective.

And honestly, he wasn’t entirely wrong.

If I had regained a bit more strength, I wouldn’t have resorted to such a risky method.

The Lich chuckled in disbelief as he glanced at Song Ha-yeon.

It’s hard to watch. You seem similar in technique—is she your student? It appears you haven’t taught her well… What a mess.

“Tsk tsk.”

He immediately raised his staff and pointed in the direction of me and the Death Knight.

He was preparing to finish it.

“Caliburn. Kill that fool and bring me the book he holds.”

But it was too late.

If he truly wanted to stop my ritual, he would have needed to act both quickly and accurately.

“Caliburn. Can you not hear me?”

Only then did the Lich realize something was wrong.

He frowned and turned his gaze back to me. I grinned at him.

“It is sloppy.”

“What?”

But if the Lich had been more perceptive, he might have realized something.

“Still, that doesn’t mean it’s impossible.”

That seemingly sloppy ritual had already begun invading and corrupting his undead.

By now, the Death Knight was nothing more than an empty shell.

I raised my morale once more as I observed it.

Then, without hesitation, I infused Chae Hwa-in’s soul into the vacant body.

“You did a pretty good job making this body with such meager skills. Did you put a lot of effort into it?”

“W-What!”

Crack.

Snap.

I could feel it. This was a success.

Without any further intervention, Chae Hwa-in had already found her place within the body and, with her immense willpower, quickly took control. Her adaptability was remarkable.

“I’ll take it from here.”

Crack.

Creak—!

The form of the Death Knight was already unrecognizable from before.

Its once massive frame had been compressed and shrunk, while pale skin spread across its body, taking on a more human-like shape.

Just as a mask of icy-blue death aura formed over her face, a strange resonance echoed throughout the area.

Woooong!

It was the resonance of a soul, signaling the birth of a high-ranking undead.

It had been a long time since I’d heard such a sound.

“Who… am I?”

Her sense of self had yet to fully form.

So, to remind her of her essence, I softly whispered her name.

“Chae Hwa-in.”

At that moment, Chae Hwa-in froze.

Then, powerful mana and aura surged from her entire being.

“Chae… Hwa-in…”

The birth of Chae Hwa-in, the former S-rank Hunter and now a high-ranking undead, Death Knight, was complete.

The Lich, watching the scene unfold, spoke in a trembling voice, as if in disbelief.

“This can’t be.”

“…..”

“This is impossible. It doesn’t make sense.”

Shaking his head, the Lich turned his hollow eyes toward me and spoke again.

“What are you?”

“And what would you do with that knowledge?”

Even if I explained, he wouldn’t understand.

The Lich, however, seemed to come to some conclusion on his own, speaking as if he had figured it out.

“No, now I can sense it. The smell of a kindred spirit hidden beneath your human shell.”

Boom!

The Lich, as if showing his true power, slammed his staff into the ground, releasing an immense surge of energy as he chanted a spell.

“Arise.”

Fwoosh!

Crack! Snap!

Rustle.

Clank!

At the front, I could already see four Dullahans and six Living Armors.

Behind them, countless undead were being summoned.

By this point, it was practically an army.

I looked down at Chae Hwa-in, who was still staring blankly, and gave her a command.

“Clear them all.”

“…Why?”

“Huh?”

Both I and the Hunters watching the situation unfold behind me were dumbfounded by her response.

Did… did I make a mistake?

It seemed that due to the complexity of the ritual, my authority to command hadn’t been properly established.

‘The connection is definitely there, though?’

Perhaps it was partly because my strength had waned, and also because Chae Hwa-in’s will was too powerful.

Regardless, it was a troublesome situation.

Sensing an opportunity, the Lich made a quick decision and sent the four Dullahans charging toward me, who stood at the forefront.

Neigh!

Boom.

Thud.

Clatter!

Just as I clicked my tongue and raised my sword to defend myself, a fierce storm swept before my eyes.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Crash—!

“Ugh!”

When I finally managed to reopen my dust-filled eyes, all that remained were the mangled remains of two Dullahans, torn beyond recognition.

Step.


Step.

Clank.

As Chae Hwa-in passed by me, who was still standing there in shock, she quietly muttered.

“…Are those the enemies?”

Feeling the broken ring’s power fade away, I awkwardly lowered my gaze to the ground and, for some reason, only managed a weak nod.
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Crash! Boom─!

Chae Hwa-in, with a blank expression, silently slaughtered the Lich’s undead.

The process was disturbingly calm and indifferent.

Perhaps it was because she had only recently been revived, but from the looks of it, her cognitive abilities didn’t seem fully clear yet.

“H-How could such a powerful undead…?”

The Lich muttered in shock as he watched his forces being swept away.

To be honest, I felt the same.

I had only thought reviving Chae Hwa-in through the body of the Death Knight would be worth trying, but I never expected her to be this powerful.

‘Is the material of an S-rank Hunter truly that exceptional?’

Or maybe Chae Hwa-in was just a special case.

Either way, this was a favorable situation for me.

Screech!

Rip! Crack!

Chae Hwa-in swung her sword, cutting through enemies as if scattering wind, seemingly able to use some of the power and skills she had in life.

Faced with her overwhelming presence, the Lich spoke with a hardened face.

“…This is troubling. I didn’t think I’d have to bring this out here.”

Crash!

The Lich slammed his staff into the ground, releasing dark energy as he began chanting a spell.

It appeared he was about to unveil his final move.

Crack.

Snap.

Rustle.

Roots extended from the Lich’s staff, burrowing into the ground and slithering across the floor like snakes.

Those roots moved in unison with the Lich, creeping toward the Hunters who had retreated behind him.

“Huh? Wait, no—!”

“Aaah!”

Fwoosh!

Crunch!

In an instant, the roots pierced through the bodies of the Hunters, draining their life force.

Their bodies shriveled up as if they had been starved for years.

The Lich placed his hand on his staff, now brimming with stolen life force, and unleashed his ultimate weapon.

“Rise.”

Rumble.

A dark, cursed tree began to rise from the ground, growing into a massive figure around the Lich’s staff.

The tree radiated malevolent energy and curses in every direction.

“Cursed Ent, Morgan.”

It seemed to be a powerful plant-type monster, now turned into an undead.

Certainly worthy of being called the Lich’s trump card.

“Kill them all.”

Rustle!

Whip!

At the Lich’s command, countless tree branches shot toward me and the other Hunters.

However, Chae Hwa-in launched herself forward, slicing most of them apart in the blink of an eye.

Slash!

Crack!

Thud!

Her swordsmanship was nothing short of beautiful.

Even as someone familiar with renowned swordsmen, I could tell that Chae Hwa-in’s skill was exceptional.

“Focus on that one! Take her down first!”

Roar!

At the Lich’s furious order, the Cursed Ent let out a deafening, cursed howl.

“Aaagh!”

“Urgh!”

“I… I can’t move!”

Even Chae Hwa-in flinched for a moment under the attack, and in that brief opening, a flood of branches rushed toward her.

Boom!

Boom!

Boom!

The full-force assault sent Chae Hwa-in crashing into the wall of the boss room, causing parts of her armor to shatter and leaving her noticeably injured.

But that was as far as it went.

“Can’t you see by just looking?”

“…What?”

“There’s just no comparison.”

Snap!

As she nonchalantly spoke, revealing her irritation, Chae Hwa-in tore out the branch lodged in her shoulder and readied her stance.

“…Sword of Creation.”

And once again, a storm of power surged forth.

Boom!

Slash! Slash!

The tremendous sound made every Hunter instinctively duck, and it wasn’t until much later that they finally raised their heads to survey the scene.

The massive Cursed Ent was now nothing more than a pile of chopped wood, utterly decimated.

Its will had completely vanished.

Watching the scene unfold, I smirked slightly and turned to the Lich, who stood there in utter disbelief.

“There are quite a few things I’d like to ask you.”

“D-Don’t get cocky! You can’t kill me anyway—”

“Your Life Vessel? The one buried under that throne?”

“How… how do you know that!”

It had been a long time since I became capable of reading the mind of a typical Lich.

Since the Life Vessel was bound to be within the boss room, I had been searching for it ever since I entered.


And when the Cursed Ent was summoned, I was certain.

The roots that were tearing through the ground hadn’t shown the same intensity near the throne.

“Damn it! For me to be defeated by the likes of you…!”

With Chae Hwa-in by my side, I approached the Lich and asked, “What do you know about the dungeon?”

This Lich’s behavior was far from ordinary.

He had hidden inside a low-rank dungeon, taken Hunters hostage, and even devised a plan to resist the outside forces.

At the very least, it meant he had knowledge of the relationship between the dungeon and Earth.

“Tell me everything you know.”

“I-I can’t say.”

“Then die.”

At my threat, the Lich frantically shook his head, eventually beginning to spill the truth.

“It’s not that I don’t want to; it’s that I can’t. There are hardly any memories of it left in my mind.”

Now that was an intriguing statement.

It suggested that there was a higher entity controlling the Lich, someone who could manipulate him without effort.

“Then you’re useless.”

“W-Wait!”

The Lich cried out in desperation, trying to focus as if recalling something important.

What he finally said was rather shocking.

“I can’t be sure if this is something I heard or something I deduced on my own… My memory is too unclear. But there’s one faint piece of information lingering in the corner of my mind.”

“…..”

“All of this is just part of the process, and it’s only the beginning.”

It was a statement both ominous and confusing.

I stood there, lost in thought for a moment, before staring coldly at the Lich.

I then lowered my head and quietly asked, “Should I spare you?”

“…Are you saying you won’t kill me?”

The situation had completely flipped from before.

At my sweet offer, the Lich looked at me with a mix of confusion and anticipation.

Fwoosh.

I pulled out the Book of Death and pointed at it with one hand as I continued speaking.

“If I destroy your vessel, the dungeon will likely be cleared, and a portal will appear.”

“……”

“But with this as a medium, I can preserve your soul separately.

It’s obvious just by looking at it that this isn’t an ordinary artifact. As a Lich, you could revive as long as you have an appropriate body, right?”

Normally, I wouldn’t have considered this.

The Lich was powerful, but not extraordinary enough to be worth using a blank page from the Book of Death.

However, I had changed my mind.

It was worth the effort to bring him out of this place with me.

“I want to see if I can restore your memories.”

I smiled with an enigmatic expression.

#

After that, I made a soul contract with the Lich, Gordon, and transferred him into the Book of Death. At the same time, I made sure to destroy the Life Vessel.

Whirr.

“The portal is open.”

“We’re alive!”

“…This time, it’s the real one, right?”

“…Whatever it is, I just want to go home now.”

The Hunters, while relieved, still showed a somber atmosphere.

Too many lives had been lost for them to fully celebrate their survival.

“Over here! Call the medical team!”

“Is team leader Yoon Byungho here?”

“What happened? Where are the others?”

Outside, troops had been stationed, prepared for a potential break due to the delayed dungeon clear.

As a result, there was ongoing chaos for a while.

And the next day, the world went into a literal frenzy.

【Now double dungeons? Can we no longer trust rank assessments?】

【Out of thirty-four people, only eleven survived. The tragedy that unfolded in a B-rank large-scale dungeon.】

【The Hunter Association promises to provide full care for the survivors and assess the situation.】

A double dungeon.

Alongside the conditional dungeon from before, this new form of dungeon completely shattered existing norms, sending the world into a state of heightened alarm.

Countries dispatched researchers to uncover the phenomenon, desperate to gather information from the survivors.

At the center of it all was none other than me.

【Baek Eunha, survivor of the conditional dungeon, participated as a member of the team in this latest double dungeon.】

【Her two brushes with tragedy garner widespread support from netizens.】

It seemed that after getting repeatedly caught up in these strange incidents, I had unintentionally captured the public’s attention.

And now, as I stood at the heart of this attention…

“I’m fine, really.”

“No way. You’re staying here until the day after tomorrow. You’re badly injured too, Oppa.”


“B-but I can’t…”

“…Keep this up, and I’ll just smash your computer.”

“Urk.”

As soon as the dungeon was cleared, I had been rushed to the hospital for a full checkup and treatment, courtesy of Seoha.

All the while, I silently lamented the real-time deductions on my gaming account.
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A week had passed since the double dungeon incident.

Most of the Hunters from the raid team had returned to their daily lives, and I, too, was discharged from the hospital and returned home.

The first thing that greeted me, unfortunately, was my account, where my rank had dropped due to inactivity.

【Diamond I】

“…Sigh.”

As expected, the penalty was unforgiving.

The thought of having to grind my way back up was overwhelming.

With a sigh, I summoned my status window into the air.

Ding.

[Baek Eunha]

▶ Title: 

▶ Level: 35

Thanks to the large-scale dungeon and taking down monsters from the double dungeon, my level had increased significantly.

At least that was one positive outcome amidst the misfortune.

Feeling a small surge of confidence, I nodded in satisfaction.

“Now I’m finally getting somewhere.”

At this point, I could probably summon someone on the level of Jack or Hans without overloading the Book of Death.

I was finally free from the days of collapsing from exhaustion after using too much power.

‘The B-rank promotion exam is also in progress…’

Things were progressing smoothly for the most part.

However, I had a few new concerns: Chae Hwa-in, the former S-rank Hunter, and the Lich, Gordon.

‘I need to restore both of their memories.’

Ironically, like Gordon, Chae Hwa-in couldn’t remember most of her past.

It was likely because her soul had been dormant for so long and then hastily turned into an undead through a rushed ritual.

-She’s likely to regain her memories as time passes.

“Who doesn’t know that?”

Since I had established a temporary connection, Gordon could communicate with me even while inside the Book of Death.

“Says the one who can’t even remember his own past. Tsk.”

-…..

Due to the soul contract that bound him to me, Gordon had become extremely subservient, fully aware of his dependence on me.

-If you prepare a suitable vessel for my soul, I will serve you with all my heart…

“Weren’t you calling me a third-rate hack not too long ago?”

-Cough.

His sudden change of attitude, calling me a master, was irritating.

But regardless, the most immediate task was creating a new body for Gordon. I clicked my tongue, lost in thought.

‘The ring is broken, so I need a replacement.’

Helena had promised to search for a similar item as quickly as possible, but given that the ring had been a high-grade artifact, it wouldn’t be easy to find.

In the meantime, I planned to work on the research I had been putting off and begin crafting a new Life Vessel for Gordon.

‘I may not like it, but this guy is the key.’

The mysterious circumstances that had led to my being transported to Tebe and the side effects I experienced upon returning, as well as the unexplained dungeon phenomenon—restoring Gordon’s memory would likely provide some clues to unravel these events.

“…A useless fool, indeed.

-I will dedicate myself fully to recovering my memories as soon as possible.

And so, a month passed.

#

Click.

Click.

Tick, tick.

-The two behind don’t have spells left.

“When will they get them back?”

-Approximately 24 seconds and 17 seconds.

Click.

Click click!

【You have eliminated an enemy!】

It seemed Gordon wasn’t just a Lich for show—within a month, he had fully adapted to modern society.

He wasn’t just learning the basics of living; he had absorbed a vast amount of modern knowledge, to a point where no further explanation was needed.

Boom!

【Victory!】

-A perfect victory. Utilizing even the most incompetent to lead a war is the true mark of a ruler. Truly magnificent.

“…Quit the flattery.”

After spending a month together, we had developed quite a bit of synergy.

As a result, I had already recognized Gordon as my third disciple.

-I’m eager to form a physical body soon. There’s so much fascinating knowledge in this world.

“Don’t rush me. We’re almost there.”

I wasn’t repeating the mistakes of the past.

Of course, I hadn’t just been idling around. Gordon’s new Life Vessel was now in the final stages of completion.

‘Everything’s going smoothly.’

I hadn’t participated in any dungeon raids with my party during this time, but the value of Gordon’s Life Vessel far outweighed that.

In simple terms, it was adding more power than a typical A-rank Hunter to my arsenal.

Once completed, I’d be able to summon Gordon without using much energy, and regardless of whether his memories returned, he’d be a highly valuable asset.

Whirr.

I began the final steps of the process with utmost care.

The medium I chose was a necklace with powerful durability-enhancing magic.

Since the enhancement was only applied to the necklace itself, I had been able to purchase it at a low price.

Considering a Life Vessel’s durability was crucial, this was a good deal for me.

-How is it?

“…Don’t talk to me right now.”

It wasn’t until late at night, after the sun had set, that the work was finally completed.

-Then, please proceed.

With Gordon’s cooperation, I transferred his soul from the Book of Death to the new Life Vessel.


Before long, Gordon summoned himself in his soul form.

“Success.”

“How’s your condition?”

“Excellent.”

For now, he was only a soul, but with the right focus, he could easily resurrect his former physical form.

A truly versatile servant, one that could be used in many ways.

“What about your memories?”

At my question, Gordon shook his head.

Despite taking additional steps while creating the new Life Vessel, it seemed that there was no effect on his memory.

‘…It’s too much to expect at this stage.’

But there was no rush.

I had already regained much of my power, and the tasks I needed to accomplish remained unchanged.

I stared blankly at the star-filled night sky.

#

“So, this is the… Lich?”

“Yep. His name is Gordon.”

The next day, I introduced Gordon to Seoha after she woke up.

Though I had explained it to her before, she still seemed taken aback.

With a somewhat uneasy expression, she greeted Gordon.

“…I’ll try to get along with you.”

“Though I now serve my master, keep in mind that a mere human like you should never dare—“

Smack!

I infused my strike with energy and hit him in the back of the head for spouting unnecessary nonsense.

Gordon, with a disgruntled look, revised his statement.

“I will… be in your care.”

Next, I introduced Gordon to the rest of the party.

It was just after they had returned from a dungeon without me.

Their reactions to seeing Gordon were varied, to say the least.

“You really brought him back to life…”

“…Can he be used as an asset in battle?”

“Y-you’re not going to betray us or anything, right?”

After finishing the introductions, the evening had already set in. I pondered over things while heading home in Song Ha-yeon’s car.

‘Now, I can handle about two or three people.’

There was a time when even riding in Song Ha-yeon’s car felt like a significant ordeal, but now, it was much more manageable.

Maybe by the time I hit level 50, I’d be able to live a somewhat normal life again.

These annoying side effects would eventually disappear, and hopefully, I’d regain my original body too.

…Although, I’ve gotten so used to this one.’

Feeling a bit bitter, I tilted my head back and closed my eyes.

I don’t know how much time had passed when a strange sensation made me snap my eyes open.

“Stop the car.”

“Huh?”

“Ugh. Too late.”

Screeech!

A large cargo truck had crossed over the centerline, hurtling toward us.

“Huh? Oh no!”

Song Ha-yeon panicked and swerved the steering wheel, but it was too late.

A powerful crash and a bone-shaking impact hit us head-on.

CRASH!

BOOM—!

Song Ha-yeon’s compact car spun twice and crashed into the mountainside.

We barely managed to kick open the mangled door and crawl out.

Thunk!

“Ugh, ouch…”

“You okay?”

“My leg… the reaction was too slow…”

“I told you to work on your reflexes.”

Leaving Song Ha-yeon behind as she looked teary-eyed at her wrecked car, I headed toward the truck that had hit us to check on the driver.

The driver, a man in his mid-40s, was bleeding heavily, and it was clear he wasn’t going to make it.

‘…Something felt off from this direction.’

BANG!

Opening the door, I lifted the man’s head off the steering wheel and saw strange runes written with magic on his forehead.

“Hades?”

The faint energy I had sensed earlier was still lingering around the man’s head.

It seemed like he had fallen victim to some form of mind control.

In other words, someone had intentionally sent this truck to attack me.

‘…This is annoying.’

It wasn’t exactly an attack but more of a malicious greeting, given the way the message was left behind.

And I found it incredibly irritating.

Whirr.

This type of magic was something I could use as well.

Through the remnants of magic in the man’s mind, I briefly traced the faint echoes of what had happened.

A woman with red hair and a sharp, striking face.

 Around her, a bustling cityscape that clearly wasn’t in Korea.


As if sensing my presence, she flinched and stared into the air, startled.

I locked eyes with her across the distance, silently taking in her appearance.

“….”

Ever since I’d begun to be called the Lord of Death from the other side, I had never turned down this kind of brazen challenge.

And it always ended the same way—with my opponent’s death.
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“Uh, um, so, that is…”

After the accident, Song Ha-yeon and I had to deal with a barrage of questions during the investigation. Song Ha-yeon did most of the answering, but without my ring, the whole situation felt deeply uncomfortable for me.

Exhausted, I returned home and threw myself onto the bed, frowning.

“Hades, huh?”

At the time of the accident, I wasn’t entirely sure, but I now recalled that Jackson, right before his death, had mentioned something about Hades seeking revenge.

In simple terms, it meant I had become the target of that vengeance.

‘These guys are really asking for it.’

Thanks to them, I’d had a thoroughly unpleasant day. Sooner or later, they’d have to pay for that.

“Come out.”

Whirr.

-What can I do for you?

Gordon appeared in his soul form.

I relayed the image of the woman and the street I’d seen during the accident.

“Can you track her down?”

-It’s possible.

“Good.”

As expected, he was a capable ally. I rolled over on my bed, deep in thought.

‘They’ll probably make a move soon.’

Given the brazen way they sent me this message, it meant they were confident.

‘They must have something up their sleeve.’

Even knowing Jackson’s fate, they had chosen to act boldly. That was definitely something to keep an eye on.

‘For now, I’ll lie low until Helena brings me what I need…’

As much as I hated it, keeping a low profile seemed like the best option for now.

The next day, I told Seoha I’d be going on a trip for a while. Then, I called up Song Ha-yeon.

“Know of any good hotels?”

“…What? Where?”

“We’ll be staying somewhere else for a while, just the two of us.”

Song Ha-yeon, confused by my explanation, eventually understood and went home to pack her things.

Thus began an indefinite stay away from home.

#

Somewhere in Texas, USA.

A tall man with a solid build spoke to a woman with long red hair, who was unusually unsettled.

“You’ve been off since yesterday. What’s going on? This isn’t like you.”

“…I told you, he saw me.”

After the death of Jackson, Hades had managed to trace the perpetrator.

And Hades never leaves his enemies alive.

Naturally, Baek Eunha, who killed Jackson, had become Hades’ next target.

One of Hades’ subordinates, the puppeteer Trione, had used her abilities the previous day to send a message of declaration to Baek Eunha, letting her know she was their next target.

The intention was clear: to make her slowly wither away in fear and uncertainty.

However, something strange had happened. During the process, Eunha had forcefully synchronized with Trione’s mind, briefly discovering her location.

It was something Trione had never experienced before.

“I heard she’s a necromancer, right?”

“I’m not sure what method they used, but one thing’s clear: they’re not an easy opponent. There’s a reason Jackson was taken down so easily.”

Trione clicked her tongue, recalling the deadly gaze of Baek Eunha, her face contorting in displeasure.

“It’s certain that anyone who killed Jackson has power above A-rank.”

“No specific orders from the boss?”

“He said not to call him for a while.”

“…Because of her, right?”

The greatest obstacle to Hades at the moment was none other than the S-rank Hunter, Helena.

Her recent active involvement had made things difficult for Hades’ group, forcing them to be cautious on multiple fronts.

“This is troublesome. We can’t afford any more setbacks. We’ll have to handle this ourselves.”

“…I know.”

After a brief moment of thought, Trione flashed a meaningful smile and spoke to the large man in front of her.

“Call Wei.”

“That maniac?”

“If we’re going to do this, we might as well do it right.”

#

“So, how long do we have to keep this up?”

“Uh… until they either come to us or we find them…?”

Lying on the spacious bed, scrolling through my phone, I glanced at Song Ha-yeon, who looked restless as she leaned closer to me.

“Do you really think they’ll come?”

“…They will. They’ve already revealed their names.”

“Ugh, I’ve already gone three days without streaming.”

“I told you to put up a notice. It’s an addiction at this point. Also, back off, you’re too close.”

It wasn’t just me; both Song Ha-yeon and I were likely targets. Splitting up would only increase the risk.

“You know you’d get wrecked if you fought alone.”

“I know you’re right, but that hurts my pride…”

Still, she was handling all the miscellaneous tasks in my place, given I didn’t have my ring.

As much as I hated to admit it, Song Ha-yeon was a valuable asset.

Things would get messy without her.

I turned to Gordon, who was busy fiddling with equipment in the corner, and voiced my complaint.

“You said you could find them…”

“Ah, it’s only been three days.”

“Useless.”

“……”

I had briefly hoped he might find something quickly, but realistically, I didn’t expect much.

If these enemies were careless enough to be found so easily, they wouldn’t be part of a secret organization.

“You’ve been speaking pretty well without your ring lately,” Song Ha-yeon noted.

“I’m getting better.”


“Can I touch your hair now?”

“If you want to get kicked out, go ahead.”

“Meh.”

Clearly bored, Song Ha-yeon started lifting dumbbells she’d bought nearby, trying to pass the time.

After a while, as she wiped the sweat from her brow with a towel, she asked me a question.

“By the way, wasn’t there someone else besides the Lich?”

“…Chae Hwa-in?”

“Yeah, I don’t remember the name, but her.”

Chae Hwa-in, like Gordon, was sealed inside the Book of Death.

However, her situation was a bit more complicated.

“The command structure isn’t fully in place.”

“So, you can’t summon her?”

“I can, but…”

Who knows? She might regain her memories at any moment and try to stab me for turning her into an undead.

Even setting that aside, her current state was a bit… off. I wasn’t eager to summon her unless absolutely necessary.

“She was really beautiful and flashy though…”

“If you want one like her, why don’t you make one yourself?”

“Come on, you know I can’t yet.”

Despite her complaint, Song Ha-yeon was steadily improving.

With a bit more help from me, she wouldn’t be far from creating a high-level undead of her own.

Another day passed, and on the next, three pieces of news arrived for us.

The first was that my Hunter rank had been promoted to B-rank.

The second was the news of a new returnee arriving in Korea.

And the third…

[H-help me!]

…was that Gwak Minji, who had gone on vacation after clearing a dungeon, had been kidnapped by Hades’ forces.

#

“They said she’s in Chungbuk, right?”

“…..”

“Yeah.”

It was clear that Gwak Minji had been taken as a hostage.

Honestly, I had expected them to come after us directly, so this was an unforeseen turn of events.

“What should we do?”

“It’s… pretty far.”

“She was taken because of us, and that’s what you’re saying?”

To be honest, I wasn’t exactly brimming with motivation to rescue her.

But since the enemy had laid out the board for us, there was no reason to refuse.

In the end, I headed to Chungbuk with Song Ha-yeon and Gordon in tow.

Vroom.

“It looks pretty dangerous, you know.”

We were heading straight into enemy territory, and it was highly likely they were fully prepared.

To be frank, it was like walking straight into a trap.

“No problem. A mere group of humans is nothing—I can handle them alone,” Gordon said with confidence, though I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling inside.

‘They wouldn’t have an S-rank, would they?’

The odds were slim, but considering this was a secret organization, nothing was off the table.

After all, Jackson himself was an A-rank Hunter. If there was a leader, they could be even stronger.

“Well, we’ll find out soon enough.”

Worst case, I could use Gordon as a shield and escape if things went south.

We arrived at an abandoned factory in the middle of nowhere, devoid of any human presence.

“You go first,” I said to Gordon.

“Yes, understood.”

Thud.

Creak.

Creeeeak.

Taking on a human form with his magic, Gordon led the way inside the factory.

Inside, Gwak Minji was bound with ropes, looking worse for wear, but she was alone.

Tadadak.

“Mmmpf! Mmmph!”

“What a mess you’re in,” Song Ha-yeon said, rushing over to free her while I expanded my senses, checking the surroundings.

But strangely, there was no sign of any other presence.

‘What the hell is going on?’

Just as I began to ponder, I felt a familiar energy I’d sensed before, faintly emanating from a corner of the factory.

And it was coming from Gwak Minji.

“Song Ha-yeon, step back.”

“Huh?”

At that moment, Gwak Minji’s eyes lost focus, and her body started convulsing violently.

Tadadak.

As she charged forward, I caught sight of suspicious objects beneath her clothes—an explosive vest, the kind you’d see in movies.

“Holy crap!”

Song Ha-yeon jumped back in shock, but the situation was dire.

Biting my lip, I rushed toward the charging Gwak Minji and began chanting a spell.

At the same time, a massive explosion engulfed the factory.

BOOM!

“Master!”

Song Ha-yeon screamed, but naturally, I was unharmed. Gwak Minji was safe as well.

“A pitiful attempt…”

Drip.

Drip.

“Master… your arm…”

My left arm was burned and bleeding from the shoulder.

A quick glance confirmed that my clothes in the area were torn to shreds, but thankfully, it wasn’t a fatal wound.

I winced slightly at the pain rising within me.

“Ugh. Take her.”

I handed the unconscious Gwak Minji to Song Ha-yeon, then turned my gaze toward the factory entrance.

There were new presences approaching, drawn by the sound of the explosion.

Step.

Step.

“…I can’t believe this old-fashioned hostage tactic actually worked.”

“Heh, I told you they’d come.”

“They’re more foolish than I imagined.”

Three figures approached.

The red-haired woman and the giant man I had seen through the linked vision, along with a hooded man grinning grotesquely, holding a blade.

‘…Annoying.’


I had encountered their kind countless times before.

Foolish, insignificant people who swarmed like flies, unaware of the gap between us.

And no matter how much you explain, people like them never realize the difference.

I positioned Gordon in front of me to block their view and whispered a spell.

“Book of Death.”
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I felt my frustration rising, and I wanted nothing more than to bury the three in front of me right then and there.

But there were just too many people.

On top of that, the blood loss and the side effects were making me feel weaker.

 I signaled Song Ha-yeon with a nod, indicating she should take Kwak Minji and move back.

“There’s one more of you than we expected.”

They were likely referring to Gordon.

I, hiding behind him, tapped his shoulder and whispered something in his ear.

Gordon repeated my words to them.

“If we take care of you, who’s coming next?”

“There’s no one else. You’ll end here.”

“They said there’s more, Master,” Gordon relayed, as I whispered again.

“…..”

“Why don’t you save the trouble and bring them all at once,” Gordon continued. “If you take that woman as a hostage again, we won’t come next time, even if you blow her up.”

“…Running your mouth well, aren’t you?”

Shhrrrk.

It seemed they didn’t want to continue the conversation either.

The enemy began channeling their magic and activating a prepared spell.

“Now that you’re here, there’s no way out.”

Step.

Step.

Step.

Suddenly, a large number of presences started to approach from the other side of the abandoned factory.

Soon, I saw numerous people, each with blank expressions, equipped with various weapons.

They had the same eerie energy pattern as the truck driver from before.

So this was the work of the mind-controller.

I quickly hid fully behind Gordon, my mind racing.

‘…This isn’t good.’

Those people were all being controlled, which meant they were prime triggers for my side effects.

I felt my head spinning almost immediately.

“What’s wrong? Lost your confidence?” the opponent taunted, but I was too disoriented to care.

‘How many of them are there?’

Just looking at the sheer number of them was enough to make me dizzy.

There was no way I could fight in the midst of this debuff hell.

I whispered to Gordon.

“Can you take care of all three of them?”

“Their power feels significant. It will be difficult to manage them alone…”

Considering Jackson’s strength, it was likely all three of these enemies were around his level or stronger.

“Most of them are awakened. I wouldn’t expect to slip away easily,” one of them sneered.

“Heh. Can I start now? My body’s itching for action,”

said the hooded man, who promptly disappeared like a mirage.

Tatatak!

There was no time to think.

The mind-controlled awakened army began charging toward us, and the hooded man vanished into thin air.

“Move them somewhere out of sight!”

Without my ring, there was no way I could keep my wits around such a crowd. I ordered Gordon to deal with them and immediately fled deeper into the factory.

“…Annoying pests.”

Boom.

Gordon summoned his staff and slammed it into the ground. Then he began casting a spell.

“Arise.”

Fwoosh!

Fwoosh!

Only about ten skeletons and a banshee emerged from the spell.

“…..”

“Right, I almost forgot. I destroyed most of Gordon’s undead during our last battle.”

Running on shaky legs, I reached the wall where Song Ha-yeon had laid Gwak Minji down.

She was already summoning her own undead.

Fwoosh!

Fwoosh!

“Master, are you okay?”

“…No, I’m not. Ugh.”

I should have anticipated they could control people, but I hadn’t expected them to employ such overwhelming numbers.

This was a classic, overwhelming horde tactic, and I’d been caught off guard.

I sank to the floor, trying to steady my breathing.

Then, making a decision, I gave Song Ha-yeon an order.

“Stay here and hold them off.”

“Huh?”

“Undead Call.”

Whirr.

Boom!

I summoned a Doom Warrior and immediately had it smash through the wall.

Without a second thought, I ran out of the factory.

“M-Master? Where are you going?!”

I heard Song Ha-yeon’s panicked shout from behind, but I ignored it.

No matter what, I had to tear through the enemy forces.

Boom.

Boom.

Boom.

Hanging onto the shoulder of the Doom Warrior, I traveled a fair distance before I sensed two presences closing in behind me.

It was clear now that it was the two left behind—the large man and the hooded assassin.


‘……’

The red-haired woman was absent, which was somewhat expected.

I figured they would prioritize coming after me.

I stopped the Doom Warrior and turned my head to face them.

“You won’t be able to run.”

“Heh. Was it really necessary for both of us to come?”

“Don’t get careless, Wei. This is the one who killed Jackson.”

Whirr.

Wei’s figure blurred for a moment as he charged his energy, disappearing just like before.

It was clear now—he was a stealth assassin type, similar to Gwak Minji.

Suddenly, he reappeared behind the Doom Warrior, driving two dagger-like fangs straight into its neck.

Crunch!

[Grrrrr!]

The Doom Warrior swung its weapon wildly, but Wei had already vanished again, his speed extraordinary.

Shhrrrk!

Wei landed on the ground, shaking off the bone dust from his blades.

“Not much to it. Medison, you handle the big guy. I’ll take care of the girl.”

Hearing that, I couldn’t help but chuckle under my breath.

Finally, I felt calm enough to speak again. I mumbled softly without making eye contact.

“You can’t even recognize an old friend, can you?”

“What are you talking about?”

Their confusion lasted only a moment, as their eyes drifted to the Doom Warrior, who had once been Jackson.

I smiled, my voice growing darker as I asked, “So, how should I make you two?”

“Heh. This arrogant little—”

Wei let out a short laugh before suddenly launching himself toward me with a burst of speed.

Boom!

“I’ll tear your limbs off and send them to your family.”

Swish!

Clang!

His near-invisible attack was intercepted by the body of the Doom Warrior.

I stood behind it, holding the Book of Death, and began chanting a spell.

Rustle!

“Extraction.”

I opened to the ninth and eleventh pages—those containing the essences of Jack and Hans.

“Materialization.”

Whirr.

Thunk.

With a flicker of energy, two glowing blue eyes and cracked skulls materialized in my hands.

Fwoosh!

I summoned the pre-prepared bodies, fusing the essences into them as I completed the spell.

“Activation.”

Snap.

Crack.

Rustle.

From my outstretched hands, dark mist seeped out, transforming the forms in front of me into their familiar appearances.

I whispered the final command, “Undead Call.”

There would be consequences later, but that didn’t matter.

If I was going to take down both of these enemies while the mind-controller was absent, this was the only way.

“Jack Callista. Hans.”

Whirr.

Snap!

Crack!

As the summoning completed, Jack and Hans stirred to life, their eyes fixed on the enemies.

“……”

Sensing the ominous aura around them, Medison and Wei tensed, drawing upon their own powers.

Jack was the first to step forward, cracking his neck as he spoke.

“Do I just need to kill both of them?”

I pointed my finger directly at Wei and calmly gave my instruction.

“…That one—cut off his arms and legs before killing him.”

“With pleasure.”

Fwoosh.

Without another word, Jack melted into the shadows like a diver sinking into deep water.

“Where do you think you’re going!”

Shhrrrk.

Wei quickly activated his stealth skill to follow, but just as he did, shadows erupted from beneath him, pulling him down.

“Guh?!”

Fwoosh!

“Wei!”

 Medison yelled, his expression tightening as he charged forward, only to be blocked by Hans.

“…Move.”

“Why would I?”

With a growl of frustration, Medison activated his skill and charged at Hans.

“Iron Body.”

Rumble.

Boom!

With a violent blow, Medison’s fist caved in Hans’ chest, sending him flying.

But moments later, Hans stood up as if nothing had happened, casually rolling his shoulder.

Crack.

Crack.

His recovery was noticeably faster than before, thanks to my increasing level, which had gradually restored more of his original strength.

‘…Looks like the other side won’t be a problem either.’

Medison, seeing the impossible sight before him, furrowed his brow and charged again, using another skill.

“Titan’s Mace!”

Whirr.

*BOOM—!*

Though it was just a punch, the sound that echoed was incomparable to his earlier attacks.

The sheer force left a small crater in the ground, showcasing the devastating power behind it.

Thud!

Hans, with half of his head torn off, crashed into the dirt. Medison approached me with a warning.

“If you don’t pull Wei out now, I’ll crush your skull next.”

But instead of responding, I simply raised my finger again and pointed behind him.

Medison’s eyes widened as he quickly turned around, only to see Hans, his head fully regenerated, rising from the crater with ease.

Nodding toward Medison, Hans spoke casually.

“You’re stronger than I thought…”

He then gestured toward the stunned Medison.

“Why don’t you try a little harder?”

“This… this is impossible…”

Realizing the situation was dire, Medison instinctively began to step back.


At that moment, a small object shot out from the nearby shadows.

Fwoosh!

Thud.

Blood splattered across the ground as it fell—a severed arm.

It was Wei’s arm, the one that had been dragged into the shadows.
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Trione was a Hunter who had made quite a name for herself in the U.S. before joining Hades.

She was a top-tier talent, once considered a promising future S-rank. 

However, her limits arrived much faster than expected, and in her desperate struggle, she discovered her true ability—the power to manipulate emotions and control minds.

With that power, Trione became a unique presence, even among A-rank Hunters.

But now…

“What the hell is that guy?”

In front of her stood an unknown necromancer, cloaked in a dull, shadowy hood.

While the undead he summoned weren’t exceptionally strong, something about the situation felt off.

‘…This doesn’t feel right.’

She was clearly in a dominant position.

Her subordinates, who had been under her mind control for years, were pushing back the necromancer’s undead forces, yet the enemy showed no signs of worry.

“Is this all you’ve got?” Gordon asked nonchalantly, his tone taunting.

Trione grimaced and responded sharply.

“Of course not.”

BOOM!

One of the controlled Awakeners used their power to trigger a powerful explosion, and in the chaos, the assassin-type Awakeners lunged at Gordon in a sudden rush.

‘He’s just a backline caster, no match in close combat.’

Convinced of her impending victory, Trione watched as the assassins closed in on Gordon.

None of the Awakeners under her control were A-rank, but for a necromancer like him, even their lower ranks should be enough to deal with him in melee combat.

Thwack!

Slash!

Shhk!

As expected, the combined attacks from her subordinates tore into Gordon, slashing and stabbing his body, seemingly delivering a fatal blow.

Thinking her earlier concerns were unnecessary, Trione turned her attention to Song Ha-yeon, who stood in the background.

“It looks like this will be over faster than I thought.”

“…I wouldn’t be so sure.”

Trione raised an eyebrow at Song Ha-yeon’s peculiar response, her unease growing.

“The two who went after her? They won’t make it back.”

“You’re clinging to false hope. Even Jackson was no match for those two when they worked together.”

Just then, an eerie laugh echoed through the ruined factory.

“Heh heh heh. You say the most amusing things.”

“How…?”

Snap!

Gordon, who should have been fatally injured, suddenly released a burst of dark energy.

With malevolent force, he grabbed the heads of the assassins who had stabbed him, pulling them close.

“Energy Drain.”

Whirr!

Crack!

In an instant, the assassins’ bodies began to wither and dry up as their life force was drained.

Trione, alarmed, quickly called the rest of her subordinates to retreat from Gordon’s vicinity.

“You… What are you?”

This was no ordinary necromancer.

The aura radiating from him was unlike anything Trione had ever encountered before.

Swallowing nervously, Trione watched as Gordon’s true form began to reveal itself.

Crack.

Crack.

“Foolish creatures. You step into the mire of death without even realizing it. Truly pitiful.”

His body was now a skeleton, pure white bone, with hollow, empty eye sockets that seemed to hold the abyss within.

From those cracks seeped a condensed, oppressive aura of death.

Upon seeing this, Trione unconsciously stepped back, her face filled with disbelief.

“A L-Lich…? How could a Lich be here?!”

Trione couldn’t comprehend the situation.

A Lich, one of the most powerful bosses of high-level dungeons, was standing right here, outside a dungeon, working alongside humans.

It defied all logic.

‘No, wait…’

She remembered hearing something during her investigation into Baek Eunha.

In the recent double dungeon incident that shook the world, the boss of that dungeon had been a Lich.

‘It must be him, there’s no one else it could be.’

If that were the case, it meant Baek Eunha had somehow extracted the boss from the dungeon without triggering a break.

‘Is that even possible?’

Fear and uncertainty began to creep into Trione’s mind.

If Baek Eunha was behind this, what exactly was she capable of?

And that unsettling thought soon became reality.

Whoosh.

Splat!

A warm liquid splashed onto Trione’s cheek.

Wiping it away with her hand, she realized it was blood.

But it wasn’t hers.

“No way…”

Looking down, she saw the severed limb of someone who had been chasing Baek Eunha earlier.

It was one of Wei’s arms.

“You couldn’t even take down one of them? What a disappointment.”

A soft voice called out, making Trione flinch in shock.

“I deliberately left some of the work for you. After all, as a disciple, it wouldn’t be right to take everything from my master, would it?”

“…I don’t really care.”

Standing beside Baek Eunha was a massive undead figure, one Trione hadn’t seen earlier.

And as she looked closer, something about the undead’s attire seemed oddly familiar.

“No… this can’t be…”

Trione desperately tried to deny it, but the truth in front of her was too clear to ignore.


Both of her comrades, who at best looked like high schoolers, had been completely defeated by this young girl without even inflicting a single wound.

What Trione felt was an overwhelming fear flooding over her before she had time to react.

‘…I need to escape.’

Wei had been dismembered and killed, and Medison, turned into an undead, had even had his soul captured by the enemy.

She would rather die than suffer such a humiliating fate.

Whirr.

Trione began gathering all her magical power, spreading it across the wide space.

Her ability wasn’t just simple mind control.

She could also spread her magic to confuse a large number of enemies at once.

“Confusion!”

Whirr.

Yet, despite casting her spell, her opponent remained completely unaffected.

Before she could comprehend what was happening, her spell shattered.

Crack!

Shatter.

“Why…?”

“I’ve gotten used to it by now.”

Though Trione didn’t know how, it was clear that Baek Eunha had somehow broken her spell.

Thud.

Realizing she had no other means left, Trione fell into despair.

Then, she heard the clear sound of footsteps approaching.

Step.

Step.

Thunk.

“…Tch, I even had to go through a troublesome investigation because of you.”

“……”

Baek Eunha reached out her hand toward Trione’s head, biting the corner of her mouth.

“If you’ve been going around brainwashing people like that, don’t you think it’s time for payback?”

“What…?”

“Swear, deep in your heart, that you’ll offer both your body and mind to me.”

It was the soul contract technique she had used earlier on Gwak Minji.

“What if I refuse?”

“Well… if you want to end up like him,” she said, gesturing to the now fully undead Medison, “then go ahead.”

Staring at Medison, whose humanity had completely faded, Trione gulped.

“…I swear.”

Whirr.

Shatter.

With that, Trione’s soul became bound to Baek Eunha.

Baek Eunha, covering her mouth as if stifling something, gave Trione her first command.

“First, tell me… everything you know.”

“…Understood.”

“Actually, no… Move back about 10 meters. Ugh….”

And with that, the first battle against Hades came to a close.

#

[That’s everything I know. Given the situation, you can be sure I’m not lying.]

After binding Trione’s soul and extracting her contact information, I took a call about 15 meters away to receive information about Hades.

“You were acting all high and mighty, and this is all you know?”

[It’s true. I only joined Hades recently, so I don’t know much. Honestly, Jackson probably knew more than I do.]

However, during the fight with Jackson, summoning Fenneroche’s true form took a heavy toll on me, and since I hadn’t been aware of Hades’ existence, I missed the chance to extract useful information from him.

Given the situation now, it was a regretful mistake.

‘…So there are higher-ups above these guys?’

According to Trione, while there weren’t formal ranks, there were four individuals who were implicitly treated as superiors within Hades.

And three of them were returnees.

To be honest, that was an unexpected piece of information.

‘I had a feeling things would get tougher when everyone started throwing around A-rank like it was nothing…’

Of course, not all returnees possessed immense power, but they were at least figures to keep a close eye on.

I didn’t have to look far to understand—after all, I was classified as a returnee myself.

‘And their goal…’

Apparently, it was to resurrect something, though Trione didn’t know the specifics.

I pressed her for more details, but unfortunately, that was the extent of her knowledge.

“Useless.”

[……]

With the brief interrogation finished, Trione, in a trembling voice, asked me:

[What do you plan to do with me now?]

“You’ll be Slave Number 3.”

Honestly, no further explanation was needed.

From my perspective, I now had a useful subordinate, nothing more, nothing less, someone who could at least hold their own and not get beaten up too easily.

I had Trione fully release her mind control over Gwak Minji, then stuffed her into the car trunk.

That wrapped up the situation nicely.

As Trione attempted to get into the car with us, I shot her a disdainful look and snapped at her.

“What are you doing?”

“…Aren’t you taking me with you?”


“Tch. You’re staying behind to clean up. Isn’t it obvious?”

“Then how will I find you later?”

“Figure it out and catch up.”

Thud.

And with that, we ended our short but eventful excursion and headed back home.
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After the situation was settled, I had Trione live at Gwak Minji’s house.

It made sense to keep the slaves together to handle various tasks, and since Trione had combat abilities, she could cover for Gwak Minji in case of any unexpected threats.

‘…..’

There were several reasons I kept Trione alive.

With her powerful mind-control abilities, she would be useful in many ways, and she could take on some of the smaller tasks.

The biggest reason, however, was to lure out the remaining members of Hades.

‘…If she stays with us, someone is bound to show up.’

From Hades’ perspective, having a comrade who went to kill their enemy but ended up living with them instead would definitely raise suspicions.

Trione, just by being there, was a highly effective bait.

Tug.

I buried my aching head in the pillow as I pulled the blanket over myself.

The aftereffects of summoning both Hans and Jack in the recent battle were taking their toll, and I was suffering from overexertion once again.

“Oppa, I’m heading out.”

“Huh…?”

Although I was lying in bed, worn out, the fact that I could now summon two high-level undead at once, even if it took some effort, was promising.

‘…But it’s still far from enough.’

There was something Trione had mentioned that kept nagging at me.

One of the three returnees who held significant power within Hades was also a necromancer like me.

From what she said, this individual was capable of controlling high-level undead, which was concerning.

Honestly, I couldn’t ignore it.

‘If we fought now, I’d probably lose…’

Losing to another necromancer, especially one who was also a returnee? That was something I simply couldn’t accept.

My pride wouldn’t allow it.

‘I need to level up more.’

In the end, that was the only solution. It was the simplest and most reliable path forward.

As I was burning with the desire to grow stronger, a message came through.

Ding.

[I’ve found it.]

It was a message from Helena, my second disciple, who I’d been eagerly waiting to hear from.

#

Although it was good news that we’d finally found a replacement for the ring, things weren’t going as smoothly as expected.

[There’s a bit of a problem.]

“Why? What’s wrong?”

[The owner of the ring is a bit… difficult. It seems like you’ll need to come in person.]

“Tch…”

The sudden news left me flustered, but I started to imagine the situation in my head.

Traveling abroad without my ring, going to the airport, being around people, boarding a plane? Absolutely impossible.

But I had momentarily forgotten who I was talking to—a globally famous star.

[I’ll send a private jet for you.]

And that’s how, for the first time in my life, I got to experience something I had never even dreamed of.

“……”

Since I was still recovering from the overexertion, we waited two weeks before I gathered Song Ha-yeon and Trione, and we headed to meet Helena.

“…Why am I coming along?” Trione asked.

“You’re bait.”

If Hades’ members showed up while I was away, the whole point of using Trione as bait would be meaningless. It was only logical.

“Wow…”

Song Ha-yeon looked around in awe, her eyes sparkling at the sight of the private jet she had only heard about before.

Gordon, watching this from the necklace, clicked his tongue.

-How disgraceful. She has no class. She’s clearly not fit to be your disciple.

For some reason, Gordon had recently developed a strange rivalry with Song Ha-yeon, despite having previously tried to recruit her as his disciple.

Ignoring him, I replied dryly, “You’re the one replacing her.”

-…..

That shut him up, and we boarded the jet under the guidance of Helena’s staff.

Our destination was Heathrow Airport in England.

“We’ve been expecting you,” the driver said as we arrived.

A luxurious car was waiting for us at the airport, and I couldn’t help but feel a bit intimidated as I sat alone by the window, trying to focus on the passing scenery.

“Master, are you okay?” Song Ha-yeon asked.

“Ugh. Don’t talk to me…”

After a long and exhausting journey, we finally arrived and stepped out of the car to see a grand, extravagant building in front of us—one of the branches of the Calliope Guild, to which Helena belonged.

“I-I’m getting nervous,” Song Ha-yeon muttered, visibly tense.

Ignoring her, I nudged Trione with my finger, signaling for her to go ahead and draw attention away from us.

“…I get it. Stop poking me.”

Click.

Led by the staff, we entered the guild. Almost immediately, all eyes turned toward us.

It wasn’t surprising—an exotic group of people suddenly appearing would naturally draw attention.

“They are guests of Miss Helena,” the staff member announced.

Hearing those words, the guild members were startled and began to murmur.

Some of them hastily stood up or bowed their heads slightly, offering greetings.

This moment clearly showed the status Helena held within the guild.

I, with my head lowered, awkwardly followed the group, and soon we arrived at the 10th floor, where Helena was waiting, by elevator.

“Was there anything uncomfortable during your trip here?”

“No, not really, but I’m just tired.”

Even though Helena had arranged everything for our convenience, I was already exhausted, to be honest.

Thud.

As I flopped onto the sofa, pushing Song Hayeon and Trione to one side, Helena spoke quietly to me.

“This item has better performance than the ring I gave you last time. Its value is also extremely high.”

“…That sounds good.”

“The only issue is that the owner refuses to sell the item unless you grant their request.”

At her words, I lifted my face from the sofa and glanced at Helena.


“W-What kind of request?”

Helena, unusually, gave a slightly awkward smile and avoided my gaze.

Then, with a hint of suppressed laughter, she spoke to me.

“They want to take a picture.”

“Of what?”

“Of you, Master.”

That was a condition I had not anticipated at all.

#

“So, let me get this straight. They want to use me as a model?”

The owner of the artifact that Helena found was the daughter of a well-known Hunter family in England and the owner of a famous clothing company.

And it seemed the owner had been eyeing me for quite some time.

Upon hearing that, I fell silent for a while.

Then, I asked Helena.

“Isn’t there anything else?”

“No. There aren’t many artifacts with such effects to begin with.”

“Ugh.”

It was quite a troublesome situation.

I could maybe do it just this once, but it was fundamentally not my kind of thing.

As I was caught in confusion, Song Hayeon approached and said.

“Why don’t you just do it? They’re offering a lot of money.”

“…..”

‘Ah, typical extrovert thinking.’

I glared at Song Hayeon with a displeased expression.

“They said there’s no other way anyway.”

That was undeniably true.

With no alternative, I sighed deeply and accepted the proposal.

And so, we headed once again to the agreed-upon location.

“The lady is waiting upstairs.”

Of course, being a famous figure, the building was impressively luxurious as well.

Since there was no need for all of us to gather, I left Song Hayeon and Trione outside and headed to the top floor, where the item’s owner was waiting, accompanied only by Helena.

Ding.

Slide.

As the elevator doors opened, Helena and I were met by a young blonde woman and an older man, who appeared to be her attendant.

The moment the man saw us, he flinched and quickly stepped in front of the woman, but she gently stopped him with a soft smile.

“There’s no need to be so cautious. As I said, they are our guests.”

Then, she looked at Helena and me and continued speaking.

“It’s rare to see Mr. Brooks react this way, but should I say it’s because of ‘Hel’?”

“This is the first time we’ve met face to face. How’s your father doing?”

“He’s well, of course.”

As the woman and Helena exchanged a conversation that only they seemed to understand, I quietly observed the old man, Brooks, who had now stepped back.

‘I don’t feel any pressure.’

Given my past experiences, that could only mean one thing: he was a returnee.

As we exchanged unreadable glances, the blonde woman approached me first before I could speak.

“It’s nice to meet you. I’m Aila.”

“Ah, um, yes…”

She was an incredibly uncomfortable person.

Not that her impression was bad, but she exuded such a strong aura of upper-class sophistication that it instinctively made me feel small.

Seeing my reaction, Aila covered her mouth and let out a small laugh as she spoke again.

“Haha, I’d heard about you, but this is quite something. Given the situation, perhaps it’s better to give you the item first before we talk?”

With her signal, Brooks promptly brought forward an elegant box.

Aila took out a ring, emitting a strange power, from the box and began explaining.

“Based on the tests we’ve done so far, the effect seems to be that it brings the wearer’s physical condition up to its peak, depending on their will.

To put it simply, as long as it’s active, it helps you maintain your condition indefinitely.”

“……”

“It doesn’t work on injuries, but it’s very effective against various abnormal statuses.”

From the sound of it, it was a very powerful item.

At this level, even high-ranking Hunters would covet it, not just me.

As I gave her a questioning look, Aila awkwardly laughed and explained further.

“This artifact comes with a drawback. Despite being able to activate the effect whenever you want, its efficiency decreases over time.”

“W-What kind of drawback…?”

At my question, Aila smiled mysteriously.


“I don’t know. It varies from person to person.”

Then, slipping the ring onto my finger, she spoke again.

“If you’re okay with it, would you like to try it here and now?”

Without even thinking, I nodded in agreement.

Thirty minutes later, as I regained my senses, the scene before me was Helena, desperately trying to suppress her laughter while I lay on her lap.
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I jolted up in confusion, quickly pulling myself away from Helena’s arms.

As I looked around with a bewildered expression, I noticed Ayla gazing at me with a sort of amused fondness.

What on earth had just happened?

“Are you alright?”

“Y-yeah, I think so…”

I remembered testing the effects of the ring.

We had run the test for about fifteen minutes, and during that time, my usual side effects were noticeably reduced.

But after the effect stopped, my memory went fuzzy.

As I gave Helena a questioning look, she averted her eyes, as if trying to hold back a laugh.

“Uh, well… You got tipsy.”

“What?”

“You were completely drunk.”

I just stared, stunned. It had been ages since I’d heard that word in relation to myself.

“I… I made a scene?”

I hadn’t really touched alcohol since this happened to me, but back in Thebes, I was unbeatable in drinking contests.

The idea was shocking.

Besides, I hadn’t actually drunk anything, had I?

As I sat there in shock, Ayla—who had regained her composure—spoke up.

“That’s odd. Usually, this level of side effect doesn’t occur with short-term usage.

And one more thing—just as long as you activate an artifact’s power, there’s also a corresponding drawback.

It seems that, for you, the effect is as if you’re inebriated for the duration of use.”

I felt my face grow hot as I turned to Helena, mortified.

“What… what did you see?”

“Maybe it’s best you don’t know?”

Seeing Helena’s expression, I realized I must have acted inappropriately.

I began to draw on my magic.

“Wh-whoosh. I’ll erase your memory.”

“Not likely, given your current level.”

It was true; I didn’t have the power right now to tamper with Helena’s memory.

Frustrated, I let my magic dissipate, trembling slightly.

Clap!

Suddenly, Ayla clapped her hands and addressed us.

“Well, now that we’ve confirmed the effect, shall we get going?”

That’s when it hit me—our real challenge hadn’t even begun.

#

Click.

Click-click!

“Great! Looking good, but could you brighten up your expression just a bit?”

“How?”

“Try thinking of a happy memory.”

I pictured the moment I reached Challenger rank for the first time and managed a beaming smile.

Ayla looked very pleased, and then returned with more clothes.

“This time, let’s go for a more mature look. I’ll touch up your makeup as well.”

Reluctantly, I trudged over to the staff area.

This photoshoot had been going on for two hours already, with no end in sight.

I grumbled and asked Ayla a thought that had come to mind.

“Am I going to stay tipsy like this for the rest of the day?”

Ayla glanced away, looking a bit awkward.

I heaved a deep sigh.

“We’re finishing this in three hours. No longer, or I’m done.”

“Understood. That should be enough time.”

Finally, after we wrapped up the shoot, I left the studio completely drained.

Of course, the ring’s effect is still active.

The moment I stop using it, I’ll be hit with a wave of intoxication, but it couldn’t be helped. 

“Thank you for your hard work. I’m glad I asked you for this. I’m sure it will turn out to be a good piece.”

“……”

Though it was a very cumbersome process, in the end, I got what I wanted. It was a mutually beneficial deal. 

‘The side effects are bothersome, but the effect itself is far better than the one I had before.’ 

Especially the fact that its duration could be freely controlled.

Although using it for a long time would lead to a longer rebound, it would be a great advantage in battle.

After saying farewell to Ayla and Brooks, who had come out to see us off, we returned to the Calliope Guild.

#

“It’s unusual. You seemed quite tense,”

Ayla said to Brooks as she returned to the top floor of the building after seeing Helena and Baek Eun-ha off. 

“Is Helena’s power really that intimidating?”

“Needless to say, her power is clearly stronger than before.” 

However, the one Brooks had been intently watching was not Helena; in fact, it was the opposite.

“Helena as well, but if you meet them again, there’s someone else you should be particularly cautious of.” 

“Baek Eun-ha?”

“She’s…not ordinary.” 

Ayla blinked at the remark.

After all, anyone of a high enough rank was fundamentally different from ordinary people.

But Brooks shook his head firmly.

“That’s not what I mean.” 

“Then?”

“It’s not just a matter of strength or lack thereof.” 

This was a rare assessment from Brooks.

It was the first time he had spoken of someone in this way, so Ayla waited expectantly for him to continue.

“As you know, I have this eye.”


An eye of truth, a legacy of a dragon—a mythical being in a world different from Earth—that he had obtained.

Brooks’s left eye briefly elongated like that of a reptile before returning to normal. 

“Did your eye see something?”

“I saw her soul, or rather, a part of it.” 

As tension began to fill the air, Brooks spoke as if he could still vividly recall what he had seen.

“It wasn’t just one.” 

“Not just one?”

“It kept shifting its form as I watched, possessing countless different appearances.” 

And among them… 

“One of them was the full form of a dragon.”

“A dragon?” 

Ayla couldn’t quite grasp what he meant.

Brooks spoke, his voice slightly trembling as he gave his answer.

“It’s one of two things.”

“…….”

“She herself is a dragon, or perhaps…” 

An unprecedented being that has even devoured a dragon’s soul.

Ayla gulped.

If all of this were true and such a Baek Eun-ha was aligned with Helena…

“The power structure of Britain’s top guilds will be massively shaken in the near future.”

#

At the same time, somewhere in Pennsylvania, USA, in a secret government facility. 

At its deepest level, a vast storm of magical energy erupted momentarily.

Boom! 

“What’s going on?” 

“It seems to be in the room where the Prophet resides!”

In this place, there was a single awakened individual, known by the alias of the Prophet. 

This was a top-secret matter, known only to a select few in the upper echelons of the United States government. 

There was nothing beneficial in revealing to other nations that the U.S. had the power to glimpse fragments of the future.

Clang! 

“Are you alright?” 

“……”

Inside the wide-open door stood a woman with silver-blue hair.

She slowly opened her previously closed eyes and spoke softly.

“…I witnessed several scenes.” 

“W-what kind?”

The man hastily took a notebook and pen from his pocket, listening intently to the woman’s words.

Whatever she was about to say, it was bound to be of utmost importance.

“An entity that shouldn’t exist is about to appear.”

“What is it?”

“I don’t know. But it was an extremely ominous and unsettling presence.”

Scratch, scratch.

As the man desperately scribbled down her words, the woman paused, recalling her memories before she began to speak again.

“An S-rank dungeon will appear. This time, we know the timing. Approximately six months from now. We don’t know the location.”

“My God, an S-rank…”

“There’s something else. The American A-rank hunter Oliver and S-rank hunter Austin will be murdered. We don’t know when, but… I saw their killer’s eyes.”

“T-Their eyes?”

The woman, trembling slightly, continued, her hands shaking.

“…Eyes filled with rage and resentment, the eyes of the dead.”

The intensity of her tremor was so vivid that the man swallowed nervously, his hands shaking as he continued to take notes.

Watching him, the woman added a final note.

“Even after killing those two, the anger didn’t subside.”

“…..”

“It’s likely that it won’t end with just those two.”

“Y-You mean…?”

“Yes. Just as you think.”

If no one stopped this being…

“America may suffer irreparable losses.”

#

Meanwhile, inside the Calliope Guild’s tenth floor, which Helena was using as a shelter.


“…So, what exactly happened here?”

“There’s a side effect from the artifact. I think it’ll last until tonight.”

“D-Don’t abandon me! I’ll do better!”

“Ugh. Alright, calm down already!”

Returning to the guild, Song Ha-yeon let out a sigh full of unease as she looked at Baek Eun-ha, who clung to her with teary eyes.
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“How did it go?”

“…I managed to put them to sleep for now.”

Song Ha-yeon, looking utterly drained, trudged over and sat on the sofa. In that state, it was clear they’d have to spend the night here without any hope of leaving.

As Song Ha-yeon sighed, Trione, who had been silent up until now, approached Helena and spoke up.

“What exactly are you thinking?”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t play dumb. This is all part of your plan, isn’t it?”

Jackson’s death, Baek Eun-ha’s clash with Hades, and now the revelation that Baek Eun-ha was close to Helena?

It was too coincidental to be mere chance.

With a sour expression, Trione continued.

“This was planned from the beginning. Starting with Jackson, are you intending to wage an all-out war with Hades?”

Helena replied with a subtle smile.

“That’s a bit of a misunderstanding. I wasn’t the one who started the conflict with Jackson.

That was my mentor.”

“And I’m supposed to believe that? If you weren’t involved, what reason would she have to fight Jackson to the death?”

It was Song Ha-yeon, not Helena, who responded.

“Well, he did delete her game account…”

“What are you talking about?”

“Jackson deleted our mentor’s game account.”

Seeing Trione’s puzzled expression, Song Ha-yeon explained further.

“After that, she got so furious that she went to kill him.”

“…Are you mocking me?”

Trione looked utterly baffled, but what could he say? It was the truth.

Song Ha-yeon gave him a sheepish smile.

“You’ve spent some time with her. Surely you have an idea of what kind of person she is.”

“……”

Trione pondered this for a moment, then nodded slightly, as if conceding the point.

“…Indeed, that kid is far from normal.”

Given that she’d spend every spare moment glued to the computer, building her life in virtual worlds, it made sense she might do anything if someone messed with her.

“But killing someone over a game account?”

“It’s hard to argue with that…”

Listening quietly, Helena savored a sip of wine and finally spoke.

Chal-lang.

“She’s lived her life like this.”

“……”

“And had no choice but to continue living that way. On her side, anyway.”

Simply put, Baek Eun-ha was a ruler and a predator.

In her mind, doing whatever she pleased was the natural order of things.

“Is there even a need to argue about it now? Besides, you’re an enemy of Hades, too.”

“…Damn, you’re not wrong.”

Seeing Trione’s troubled expression, Helena took another sip of her drink and asked him a question.

“By the way, you mentioned a returning necromancer on that side. Could you tell me more about them?”

“…….”

“I’m interested in that person, you see.”

And so, the night in London deepened.

#

“Master, do you really not remember anything?”

“I told you, I don’t.”

“Fascinating… So this is what it’s like to black out?”

After finishing all our business, we were about to part ways with Helena and return to Korea.

Song Ha-yeon, who had been chattering nonstop about the previous day, suddenly looked concerned and spoke.

“Master, I’m saying this just in case, but please don’t lift the effect just anywhere, okay?”

“…I know.”

If I used it wisely, there shouldn’t be any problem.

I waved Song Ha-yeon aside as she stood next to me.

Then, on a whim, I took off the ring on my finger and handed it to her.

“Here, why don’t you try it out for a bit?”

“What? Absolutely not.”

“Come on, just for a minute.”

With a reluctant expression, Song Ha-yeon used the ring for about a minute before quickly deactivating it.

“…How is it?”

“Don’t feel much, honestly. Maybe a little sore around my waist…”

Just as I expected.

According to Ayla, the demerit grows based on the time spent using the ring’s power and the benefit gained.

For me, already plagued by various mental side effects, the backlash appeared to be especially severe.

‘Well, I’ll just have to manage it carefully.’

Though the forced intoxication was painful, there was no other choice.

I’d have to gauge the situation and use it accordingly.

“We’re almost at the airport.”

While moving to Helena’s private plane again, a man passed by me, keeping a distance of about two meters.

And then. 

Whoosh.

“……”

“Master? What’s wrong?” 

For a moment, a faint wave surged from the death aura connected to my soul. 

Judging by the feeling, it was undoubtedly Chae Hwa-in.

But after that, there was no particular reaction. 

‘What was that?’ 

Pausing momentarily, I dismissed it as a passing feeling and, following the guidance of the staff, boarded the private jet. 


And so, the matters in London came to a close. 

And then. 

“Ah, why have you had that expression since earlier?” 

“…Brother, just because you’re feeling a bit better, you’re acting up, huh?” 

“No, it’s just…” 

“Last time, you left me behind to hang out with Song Ha-yeon.

Now you’re traveling overseas too. Do you really like Song Ha-yeon that much?” 

“…..”

Watching Seo-ha, who somehow seemed rather sulky, I had to spend the entire day trying to cheer her up. 

#

Anyway, obtaining the ring allowed me to resume various activities once again. 

Together with the other members who had each finished their rest, I focused on clearing dungeons and accumulating experience points for a while. 

Ding.

【Your level has increased!】 

That makes it level 37 now. 

The faintly distant level 40 is now close at hand. 

“Everyone, good work. Let’s call it a day. Ah, Ms. Gwak Min-ji, could you help me organize the materials for a bit? Of course, I’ll provide additional compensation.” 

“Alright, sounds good.” 

Having completed today’s dungeon run, I returned home, sighed, and collapsed onto my bed. 

Thunk.

With the sound of the bed springs, a familiar coziness began to envelop my entire body. 

‘…Time sure flies.’ 

Someone listening might call it boastful.

My growth speed was already plenty fast compared to others, and there were no real obstacles in my way. 

But it wasn’t enough. 

Having already reached a much higher level in the past, I found myself dissatisfied with this progress, no matter how it went. 

After lying in bed for a while, I got up and approached Seo-ha, who was in the living room, and casually asked a question. 

“What level are you now?” 

“Level? I reached 61 in the last run.” 

It was certainly an impressive level. 

Previously, I had thought of it as just a high number, but now, a faint sense of respect even began to form. 

As I tidied my hair, I asked Seo-ha, 

“At that level, you still can’t get an S-rank?” 

“From that point, it’s not just determined by level…”

“Well, unlike grades below A-rank set by national institutions,

I heard that achieving S-rank requires a direct assessment from an international agency to be recognized.”

“Are you thinking of applying for the assessment?”

“Not yet. I’m quite satisfied with my current lifestyle.”

I had a vague idea, but it seemed that Seoha wasn’t the type to be overly concerned about rankings.

While I was lost in thought, Seoha cast me a suspicious look and asked, 

“You haven’t forgotten our promise, right?”

“…I remember.” 

She must be referring to our plan to go on a trip together, a promise made to cheer her up last time.

I sprawled on the living room sofa, recalling the recent buzz in the media.

The information first reported during Minji Kwak’s kidnapping case alongside my promotion news.

It was about a new returnee who had appeared in Korea. 

‘…This is actually quite intriguing.’

So far, I’ve only met two returnees in person: Choi Hamin from Korea and the elderly Brooks, who was serving as Ayla’s bodyguard.

Unfortunately, due to circumstances, I hadn’t been able to have a proper conversation with Brooks, which I regretted.

I decided to ask Seoha, who had established a place for herself in the Korean Hunter community.

“Have you heard anything about this new returnee?”

“…Yes, I hear news from time to time.”

This returnee was classified as an A-type, meaning they returned with powers acquired from another world.

According to what Seoha had heard, the estimated rank was about A-rank.

“So, nothing special then.”

“You never know; nothing’s certain yet. Maybe there’s something different about them, like with you.”

Now that she mentioned it, I was even more intrigued.

“Is there a way to meet them?”

“Well, if they become a Hunter, they might join a guild soon.

When that happens, we might get a chance to meet.”


In other words, we’ll only know once things unfold.

While I lay absent-mindedly with my face buried in the sofa, Seoha moved away to take a sudden call from her guild.

After finishing the call, she returned with a look of surprise and spoke to me as I lay sprawled out.

“They’re interested in our guild. There’s an interview scheduled for tomorrow. Want to come along?”

Without a moment’s hesitation, I nodded immediately. 
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The Cheongbaek Guild is undeniably one of South Korea’s top guilds.

Although it’s relatively new, and experts or the public often regard it as the third most influential guild, being in that position alone is enough to consider it among the best.

And Seoha was one of the main forces competing for the top position within the Cheongbaek Guild.

In other words, she was incredibly popular.

Murmur, murmur.

As Seoha and I entered the guild building, I immediately felt the attention of numerous people.

Fortunately, with my clothes wrapped around me, it was bearable as long as I maintained some distance.

I glanced away from the ring I had been looking at and hid behind Seoha as we made our way to the center of the building.

“You’re early.”

“Seoha, you’re here?”

A few guild members approached Seoha to greet her directly.

Most of them were well-known figures I’d seen on media at least once.

Once again, I was able to feel Seoha’s impressive status.

“Is she the sister you mentioned over the phone?”

“Yes. I thought I’d give her a tour as well.”

I bowed slightly from a short distance away.

Surrounded by famous people, my stomach had been uneasy for a while.

Seeing my expression, Seoha scanned the lounge and quickly spoke up.

“Shall we move to a different spot for now?”

The place we moved to was an observation room connected to a massive space that looked like a training ground or testing area.

Click.

Tick.

“Would you like some coffee?”

“…No, uh, I’m, I’m okay.”

As the casual conversation continued, one of the guild members, who had been watching me closely, suddenly wore a puzzled expression and looked at the other guild members.

“Hey….”

“What is it? Did you drop your wallet again?”

“No, it’s not that. Are you perhaps Baek Eunha? The Necromancer?”

At those words, the three guild members who were present all turned to look at me.

Expecting this kind of reaction, I avoided their gazes, and they looked back and forth between Seoha and me, visibly surprised.

“Now that you mention it, the last name….”

“Is it true? Are you two really family?”

“You didn’t tell us about this, sis!”

“There was no need to make things complicated.”

At Seoha’s calm response, the guild members simply let out sounds of admiration, looking somewhat dumbfounded.

Until now, the fact that Seoha and I were family had been kept a secret, but with me regaining at least a bit of power, there was no longer a reason to hide it.

The Association had accepted it as well, as I had no intention of seeking asylum overseas.

I lowered my gaze awkwardly to brush off the tense atmosphere.

“Oh? It looks like they’ve arrived.”

Just in time, the returnee we had been waiting for appeared with a guild member.

Simultaneously, a faint resonance stirred from within the Book of Death, connected to my soul.

Whoooom.

‘…….’

It wasn’t the returnee’s influence.

It was because of the person standing beside him.

‘Chae Hwaryeon.’

One of the two reasons I came here today.

The vice-guild master of Cheongbaek Guild, an A-rank mage in charge of the firepower of the raiding team.

She was also the younger sister of Chae Hwain, who had once been an S-rank Hunter and now was my Death Knight.

#

As her family, I thought she might help in reviving Chae Hwain’s memories.

For that reason, I deliberately stayed as close as possible or occasionally engaged her in conversation, but unfortunately, Chae Hwain showed no further reaction.

‘Is this not enough to trigger a response?’

Or perhaps most of her memories were permanently lost from being in a dormant soul state.

Swallowing my disappointment, I focused my attention on the returnee male, my second reason for coming.

‘I believe his name was Shin Doyoon.’

After conversing with Seoha and the other guild members for some time, Shin Doyoon proceeded to the center of the training area as if to test something.

What appeared was a shield created using mana stones.

It looked similar to the one I had used during the Hunter registration test.

Shin Doyoon then attacked the shield as if to demonstrate his strength, eliciting exclamations from the guild members.

And I watched the scene from the observation room, lost in thought.

‘…Interesting.’

I couldn’t help but feel curious about this Shin Doyoon.

Seizing an opportunity when he was taking a break alone, I approached him.

Step, step.

“Hello.”

“…Who are you?”

“Just an observer of sorts.”

Even up close, I didn’t feel any discomfort.

It was the same as with other returnees.

However, I had been sensing a slight déjà vu since earlier.

Now that I was facing him directly, I could finally identify the source of that feeling.

“You… you’ve already become someone’s dog, haven’t you?”

“……”

“Was it even before you returned to Earth? Or maybe just after?”

Simply put, his soul was already completely subordinated to some kind of entity.

When this was pointed out, Shin Doyoon’s calm gaze instantly turned sharp.

“…How curious. None of the others noticed.”

“Of course they didn’t.”


“Who are you?”

I responded with a slight smile.

“Why do you want to know?”

Shin Doyoon frowned and quickly gathered his mana.

However, he paused, as if contemplating something.

“Are you also aware of their existence?”

This was quite an unexpected question.

Judging by my brief reaction, it was as if Shin Doyoon already knew the answer.

He sighed and turned his head away.

“…I suppose you don’t know. In that case, there’s nothing to discuss.”

Turning his back, Shin Doyoon began to leave.

Without a second thought, I grabbed a fistful of his hair.

Crunch.

“…What do you think you’re doing?”

“Where do you think you’re going? I have plenty to discuss.”

“Heh, this little punk, seriously.”

Shin Doyoon let out an annoyed chuckle, then immediately summoned his entire mana.

Whooom.

The force was intense; just by gathering his mana, the surrounding terrain shook, and startled guild members began to look our way.

“Let go of my hand while I’m asking nicely.”

“No.”

Thunk!

In the end, an irate Shin Doyoon flung my hand away and turned to face me directly.

“Have you really grown some pathetic little power and forgotten to value your life?”

“……”

“Hunter? Awakened? It’s laughable.

Believing so unquestionably that the power someone handed you one day is truly your own.”

Shin Doyoon, reveling in his returning prowess, gave me a disdainful look and then shifted his gaze to the guild members behind him.

“Don’t make things troublesome. I’m holding back because of all the eyes watching.”

“That’s my line.”

As Shin Doyoon began walking away again, I quickly crumpled a note with my number on it and tossed it at the back of his head.

Thunk.

“……”

“How about meeting up sometime? Without any interruptions.”

Not letting him say his piece and just disappear was unacceptable.

Amused by my taunt, Shin Doyoon replied with a slight smirk.

“Maybe I’ll consider it if you get a bit stronger.”

“This little—!”

Unable to hold back, I tried to rush forward to grab his hair again, but someone stopped me—Seoha.

“…Didn’t you say you’d behave?”

“Ah, no, it’s just… that guy…”

“If you cause any more trouble, I’m taking away your computer.”

With a dissatisfied look, I returned quietly to the observation room.

There were plenty of ways to meet him again, after all. I could take my time figuring it out back home.

“Now, he’s supposed to have a meeting with the Guild Leader soon. Anything specific you want to see?”

In the end, guided by Seoha, I only toured the guild facilities before wrapping up the day.

That night, a message arrived from an unknown number.

It was Shin Doyoon.

Ding.

[Changed my mind. Let’s meet tonight.]

#

Late at night, I sneaked out of the house, enlisting Gordon as my stand-in, and headed to our designated spot without letting Seoha know.

Crunch.

Rustle.

Along a quiet, deserted mountain trail, Shin Doyoon, waiting for me, spotted me and spoke.

“…You really have no sense of fear, do you?”

“I don’t need to.”

As I dusted the leaves off my clothes, Shin Doyoon spoke.

“I heard about you from the Association. So, you’re a returnee too.”

“…..”

“Follow me.”

Crunch.

Rustle.

I followed Shin Doyoon as he trudged confidently down the mountain path, which soon led us to a harsh, desolate area untouched by human presence.

After walking for dozens of minutes, he abruptly stopped and pointed somewhere with his finger.


Looking there, I saw a strange light flickering at the bottom of a small ravine—it was a dungeon portal.

“Enter.”

How he found this place, I didn’t know, but it was a perfect spot for settling our business.

There was no reason to back down.

With my heart subtly racing, I followed Shin Doyoon into the dungeon.
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The inside of the dungeon was quite pleasant.

It felt like looking at a well-crafted temple.

Judging by the aura, it seemed like a lower B-rank dungeon.

Shin Doyoon, who was glancing around, drew upon his magic and spoke to me.

“Let’s clear up the area for a bit.”

At the same time, I sensed an unknown number of presences approaching from the front.

What appeared were mummy-like monsters, clad in armor and wielding weapons.

Shin Doyoon chanted a spell in an unfamiliar language, and immediately cast an attack spell.

Whoosh.

Crunch!

Crack!

The monsters were crushed and obliterated in an instant, as if being pressed down by something.

Was it some form of gravity magic? It seemed immensely powerful at a glance.

‘…He’s quite strong.’

Just from that single strike, it was clear he surpassed Jackson.

I raised my guard and heightened my alertness.

Boom!

Crash!

As if to flaunt his strength, Shin Doyoon massacred the monsters that appeared one by one.

Once a fair amount of monsters had been cleared, he shrugged his shoulders and approached me.

“Looks like that’s mostly done.”

“……”

“Shall we have a little chat now?”

Since there was no immediate hostility, I casually sat nearby and nodded.

Shin Doyoon’s face twisted slightly, as if displeased by my attitude, but he began to speak.

“I made a contract.”

“A contract?”

“I don’t remember the appearance or identity of the other party. Perhaps that was part of the contract terms.”

The conversation started with a rather intriguing topic.

In some ways, it was similar to Gordon’s case.

As I focused on the story, Shin Doyoon continued to speak slowly.

“And in return, I gained the ability to detect dungeons.”

“Detect dungeons?”

This was even more suspicious.

Was there really someone who could grant such an ability to locate dungeons this swiftly and accurately?

I had been observing closely for some time, and these dungeons had a rather strange structure.

At the very least, it was clear that it wasn’t something just anyone could interfere with so easily.

‘If that’s possible…’

It suggested that this entity might be somehow connected to this unprecedented dungeon situation.

“So, what exactly did this party want from you?”

That was what mattered.

For some reason, I felt a bit of excitement rising as I waited for Shin Doyoon’s answer.

But instead of answering, he only looked troubled and kept silent.

When he finally spoke, the answer was disappointingly empty.

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”

“I don’t remember much, and I haven’t done anything related to the contract since I returned here. You could say I’ve been left alone.”

I looked at him, dumbfounded.

If he had gone so far as to form a contract, there must have been some intended purpose, yet he seemed utterly clueless.

“So, in the end, you know nothing?”

“That’s not wrong. To be honest, I’m curious myself.”

What a useless idiot.

I thought I might get some valuable information for a change, but it was all in vain.

‘However…’

There was some useful information.

Particularly the fact that the entity granted him the ability to detect dungeons.

This meant that the ability to detect dungeons was granted for a purpose, suggesting that the ability was essential for achieving their goal.

Though it’s still too early to conclude anything, it’s safe to say that I’ve gained some intriguing information.

While I pondered, Shin Doyoon spoke to me again.

“Now it’s my turn to ask questions.”

“……..”

Ah, that’s right.

Why did Shin Doyoon go out of his way to bring me here?

He met my gaze, full of questions, and opened his mouth.

“Do you know anything about a man named Lee Jicheol?”

If it was Lee Jicheol, he was certainly the S-rank Hunter in South Korea, known as the Tyrant.

I shook my head in denial.

“I’ve never met him.”

“A useless guy, for someone who returned just a year ago.”

Oh, who’s he calling useless?

Seeing my displeased expression, Shin Doyoon asked another question.

“Do you have any clues about the entity I made a contract with?”

“No.”

“I’ve heard various stories from other returnees, but you are unique among them.”

“……”

“I thought maybe you knew something, but it seems that was pointless.”

With a sound of exasperation, Shin Doyoon turned away, showing a mysterious smile.

“…Or perhaps, you’re hiding something.”

Rumble.


Shin Doyoon’s magic flared, causing the surroundings to shake.

“Was this your true intention?”

“There’s no need to take the hard way.”

He truly had the mindset of a returnee.

Feeling the familiar sensation I hadn’t felt in a while, a small smile crept up on my face.

“Indeed, this way is easier for me, too.”

Boom!

Just as I finished speaking, an explosion occurred right behind me, suggesting that the rising magical aura had merely been a distraction.

It was a combat style I found almost nostalgic.

Fights back there were mostly like this.

Whoosh.

The spell I had prepared in advance succeeded in blocking his attack before he could even speak.

I quickly summoned the undead and began analyzing Shin Doyoon’s spell.

‘Is he a mage type?’

Judging by the spells used so far, it seemed likely.

However, the opponent was a mage from another realm, one whose skills I was unfamiliar with. I couldn’t afford to let my guard down.

“Undead Call.”

Swoosh!

Splat!

[Graah.]

[Screech.]

[Grrr!]

First, I quickly summoned a Skeleton Masher and Phantom Wolf to buy some time.

As Shin Doyoon prepared his attack spell, I immediately pulled out a medium and began summoning another undead.

“It seems you weren’t lying about being a necromancer.”

“…..”

“Sorry, but I’ve personally killed over a dozen necromancers with my own hands.”

Crackle!

As Shin Doyoon swept his hand down, lightning struck from the empty air.

Flash.

[Keheek!]

I had the Phantom Wolf, which could teleport near me, take the hit instead, but the impact was still powerful.

Rustle.

Rustle.

I drew more magic power to withstand it, finally completing the summoning spell I had been preparing.

“Undead Call.”

Whoosh!

Crackle.

[Grr.]

[Grrroar!]

Jackson and Madison, transformed into Doom Warriors, and Wei, now a Zombie Assassin—this was what I called the Hades Officer Set.

“Just break their limbs and drag them here.”

Thud.

Thud.

Thud.

The tone was playful, but these three were the strongest undead I could summon without using the Book of Death.

Although they couldn’t use their abilities from when they were alive, together, they could easily take down an average A-rank Hunter.

I brushed off my still slightly tingling body and retreated just outside the enemy’s attack range.

Screeech!

Boom!

Perhaps overwhelmed by their intimidating presence, Shin Doyoon struggled to dodge the relentless onslaught, barely catching his breath.

Watching this from behind, I smirked and called out with a hint of mockery.

“What are you doing? Didn’t you say you’ve killed over ten necromancers?”

“……..”

With his pride wounded, Shin Doyoon clenched his jaw and slammed his fist into the ground.

Boom!

“…Fine. I did say over ten.”

Crack.

Craaaack—!

The ground split and began moving like a living creature, instantly swallowing my undead.

Crash!

Crack!

Wei, who was particularly agile, managed to evade the attack, but soon after, he was impaled by a spike of earth that shot up like a thorn, piercing his body entirely.

Honestly, it was an unexpected sight, and I opened my mouth in slight surprise.

“…I heard you got completely beaten by an A-rank from the Blue-White Guild during training?”

“Is there any need to go all out for something like that?”

It made sense, but even so, this was extreme.

As I looked at the completely different Shin Doyoon, I quickly backed away.

“I may not know much about those who carry the title of S-rank, but if it’s a title given to those pathetic guys, there’s no reason I shouldn’t have it.”

To be honest, that sounded a bit arrogant, but there was no denying Shin Doyoon’s strength.

Realizing that I had no other choice, I boosted my morale and chanted a spell.

“Book of Death.”

Whoosh.

Slurp.

The tremendous magical power and aura filled the entire passage.

Shin Doyoon, feeling it, looked momentarily surprised.

“A dangerous toy you’ve got there.”

“It’s more than just a toy.”

Hans wasn’t a good match, and honestly, Jack didn’t seem capable of handling him in his current state.

After a brief hesitation, I decided to summon a new minion, raising my spirit and opening the book.


Whir.

Flip.

Flip flip!

The pages stopped on the twenty-fourth chapter.

What lay within was a totem crafted from the body of Khan, once known as the greatest shaman of the ancient Western Continent tribe.
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“Extraction.”

Whoooom.

Thud.

Rattle.

As I dropped the totem fragment extracted from the realm of death to the ground, I began to chant once more.

“Materialization.”

Whoooom.

Rumble.

Then, the ground trembled, and a massive totem surged up from the earth right before me.

Boom.

“You think I’ll just let it be?”

Flash.

Crackle!

Once again, Shin Doyun brought down a hand, unleashing an intense lightning bolt made of pure magical energy, but the attack was instantly absorbed into the totem.

It looked like a lightning rod, and as I watched, I murmured a chant signaling the completion of the ritual.

“Undead Call.”

The ancient legend of the Hun Tribe spoke of a shaman who once defended a village against a berserk dragon.

At the same time, he was a wise sage of the primitive tribe who amassed vast knowledge of the world.

“Khan.”

Whoooom.

Crackle.

When the ritual was completed, the totem split in two, and from it emerged an elderly man of small stature.

Pale skin with exposed bones peeking through a frail frame, a beard that looked artificially woven like straw, and a primitive leather garment covering parts of his body.

“Hmm, so this is…”

Khan, who had finally appeared, observed my changed appearance before kneeling on one knee in greeting.

Rustle.

“This old man pays his respects to the Lord.”

“It’s been a while. Let’s skip the formalities.”

Watching this scene, Shin Doyun scowled, then spoke to me with a hint of disdain.

“…A high-level undead, huh? Seems you’re a more skilled necromancer than I thought.”

“Now’s not the time to be arrogant, is it?”

“It’s not arrogance; it’s just confidence.”

As he finished speaking, glowing symbols began to emanate from Shin Doyun’s arm.

The symbols, which intertwined like rings, began to break apart one by one as he chanted, fading into nothing.

“Heh. Quite an unusual technique. Who is that man?”

“…It’s a complicated situation. Just think of him as using the world’s magic.”

“Hm.”

Once all the rings disappeared, Shin Doyun’s internal magical energy started to expand massively.

“This technique is risky, so I rarely use it. Normally, I keep it restricted as I just did.”

“……”

“If you plan to surrender, do it now. I won’t hold back anymore.”

Ignoring Shin Doyun, I immediately began chanting.

Watching me, Shin Doyun sighed and raised his hand.

“You’re making a foolish choice.”

Whoooom.

Crash!

Crack!

In an instant, the air around us froze completely.

The temperature within the passage dropped sharply, so cold it stung, and my breath came out as a white mist.

Whirr.

A massive wind began to encircle us.

Realizing an intense attack was coming, Khan moved his hands quickly, while I also prepared the spell I was working on.

Whirr!

Crunch!

Then, a storm-like blizzard engulfed the surroundings, cutting off my sight entirely.

Sharp ice fragments battered my body, and the temperature, already at its lowest, continued to freeze my flesh.

“Just freeze quietly as you are.”

Crunch!

With increased power, a massive block of ice pressed down on me.

#

“It’s over.”

Shin Doyun looked at the frozen passage with certainty of his victory.

A large-scale ice spell launched at maximum output.

A mere necromancer wouldn’t have the means to withstand it.

‘Even if they’re a returnee, is this the limit?’

It wasn’t surprising. To build up such power, Shin Doyun had to overcome unimaginable hardships.

Ordinary people couldn’t train themselves to such an extent.

Shin Doyun understood that deeply from the ten years he spent on the other side.

‘I reduced the lethality, so they’re likely not dead yet.’

Now he just needed to extract the memories from Baek Eunha, who was now incapacitated.

Although it seemed unlikely he would gain much of the information he sought, he might find something useful.

As Shin Doyun wrapped up his spell, what caught his eye was the sight of the ice block, unexpectedly starting to crack.

Crack!

Crack!

“What?”

Emerging from it was none other than Baek Eunha.

Accompanied by the undead seen earlier, with bones encasing various parts of their body like armor.

It was hard to say, but they seemed to have found a way to defend against the attack.

‘Even so, unscathed like that?’


It was hard to believe.

Despite reducing the lethality, it was still his most powerful strike.

This was not a spell one could simply endure.

Tap.

Tap.

“…What kind of trick is this?”

“What, surprised that your proud attack didn’t work at all?”

Seeing Baek Eunha’s calm expression as they shrugged their shoulders, Shin Doyun felt an uneasy sensation for the first time since the battle began.

After a brief contemplation, Shin Doyun, unable to hide his flustered expression, secretly started preparing another spell.

If there was a strong defense, he would simply break through it.

Just as he was about to activate the completed spell, Baek Eunha sneered and spoke.

“Go ahead if you’re confident.”

“……”

“The thoughts of guys like you are so obvious. I’ll take it.”

Biting his tongue, Shin Doyun unleashed the spell.

Accept it knowingly? Such arrogance.

Furious, Shin Doyun’s power surged, and intense flames began to form above Baek Eunha’s head.

The flames split into eight orbs, encircling the target and beginning to blaze.

This was Shin Doyun’s highest-level flame spell—Inferno.

“Fwoosh!”

“Crackle!”

The intense heat reached even to this distant spot, with no hesitation or measure left in the attack. There was no way anyone could withstand it.

However, moments later, Shin Doyun’s eyes widened, and he swallowed nervously at the sight that followed.

“Whoosh, sizzle!”

The flames that had been scorching the opponent suddenly scattered in different directions, each one getting absorbed into the ground.

Upon closer inspection, he noticed strange patterned pillars that had appeared on the ground.

Seeing Shin Doyun’s bewilderment, Khan stroked his beard and spoke.

“It’s impressive, but that’s as far as it goes. There’s nothing special about it.”

“…What did you say?”

“It means the analysis is already complete.”

Ridiculous.

Impossible.

How could mere undead creatures, only following their master, fully comprehend his spells?

Such a thing couldn’t happen.

Yet, even as he was certain of this, a hint of unease sprouted in a corner of Shin Doyun’s mind.

“If you don’t believe it, then let me show you from this side.”

“Whoosh.”

“Crack.”

As Khan chanted a spell, spheres of ice, chilling just at the sight, began to float one by one in the air.

It was a spell crafted by reassembling the large-scale freezing magic and the high-level flame magic that Shin Doyun had used.

Seeing it aimed straight at him, Shin Doyun hastily erected a defensive barrier.

“Bang!”

“Boom!”

“Crash—!”

‘This… can’t… be!’

Driven by frustration, Shin Doyun drew upon all his magical power.

But in that instant, his surging energy was extinguished, and strength began to drain from his body.

“The Breath of Decay.”

Having been watching for the right moment, Baek Eunha cast a curse, targeting the gap in Shin Doyun’s defenses.

“Boom!”

“Crash!”

Finally, his shield shattered, unable to withstand it, and half of Shin Doyun’s body was encased in magical ice.

“Step, step.”

Amidst his complete incapacitation, the sound of approaching footsteps reached Shin Doyun’s ears.

“…Don’t mock me!”

“Whoosh.”

“Flicker!”

With one remaining movable arm, he desperately swung it, but it was effortlessly blocked by a single finger of Baek Eunha.

“Snap.”

Wearing a ghostly bone armor and holding a sword in one hand, Baek Eunha had appeared before him.

‘…….’

In truth, Shin Doyun had sensed it vaguely from the first moment they met at the Cheongbaek Guild.

And now, staring once more into those endlessly deep eyes, Shin Doyun finally had to admit it.

The being before him was fundamentally different in some way.

#

To be honest, he had been quite a formidable opponent.

His strength might even rival Gordon’s from his prime days.

Had I not set a double in his place, bringing him here could have made for an interesting match.

“He was so arrogant, too. Tch.”

“Haha, setting a standard of skill before a monarch is too harsh, isn’t it?”

Ignoring Khan’s flattery, I slowly met Shin Doyun’s gaze.

I could’ve simply extracted memories from his soul, but there was no telling what effect his unknown contract with a certain entity might have.

I needed to proceed with caution from here.

“…There’s no need. I’ll tell you everything.”

Realizing what I intended to do, Shin Doyun resignedly opened his mouth in a low voice.

“Although I said otherwise earlier, there was one.”


“Keep talking.”

When I urged him, twisting his head slightly, Shin Doyun clicked his tongue softly and finally revealed the secret he had hidden.

“There’s one command I received—the first and last one.”

And its contents were:

“To eliminate Lee Jicheol, Korea’s S-rank Hunter, known as the Tyrant.”
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‘Assassinate Lee Jicheol?’

To be honest, it was a rather abrupt topic.

But precisely because of that, it became an even more significant clue.

‘It must mean there’s something about Lee Jicheol.’

Finishing that brief thought, I looked over at the restrained Shin Doyun and opened my mouth.

“Anything else?”

“That’s it. Even that is just a faint memory; beyond that, there’s been no contact.”

It didn’t seem like a lie, so I nodded lightly.

The unknown entity with whom Shin Doyun had made a pact.

Could it possibly be related to my current situation as well?

‘At the very least, it’s a possibility.’

Feeling a slight thrill at this finally acquired clue, I looked at Shin Doyun with a gaze laced with excitement.

‘Should I just kill him?’

Since he made a direct pact, there might be some kind of reaction if Shin Doyun dies.

Glancing back, Kan blinked slowly, as if granting permission to do as I pleased.

However, I soon put that thought aside.

‘…It’s not the right time yet.’

Honestly, if the entity were to respond, it would be quite troublesome, and besides, the other side hasn’t even revealed their true intentions.

So, for now, I wanted to let him roam freely for a while and observe the situation.

“I’ll let you live for now.”

“…….”

“And about what you mentioned earlier.”

“You mean the thing about Lee Jicheol?”

“Yeah, that.”

Whoosh.

Crack.

I ordered Khan to release Shin Doyun’s restraints and gave a meaningful smile.

Then, as Shin Doyun stretched and moved his body, I spoke again.

“I’d like to join in.”

“…What do you mean?”

“Taking down Lee Jicheol. I’ll help you.”

In any case, I don’t think Shin Doyun can handle an S-rank on his own.

He’s shrouded in mystery, so who knows what grand schemes he’s imagining in his mind.

‘Maybe it’s time I interfere from this side.’

I decided to flip the table head-on.

#

Around the same time, somewhere in Incheon, South Korea.

“So, you’re asking me to help you now?”

In a dimly lit room, two men were conversing.

“Yes. As you may have heard, Hades can grant you the thing you desire most.”

“Hmph. You sure talk a good game.”

Tap.

Tap.

Tapping.

The sound of fingers drumming on the table echoed, and silence soon filled the room.

“Is there something to hesitate over? I thought you were the perfect partner, so this is a bit disappointing.”

At those words, the seated man’s brow twitched.

“Insolent brat.”

Whoosh.

Slash!

“Argh!”

With a single gesture, the other man was yanked forward, as if drawn by a magnet, and was grabbed by the collar.

“…Do you even know who I am?”

Boom.

An overwhelming aura of magical power filled the air, causing blood to stream from the eyes and nose of the man suspended in midair.

“Guh… urgh!”

“You’re a nobody. Get out of here.”

Wham!

As he moved to leave the room, having thrown the man against the wall, the man unexpectedly rose and spoke again in a calm voice.

Crack.

Creak.

“My, just as rumored, you have quite the temper.”

“You…”

“As you can see, we’re quite capable. Moreover, the one who extended this offer to you possesses a power incomparable to mine.”

“Oh?”

Deep in thought, Lee Jicheol, South Korea’s S-rank Hunter, lifted the corner of his mouth and answered the man.

“If that’s just hot air, be prepared to answer to every one of your superiors.”

That didn’t sound like a refusal.

#

After forming an implicit alliance with me, Shin Doyun officially joined the Cheongbaek Guild.

Naturally, it caused quite a stir in public.

【Returnee Shin Doyun! Officially joins the Cheongbaek Guild!】

【The rising stature of Cheongbaek – can they now claim the top spot in South Korea?】

【Three strong candidates for promotion. Who will be Cheongbaek Guild’s second S-rank Hunter?】

And at the same time, my existence was finally revealed to the public as well.

【Hunter Association announces major news last night.】

【Current B-rank Hunter Baek Eunha, revealed to be related by blood to A-rank Hunter Baek Seoha, a fellow returnee.】

【A-rank Hunter Baek Seoha says, “Circumstances made it hard to disclose. Nothing will particularly change.”】

The reaction was explosive.


For a week after the article was published, internet forums were almost entirely filled with stories about me and Seoha.

– Damn. Are Hunters all about lineage now? I feel like I’m gonna die with envy as a D-rank.

– Seriously, sisters as high-ranking Hunters? That’s crazy.

– Wait, Baek Eunha is the older sister? Not the younger one?

– At first, I thought it was a typo, but it’s not.

┗I heard it’s due to awakening effects or something.

┗Rumor has it she’s actually close to thirty?

It was inevitable that things would get noisy when the rising star turned out to be a returnee and blood-related to Baek Seoha.

– Then Baek Eunha will join Cheongbaek too?

– It’s going to skyrocket… Just hold on tight…

– It really looks like Cheongbaek will become a top guild soon. 

As a result, there was a commotion with the stock prices of the Cheongbaek Guild soaring, and Seoha kept receiving endless casting requests to appear in commercials or programs alongside me. 

Of course, I declined all of them. 

Using the new ring would allow me to converse with people all day, but I didn’t want to take on that risk just for something so trivial. 

Because of that, I didn’t plan on using the ring unless it was an extremely important situation. 

‘Getting drunk… there’s a limit to embarrassing oneself.’ 

But my resolve was short-lived, as I soon found myself in a situation where I had no choice but to use the ring. 

Vrooom. 

“I even took my first leave of the year, so don’t think of slipping away somewhere.” 

“…Ah, I know.” 

And so, here I am, currently riding in a car that Seoha is driving, heading to the department store. 

“Isn’t a local clothing store good enough?” 

“Come on, it’s a day out. When else will we get to do this?” 

Uncharacteristically, Seoha was humming, fully thrilled.

I lay in the back seat, attempting to counter with complaints about the side effects, but Seoha’s response was firm. 

“We went through the trouble to get it to use it anyway. Or are you saying it’s okay for others, but you don’t want to use it with me?” 

“Th-that’s not it…” 

I was caught with no way out. Begrudgingly, I decided to go along with the mood and headed to the department store. 

‘Just this once…’

And, within just two hours, I found myself regretting that choice. 

“How about this style? I think dressing a bit more maturely could be good.” 

“I’ll try it on. Oh, and that one, too.” 

Honestly, I hadn’t noticed before since I never showed it openly.

I thought she was just a workaholic, but it turns out Seoha enjoys shopping more than I imagined. 

“I think this is enough…” 

“Anyway, you won’t be coming back here for another year after today. We’re not leaving until we get our money’s worth.” 

And so, I became a dress-up doll, changing outfits for a full four hours. 

#

When we finally emerged with outfits fit for all four seasons, we were greeted by Song Hayeon and Gwak Minji, who had planned to join us on the trip. 

“You bought a lot of clothes, too, Master?” 

Unlike Gwak Minji, who seemed a bit uncomfortable around the famous Seoha, the outgoing Song Hayeon was smiling brightly, her face full of excitement. 

“Getting all worked up. Tsk.” 

“What’s the problem now?” 

“Why are you even here when you should just be clearing dungeons at your level? Do you have time to spare?” 

It annoyed me that my disciple, who should someday be fighting alongside an S-rank Hunter, was still trailing behind instead of being helpful. 

Song Hayeon, feeling criticized out of nowhere, muttered a small protest with a dissatisfied expression. 

“Technically, Master, you’re lower-ranked than me…” 

“Q-quiet.” 

After our chat, we split into separate cars and headed to our destination. 

We arrived at a beach in Gangwon Province. 

“Hayeon, did you bring all the cooking ingredients?” 

“Yes! Of course. I even have a certification, so leave it to me.” 

The weather was too chilly for swimming, but since it was a famous camping spot, there were more people than expected. 

I went inside the tent, spread out a blanket, and addressed everyone outside. 

“I’m turning off the ring, so don’t wake me.” 

“Yes. Take your time and rest.” 

Initially, I thought about stopping in the car, but remembering the last car ambush incident and the drunken state effect, I worried about possibly making a mess in the car. 

I pulled the blanket up over my head and deactivated the ring. 

Woom. 


And, after some time passed, as I regained my senses…

“…Wh-what are you doing?” 

“Ah, no, nothing?” 

There were three people, each holding an expensive-looking camera, seemingly taking pictures of me. 
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 When we stepped outside, the sun was already setting.

Since it was a leisurely trip with no rush, we spent the first day grilling meat, enjoying various dishes, and simply relaxing.

“Master, what level are you now?”

“Th-thirty-seven.”

“You’re almost at forty now…”

Both Song Ha-yeon and I had reached a level that wasn’t low compared to those around us.

However, Seo-ha, standing right beside us, was already level 61. S-rank Hunters were probably all over level 65.

In other words, I might have to face opponents with levels almost double mine in the future.

It was undoubtedly a dangerous proposition.

‘Still, I have to dig into Lee Ji-cheol.’

Currently, he was the most suspicious figure.

Whatever he was up to, there was a high chance he held a key to finding new clues.

“What are you thinking about so deeply?”

Song Ha-yeon asked me casually, and I clicked my tongue at her cheeky tone.

Click.

Sigh.

Finally, I activated my ring for a moment and started nagging at Song Ha-yeon, who was nibbling on dried fish.

“When are you going to rank up at this rate?”

“…If I rank up here, I’ll really be an S-rank, you know?”

“What’s so special about S-rank? It’s not like you’re planning to stay in the second division forever.”

Honestly, Song Ha-yeon was growing at a decent speed, but it was me being overly impatient.

Still, since I took her in as a disciple, I should at least make her strong enough to avoid getting beaten up somewhere.

“In terms of a gacha game, you’re practically off the main roster now.

You’ve already been pushed out of the first party. You’re at risk of being completely abandoned.”

“Huh? Why? Don’t abandon me!”

“Then do better.”

As we bickered, Gwak Min-ji, who was roasting marshmallows beside us, chimed in.

“What about me?”

While Song Ha-yeon folded her arms and pondered, I also picked up a marshmallow, skewered it, and answered bluntly.

“You’re like a cost-management unit.”

Frankly, there wasn’t much reason to recruit Gwak Min-ji as a combat force anymore.

She was still exploring dungeons with Kim Seung-min’s party, but her growth rate was slow, and her level didn’t translate into significant strength.

It was proof that her talent as a Hunter was limited.

“…Then why don’t you just let me go?”

At my blunt words, Gwak Min-ji muttered, squinting her eyes. I added a small consolation.

“But you’re still the best at running games.”

“Oh, wow. I’m so thrilled.”

And thus, the first night quickly passed.

#

The next day, we woke up and went to the nearby city for a light breakfast.

“Thirty-seven minutes….”

I had intended not to use the ring for trivial matters, but over time, I’d become addicted to its convenience.

Still, having a simple meal at a restaurant felt refreshing.

Justifying it as a worthwhile experience, I deactivated the ring’s effect while lying in the back seat of the car.

Naturally, I didn’t forget to cast a silence curse on myself, just in case.

Rumble.

Clunk.

“Oppa, we’re here. Time to get up.”

“Hm…”

Nodding off as I stepped out of the car, I saw the familiar seaside view again.

For some reason, I noticed Song Ha-yeon eagerly preparing to enter the water.

“What… are you doing?”

“We’re here, so why not go in the water? When else will we get the chance?”

“But it’s not summer.”

“It won’t be cold as long as we gather enough mana.”

It wasn’t wrong, but I couldn’t help but marvel at her enthusiasm.

Shaking my head, I looked over and saw Gwak Min-ji and Seo-ha also getting ready.

“…..”

“What? Can’t I join?”

“As Ha-yeon said, it’s a rare opportunity. Want to join, oppa?”

But it was the weekend, and there were already plenty of people on the beach.

Feeling oddly left out, I went inside the tent alone and passed the time on my phone.

Ding.

[What are you up to?]

A message from a friend named “JP” whom I met in an online game.

Perfect for idle chatter.

However, unlike their usual prompt replies, JP hadn’t checked any messages for days.

“Did their account get suspended….”

I never expected it to last long, but still, this was a friend I’d been playing with since I first returned to Earth.

So, it was a little sad.

Hours passed, and I remained in the tent, caught up in mobile games with a growing sense of melancholy.

But suddenly, it got noisy outside.

Rustle.

Peeking out of the tent, I saw a cluster of people on the beach pointing toward the sea, murmuring and gathering.

“What’s that?”

“…It doesn’t look like an ordinary wave.”

“Doesn’t something seem off? Look at the water’s surface over there…”

The atmosphere grew tense.

I hurried toward the front, avoiding the crowd, and found my friends, their expressions grim.


“Wh-what’s going on?”

“I don’t know. The currents suddenly turned strange…”

Unlike the others who only sensed something was off, Seo-ha seemed to have an inkling about what was happening.

“We need to evacuate the people.”

“Yes?”

“It’s probably a dungeon break. Soon, monsters will start pouring in.”

As if to prove those words, suspicious shadows began to form beneath the surface from the other side of the sea.

It was the beginning of an unexpected emergency.

#

At the same time, complete chaos erupted at the Detection Center in Hongcheon, Gangwon Province.

“Th-There’s a gate break signal! It’s near the coast of Sokcho, Gangwon Province.”

“A…sea dungeon.”

Sometimes, this kind of situation happens.

A dungeon seed forms under the sea, remaining undiscovered by people until it eventually breaks, causing a headache.

To prevent this, exploration units operate around the three seas, but the area is so vast that perfect surveillance is impossible.

“Stay calm and follow the manual. First, send a support request to the nearby guilds.”

“Yes, understood!”

Fortunately, in these situations, the crisis is often resolved without major damage.

If the monsters are land-based, it takes them a considerable amount of time to reach land.

Conversely, if they’re sea-based, their movement is limited once they reach the shore.

Moreover, along the nearby seas, security teams consisting of awakened soldiers from the military and hunters from local guilds are stationed.

Thus, citizens had enough time to evacuate.

However, the report that soon followed left even the chief of the Situation Management Room startled.

“T-Team Leader. It seems the response is unusual!”

“W-What do you mean?”

“The numbers are significantly above average. It’s a large-scale dungeon! Estimated rank is between B1 and A3! A-Also, the speed of those entities…”

At those words, the Situation Room’s team leader, Joo Min-cheol, hurriedly went to the monitor to check the response himself.

He then pounded his fist on the desk in frustration.

Bang!

“Damn it!”

“This… it’s definitely…”

A creature that could move freely both in water and on land.

There was no other explanation for its movement pattern.

If that’s the case, the situation just got far more urgent.

Although it’s not peak vacation season, there were still quite a few people casually visiting the area, and being a rural area, available forces were limited.

Especially since it’s an A-rank large-scale dungeon.

“…A disaster is imminent.”

The scale of both human and material damage would likely reach an unmanageable level.

In the midst of what felt like impending panic, Joo Min-cheol shouted to his staff with all his might.

“Relay the gravity of this situation as quickly as possible! We need to deploy all available forces!

No need for official channels—send a support request to every hunter we can locate nearby!”

It was a situation of utter despair.

But just then, as if heaven itself intervened, one of the staff members spoke up in excitement.

“We’ve received a support contact from hunters nearby!”

“How many?”

“Two A-rank and two B-rank! The representative is Baek Seoha from the Cheongbaek Guild!”

“W-What did you say?”

It was startling news.

If it was Baek Seoha, she was one of the top-ranking hunters in South Korea.

Could she really have happened to be near this dungeon break site at this moment?

And even accompanied by another A-rank hunter and two B-rank hunters?

As everyone was still in shock, the staff checked the contact again and continued reporting.

“They’re already on-site, guiding citizens to evacuate and forming the first line of defense!”

It was truly a ray of hope.


In an instant, a solid reliance emerged against the worst possible scenario.

Joo Min-cheol grinned and fervently encouraged the staff.

“Deploy the forces while the monsters’ advance is slowed!”

Their own strength was no longer enough to handle the situation.

Everything that would unfold from now on depended entirely on her and her team.
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Now, we could vaguely see some kind of shape forming, but while Awakeners like us could sense it, ordinary citizens wouldn’t be able to comprehend it.

“Are you filming this?”

“Wow, that’s incredible. Is it something like a vortex?”

Seeing the nearby citizens chatting nonchalantly, oblivious to the seriousness of the situation, Seoha, who was the most experienced among us in such matters, quickly sprang into action.

“I’ll handle the residents in the surrounding area, so please evacuate the citizens near the shore.”

“Oh, yes. Leave it to me!”

In an instant, Seoha disappeared from the beach, and Song Hayeon and Gwak Minji began moving around, informing the citizens of the danger.

“A gate has opened! You shouldn’t stay here!”

“Hey, sir! Can you hear me? You need to evacuate immediately!”

But it was of little use.

The citizens, skeptical, couldn’t let go of their phones and instead looked at the two of them with curious eyes.

Standing away from the crowd, I sighed and summoned a few Phantom Wolves.

“Undead Call.”

Fwoosh!

Grrr.

Whine!

Trying to persuade people verbally was pointless; only a few would actually listen.

When it comes to evacuation, speed is the essence.

“Go, scare them off.”

Grr!

Bark!

With my command, four Phantom Wolves charged down the sandy beach toward the citizens, and upon noticing them, the citizens screamed and started running toward safer areas.

“Aaaah!”

“A monster!”

“Sh*t! Call a Hunter now!”

Song Hayeon approached me with a bemused expression after witnessing the scene.

“Is this… really okay?”

“…Well, it’s certainly effective.”

In any case, the civilians on the beach had all evacuated.

At that moment, the sound of sirens echoed, and an emergency broadcast began to play across the area.

[This is a real situation. A dungeon break has occurred at the beach.

A dungeon break has occurred at the beach. Residents are advised to quickly evacuate to the shelters. Repeating the announcement…]

Judging by the sudden uproar all around, it seemed that most residents had received the message.

Now, we could focus on the matter at hand.

“It seems to be coming this way… Do you see anything?”

“Yeah, some small ones, some big ones… I can’t really make them out either.”

Honestly, the person best suited for this was right beside me.

Gwak Minji, who caught my gaze, activated her visibility skill and began closely watching the sea.

Her face contorted in an instant.

“Damn. How many of them are there?”

“What’s wrong? Is it that many?”

“It’s not just many… They just keep coming.”

This meant the dungeon break was likely at least of medium scale.

With so many monsters pouring out at once, there were bound to be large numbers.

“…This isn’t going to be easy, is it?”

This is the terror of a dungeon break.

Unlike fights within dungeons where you can gradually reduce the enemy count in a contained space, during a break, you have to fend off waves of monsters all at once.

Worse, it would take time to reinforce our forces to secure the perimeter, making the situation even more challenging.

“So, see anything noteworthy? Any familiar entities from the database?”

“…I’m not sure,” Gwak Minji squinted, focusing her gaze, then replied to Song Hayeon.

“One thing’s for sure, they look pretty strong.”

In the end, nothing changed.

Until reinforcements arrived, we would have to hold the line with the people we had here.

I triggered the effect of a ring and issued instructions to Song Hayeon, who had been intently watching the sea.

“Start with the long-range fighters.”

“Long-range?”

“We need to thin their numbers from the start.”

With that, I pulled out small pieces of wood from my pocket, placing them along the shoreline.

They were totems carved from a lightning-struck jujube tree.

“Swamp of Erosion.”

As I chanted, the sand within the totems’ area began shifting, turning into a muddy swamp-like terrain.

‘Not my specialty, but it’ll do.’

It was one of the primitive spells I had learned from Khan’s knowledge, used by an ancient tribe.

But in a situation like this, it would be quite effective.

“A non-mage like you knows all sorts of tricks, huh…” Gwak Minji muttered, looking at me in disbelief.

At the same time, the enemies finally came close enough to see with the naked eye.

“Should we call them fishmen?”

With webbed limbs, scales, and gills on their faces, as Song Hayeon noted, the best way to describe them was fishmen.

And they weren’t alone.

Behind them were unidentified medium-sized monsters running across the water on four legs, and hideous creatures that looked like a cross between an octopus and a starfish.

With monsters pouring out from the open portal, there were likely even more types waiting to come through.

“…Hold them off with long-range attacks as much as possible.”

“Got it.”

Fwoosh!

Song Hayeon quickly summoned her undead, and I pulled out every artifact I had and began summoning them all.

“Undead Call.”

Fwoosh!

Screech!

Roar!


There was the Lizard Wolf, the dungeon boss I had first encountered with Gwak Minji, Doom Warrior Jackson, familiar Skeleton Mashers, and even two Halloween Knights I had crafted with materials gathered from recent dungeons.

Unfortunately, due to the complete destruction of Wei and Madison in the battle against Shin Doyoon, the undead dragons I could summon right now were all I had.

“They’re here!”

Monsters slowly rose from beneath the surface, settling onto the ground.

The moment they drew near the totem’s area, I immediately gathered my power and channeled it into each totem.

Whirrr.

Ssss.

Glug!

The swamp’s reach expanded, and one by one, the monsters’ feet began to sink and become ensnared.

Squish.

Splurch.

“Grr?”

Now was the time. Locking eyes with Song Ha-yeon, we directed the undead to launch a synchronized attack.

“Kill the ones trapped in the swamp first.”

[Groar!]

[Heeek!]

Boom.

Thud.

Crash.

Crunch!

Crrrack!

A Doom Warrior at the vanguard slammed its heavy club down on the enemy, followed by spells and arrows that struck directly into their ranks.

Thud!

Splack!

Whoosh!

Boom!

The sheer scale of the attack was hard to believe, especially considering it was only the work of two hunters.

However, when Song Ha-yeon saw the emerging figures of our enemies, she looked at me with a shocked expression.

“It… it’s not doing much damage!”

“…….”

The attack had certainly been effective, but the impact wasn’t as great as expected.

The enemies were clearly strong.

“Damn it. Does that mean each one of those is at least B-rank?”

Just as Gwak Min-ji had feared, the enemies seemed to possess the strength of at least B-rank monsters.

Boom!

Crash!

Whack!

The Skeleton Mashers and Doom Warriors were pushing against the enemies, but each one was stubbornly tough.

We couldn’t gain overwhelming dominance.

Considering the number of monsters we had to face, the situation was anything but positive.

“Ah, crap, this is insane!”

Unable to hold back any longer, Gwak Min-ji dashed forward to join the fight, while Song Ha-yeon gritted her teeth and cast strengthening spells on the undead.

Boom!

Boom!

Kaboom!

“Where do they keep coming from….”

Monsters now filled the coastline, and more kept pouring in from the portal in the distance.

“Aren’t we in serious trouble here?”

Ignoring Song Ha-yeon’s worried comment, I took a deep breath, relishing the breeze.

‘…It’s been a while since I felt this.’

This massive battle felt just like standing on a battlefield from back then, with skirmishes erupting in every direction and bodies piling up in real time on this field of death.

And this place, for a necromancer, was like a homeland.

“…I like it.”

“What? How could you like this when we’re about to be wiped out?”

“Take a good look while you can.”

See why necromancers were feared as the public enemy of the continent.

Why every nation dreaded wars against the army of the dead.

And what a true necromancer’s battle was all about.

“Gordon.”

-Yes, Master.

“It’s time to work.”


Yes, this is a rare chance to feast upon souls again.

Whirrr.

In an instant, the lich Gordon materialized by my side, spreading dread as I began chanting a spell.

“Undead Call.”

It was time to remind these creatures who dared step onto land of their place.
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Swoosh!

“What’s the situation?”

“Evacuations of nearby residents are almost complete, but there are still some civilians refusing to move, making things difficult.”

“Just as expected. What about the first line of defense?”

“We’re not sure as there’s no confirmed report yet, but no damages have been reported so far.”

“If we don’t arrive on time, this could escalate. We’ll need to speed up, even if it’s pushing our limits.”

The nearby navy, army, and guilds were currently joining forces, heading toward the destination.

Since it was a large-scale dungeon, the boss would likely appear soon.

At the very least, they had to arrive before that happened.

Following the captain’s orders, the soldiers in the unit began preparing hurriedly.

Thud!

Boom!

Thud!

Ratatata!

“What on earth is going on?”

“You’re telling me! This could turn into a mass funeral if we’re not careful.”

Despite the rush, the soldiers kept chatting, trying to ease the tension.

Meanwhile, one soldier, now ready, casually threw a question at his superior.

“Sergeant Choi, is the situation that dire? I heard A-rank and B-rank Hunters have already been dispatched to the scene.”

“Who? Baek Seoha and her lackeys?”

Sergeant Choi Changil let out a sarcastic chuckle, then looked at the questioning soldier and began to explain.

“You haven’t been here long, have you?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Then it’s understandable you wouldn’t know.”

Seeing the confused expression on the soldier’s face, Choi Changil calmly explained the gravity of the situation.

“Listen, this is a break in an A-rank large-scale dungeon. Do you think one or two Hunters can hold it back?”

“…Is it that serious?”

“I’m telling you, it’d be a miracle if four Hunters could hold out for 10 minutes and escape. Even with Baek Seoha there, it wouldn’t change much.”

That’s what a dungeon break is.

It’s completely different from a regular dungeon attack.

“Twenty Hunters of equal rank.”

“Sir?”

“That’s the minimum number believed necessary to prevent casualties in a mid-sized dungeon break. There’s no standard for large ones. Do you understand now?”

“No way…”

“That’s why we need to get there as fast as we can.”

Sergeant Choi patted the soldier, who had gone rigid, on the back and continued moving.

‘They need to buy us a bit more time…’

Though he said it confidently, Choi Changil, too, was quietly hoping the Hunters on the ground could hold on.

To be honest, in this situation, they could only rely on them.

‘Whoever it is, just hold on until we get there.’

Sending a silent prayer to the unknown fighters, Choi Changil glanced towards his hometown, which was now under attack by monsters, feeling a heavy burden.

#

“Undead Call.”

Whooosh.

Rustle.

Crunch!

Song Hayeon had almost forgotten she was commanding her undead, staring blankly at the sight before her.

‘……..’

The battle was intense.

Countless monsters poured in, and the undead fighting them were suffering heavy losses.

Still, they were at a disadvantage—or so it should have been.

‘What on earth…?’

The enemy was strong, and there were so many of them.

She thought the few dozen undead summoned by just two people would be wiped out in no time.

But the line held. Even after 20 minutes since the battle began.

“Heh. Power’s welling up.”

Boom.

As Gordon slammed his summoned staff into the ground, an eerie aura spread across the entire beach.

This was something he had done multiple times already.

Although Song Hayeon couldn’t fully grasp the principle, she sensed it was a process of expanding his territory.

Likewise, Baek Eunha was doing something similar.

“………”

Swish.

Whooosh.

Crackle.

Eunha didn’t even seem to use a spell; just a flick of her fingers sufficed to fill the surroundings with the aura of death.

Now, that effect was visibly apparent.

Rustle.

Crunch.

“They didn’t even cast a spell…”

The corpses of the defeated monsters, absorbing the surrounding aura, naturally reanimated, and, like zombies from a movie, charged directly at the living monsters.

Honestly, it was a rather terrifying sight.

“It’s getting tough.”

For the first time, Baek Eunha, who hadn’t shown any signs of fatigue, frowned.

Fifty undead.

This was the number Baek Eunha was currently controlling simultaneously.

Sighing, visibly dissatisfied, Eunha shifted her gaze toward Song Hayeon, who was standing in a daze nearby.

“Use whatever’s left.”

“Oh, yes…”


Even while witnessing it firsthand, Song Hayeon found it difficult to comprehend the scene.

‘With corpses of that level, I’d be lucky to control a dozen…’

There was a clear difference in the quality of the aura, but the quantity itself was not much different between Song Hayeon and Baek Eunha.

Yet, the gap between them was vast.

‘It’s not me who’s lacking.’

Although Helena was an exception, there were certainly other high-ranking necromancers around the world.

However, none could control as many corpses as Baek Eunha.

To control 50 B-rank monsters alone… if that were possible, necromancers would be considered a one-person army.

Crunch!

“Oh.”

Lost in thought, Song Hayeon suddenly noticed her Doom Warrior, which had held out for so long, finally fall to the enemy’s attack.

As Baek Eun-ha raised her hand, the scattered dead energy in the surroundings gathered, reviving the battered Doom Warrior.

[Groooo!]

Thud.

Thud.

Thud.

Boom!

While the undead on our side would recover even after falling, the enemy’s monsters, upon reaching the end of their lives, were devoured by the dead energy and turned into our minions.

Even at a glance, it was an unfair exchange.

‘…Isn’t this basically invincibility?’

It was absurd, but it felt that way.

Surely, there must be a limit to such power.

Yet, the might Baek Eun-ha was displaying made us forget that obvious fact completely.

After a moment, as if pondering something, Baek Eun-ha, who had been gazing across the sea, spoke quietly.

“It looks like it’s here.”

At the same time, waves crashed at the edge of our sight.

#

It appeared.

It was unmistakably the presence of the dungeon boss.

Using magic to carefully examine the source, I could see what looked like giant octopus tentacles roaming across the water’s surface.

“Gah! Hah! Each of these guys is already tough enough! How long do we have to hold out?”

At the boss’s appearance, Gwak Min-ji’s exhausted voice echoed from a corner of the beach.

Startled, I quickly responded.

“Are you still fighting? It’s not like it makes much of a difference if you are or aren’t.”

“You bastard, you should have told me that sooner!”

It was already four in the afternoon. I handed the sweating Gwak Min-ji a phone and told her, “Head to the car and activate total war mode.”

“…You’re absolutely insane.”

Gwak Min-ji shot me a glare, as if to say she couldn’t believe someone like me existed, but honestly, this was far more productive.

After sending her off, Seoha, who had left to coordinate the situation, returned just in time.

“Sorry, I was delayed by some residents who refused to evacuate.”

“I figured as much.”

Seoha took a quick look at the battlefield, then asked me with a concerned expression.

“Isn’t this too much?”

“…I’m still fine.”

With this, all our forces were gathered.

And, perfectly timed, news arrived through Seoha’s phone that the reinforcement troops had arrived.

As we held our position a little longer, we began to sense a group approaching rapidly from the rear.

Pat, pat.

Thud.

“Huff, huff. Are you Ms. Baek Seoha’s party? You held out remarkably well.”

The newcomers looked around in shock at the beach, which had turned into a land of death.

“Oh my god…”

“How many of them are there?”

“They held off that many monsters with just four people?”

But now wasn’t the time for idle reactions.

The leader, who had quickly calmed down, conveyed the situation to us.

“A naval unit is approaching from behind the dungeon spawn location. They’ll begin the operation to eliminate the boss soon.”

“…Then what should we do?”

“After the boss is dealt with, we plan to close the encirclement and wipe out the remaining monsters in collaboration with the forces on the sea.”

“So that’s the plan.”

“Yes. We’d appreciate it if you could join us then. Of course, if you’re not in good condition, feel free to opt-out.”

It was a straightforward plan. However, after hearing the plan, I mumbled with a subtle expression.

“It seems a bit hasty…”

“Haha, don’t worry. We, as well as the others, are experts in these matters.

The confirmed boss monster, the Great Octopus, is rated A4. Having faced it before, we’re confident we can handle it.”

In the background, I could faintly hear members of the group mocking me.

And before I could even object, the navy’s ships had already closed in on the Great Octopus’s vicinity.

Soon, the awakened division of the navy engaged the Great Octopus, and from a glance, the battle seemed to be in our favor.

“See? There’s nothing to worry about.”

But as I carefully observed the scene, I couldn’t hide my exasperation as I sighed, realizing my prediction had been right.

“That’s not it.”

“Pardon?”


“That’s not the boss.”

At that moment, a deafening roar resounded, and a navy ship began to capsize.

“Huh, huh?!”

What emerged was a massive creature, reminiscent of an Imugi from legend.

This was the true boss of the dungeon break.
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“This… This can’t be…!”

While the man, who had confidently claimed he could defeat them, was flustered, the awakened ones from the navy on the other side were already in complete disarray, unable to do anything against the two boss-level monsters.

“…Are they really going to be okay?” 

Song Hayeon murmured with a worried expression, and Seoha, standing beside her, also frowned. 

“We need to help them. Who can move across the water?” 

“Well… That would be difficult. We do have a few people who can, but are you saying you intend to fight that many monsters on the open sea?” 

The man wasn’t entirely wrong. It was indeed a difficult task. 

However, if left alone, the awakened ones over there would perish helplessly.

Seoha let out a deep sigh and grabbed a spear from one of the Hunters. 

“I’ll go. Just prevent the monsters from escaping this area.” 

“Wait! It’s dangerous!” 

“I’m used to this level of danger.” 

Unable to dissuade Seoha as she strode resolutely towards the beach, the man reluctantly selected a few team members to support her. 

I moved closer to Seoha and spoke to her. 

“Can you handle it?” 

…I’ll have to try, somehow. Do you want to join, even though it’s dangerous? 

“I’m skilled at naval combat too.” 

When my only sister says she’s going to fight, it would be disgraceful to just stand back and watch. 

“What should I do?” 

“…You two stay here and hold this position.” 

Leaving Gordon and Song Hayeon by the shore, we headed toward the boss monsters. 

Huuung. 

Splash. 

Poof. 

“If I use my water veil, I can move underwater. Everyone, board.” 

The mage assisting us conjured a sphere from water for transport, but Seoha shook her head and placed her foot directly on the water’s surface. 

Splish. 

“I can walk there.” 

Amazingly, Seoha was able to walk stably on the water’s surface, even amidst crashing waves, by applying her mana. 

The mage, speechless at the sight, quickly gathered himself and turned to me with the same question. 

“Then, shall we use the water veil…” 

“I don’t need it either.” 

Huuung. 

I have my own way.

With a simple gesture, I summoned undead monsters, who followed and created stepping stones in succession. 

“Ah. I… I see…” 

The mage, looking slightly unsettled, boarded the water sphere with his companions. 

Thus, we made our way through the surrounding monsters toward the location where the boss fight was taking place. 

Kieeek! 

Kreeek! 

“Water Cannon!” 

“Strong Bow!” 

Pheew! 

Boom! 

Bang! 

Honestly, I hadn’t expected them to be of much help, but the Hunters following us were surprisingly adept at continuing the battle. 

Their skill in underwater combat wasn’t a lie, it seemed. 

However, even their skill was outshone by Seoha’s prowess as she led the charge, clearing a path through the monsters. 

Boom! 

Booom! 

Boooom! 

Keeek! 

“Crescent Slash.” 

Swish! 

Slash─! 

Even while wielding a borrowed spear, her skill was evident to anyone watching. 

The speed of her spear strikes was almost invisible, each blow puncturing the enemy’s body precisely. 

When she unleashed a skill and swung the spear with force, the sea before her split momentarily. 

‘…She’s really strong.’ 

It was the first time I had seen her fight in person, so I was a bit taken aback too. 

I had seen videos before, but it’s hard to grasp the full extent of a high-ranking Hunter’s power through mere recordings. 

Even I felt like I’d be torn apart in a matter of seconds if I fought her up close, so there wasn’t much more to say. 

Helena’s high praise was certainly warranted. 

“We’re almost there. Stay alert, everyone.” 

Swoosh! 

Thud! 

Boom! 

The distance to the boss was now short.

Thunderous sounds echoed in our ears, and the crashing waves pierced through the silence all around. 

‘They seem to be holding on somehow…’ 

The warship was flipped on its side, nearly sinking, but the seasoned unit was somehow managing to hold its ground against the boss. 

Boom! 

Splash! 

“Argh!” 

But the situation was still bleak. 

The formation of the unit had already collapsed, and without effective coordination, they were struggling to inflict any meaningful damage on their opponents. 

“They’ve been completely split up.” 

The Great Octopus and the massive eel-like dungeon boss stood before them. 

Without hesitation, Seoha quickly made a decision and gave her instructions. 


“I’ll take care of the boss somehow.” 

“Can you manage alone?” 

“Just keep the other one distracted. Don’t push yourselves too hard.” 

Leaving those words behind, Seoha charged towards the boss without looking back. 

Kuaaaaah. 

Slaaash! 

Splaaash! 

The Great Octopus, provoked by pure mana, extended its tentacles to attack, but all were torn apart by Seoha’s skill, letting out pained cries. 

If there was ever a moment to strike, it was now. 

“Attack.” 

[Kreeee.] 

[Keeeeeek!]

A giant jellyfish, mermen, sea lions, and more. I charged ahead with the undead monsters I’d created, using some to continually form footholds and began luring the Great Octopus.

Clank! 

Clank! 

Thunk. 

“The Book of Death.” 

Fwoosh! 

Rustle! 

Having sufficiently separated the opponent from the battlefield, it was now time to do what needed to be done on this side.

“Extraction. Materialization.”

The symbol and treasure of the Sky Palace that I used in the previous fight with Jackson.

“The Warrior’s Ring.”

Whoosh. 

Rustle! 

Clang! 

A glowing wedge pattern appeared on both the Great Octopus’s head and my wrist.

Now, neither of us could leave this place until the battle was decided.

Roar! 

The Octopus, enraged, swung its numerous tentacles, but I spread the undead out widely, using them as footholds to easily evade its attacks.

Swish! 

Splash! 

Splat! 

The tentacles struck the innocent water surface, provoking the Octopus to attack even more furiously. Things were going smoothly so far, but the real issue was next.

‘I don’t really have a reliable way to capture it.’

Despite appearances, it’s a massive A4-ranked boss monster—definitely no easy opponent.

On the other hand, my current resources are very limited.

‘Of course, there are undead suited for underwater combat…’

But, to be honest, summoning them is a struggle at my current level.

It’s frustrating to have a fine sword but be unable to wield it.

Swish! 

Splash! 

As I dodged its attacks, deep in thought, I realized there was no other choice.

I opened the Book of Death again and began chanting.

Whoosh. 

“Extraction.”

Turning to the fifteenth page.

On this page was an ancient artifact inscribed with a spell for summoning and controlling a water spirit.

“Materialization.”

Drip. 

Honestly, this was half a gamble.

As a necromancer, spreading death wherever I go, I’ve naturally earned the spirits’ resentment.

 Previously, I had the overwhelming power to subdue and control any spirit I summoned, but that’s no longer possible for me now.

So, even if I managed to summon the spirit, controlling it was uncertain.

Whoosh. 

“Come forth.”

As I chanted, transparent droplets began seeping from the blue spirit stone.

Drip. 

Drip. 

The drops steadily increased in volume, soon overflowing, and eventually took the shape of a beautiful woman.

Watching this, I quietly called the name of the summoned spirit.

“Selenia.”

-……

Selenia tilted her head and gazed at me, then clapped her hands, murmuring cheerfully.

-So, has the Apostle of Calamity finally fallen, and a new master has appeared? Who might you be?

“Sorry to disappoint, but I’m still very much alive.”

-Well, I figured you’d know with just one look.

Selenia circled me, carefully examining every part of my body.

-This… is an odd situation, isn’t it?

Now, to the main point. I raised the artifact and pointed at the Great Octopus in front.

“I’d like you to take care of that.”

-Ha. Have you really grown so weak that you can’t handle such a small creature? The tyrant himself?

For a moment, Selenia gave a knowing smile. Then, with a slight smirk, she answered affirmatively.

-Very well. I’ll help you.

“…Really?”

I was honestly taken aback.

I didn’t expect her to agree so easily.

As she lifted water into the air around her, Selenia looked at me and said,

-I’m less disturbed by your weakened aura, and it’s refreshing to be out here again.

And, as if reaching the real point, she continued.

-However, I’ll need compensation. I’ve ignored it till now, but rules are rules.

It did seem like this ancient artifact required the user to offer something in return, based on their capabilities.

Resignedly, I nodded.

“Try to pull anything, and I’ll cancel the whole thing.”

-Is that really something you should be saying?

As Selenia shot me a look of disbelief, the Great Octopus’s tentacles lunged at us.

Screech!


However, they halted just before reaching Selenia, restrained by pure, refined magic.

Selenia glanced at the creature, letting out a small mocking laugh.

She raised her hand toward the Great Octopus and spoke.

“It seems you need to be taught a little respect.”

The last thing the Octopus saw was countless water spears filling the air around it.
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The Great Octopus, perhaps sensing the threat posed by the formidable attack, unleashed its tentacles with a force it had been saving.

Whoosh!

Screech!

Screech!

-It doesn’t seem to have any learning capabilities.

However, that didn’t mean the attack could penetrate Selenia’s defenses.

The tentacles, brimming with intense force, were all stopped by the veil of water and failed to reach Selenia.

-Considering the location, this is the expected outcome.

Though this was the Great Octopus’s home turf, Selenia was, from the start, a spirit of water.

In the sea, surrounded by water, she could exhibit her powers more effectively than anyone.

The Octopus, having all its attacks thwarted, seemed flustered.

It began spewing large amounts of ink in our direction and attempted to flee.

Selenia, noticing this, raised her hand with a sly smile.

-How adorable. Thinking you could escape from me.

Whoom!

Crash!

What unfolded next was truly a spectacle.

The center of the sea split apart and began to rise, lifting the Octopus with it.

Blinking its enormous eyes, it seemed utterly unaware of what was happening.

-No need to prolong this.

Whoom!

Slash, slash!

Squelch!

As Selenia summoned more power, the Octopus, trapped within a sphere of water, began to be mercilessly torn apart.

It writhed, screaming silently, but there was no way to escape.

Even with its monstrous regenerative abilities, comparable to that of a troll, the situation rendered such capabilities meaningless.

Eventually, the Octopus went limp, its lifeless eyes staring blankly.

-It’s over.

Splat!

Boom!

Swoosh!

Dropping the Great Octopus’s lifeless body into the sea, Selenia dispersed the water sphere into droplets.

Her work was, as always, clean and precise.

-Now, how shall I claim my reward? Hehe.

“…You know we’re not done yet, right?”

The true boss of the dungeon still awaited, and the navy was struggling against the remaining monsters, floating on the sea’s surface.

But Selenia glanced toward Seoha’s direction with a smirk and spoke to me.

-That part doesn’t seem to need much help, does it?

“…That’s true.”

While I’d been distracted fighting the Octopus, the other side had also nearly reached a conclusion.

Unlike the dungeon boss, who bore numerous severe injuries and was screaming in agony, Seoha didn’t even seem fatigued.

Screech!

Seoha dashed across the water, impaling her spear into the boss’s head with a skillful strike. Both battles had concluded.

-Should I help clean up the small fry as well? I’d be a little disappointed if things had gotten that dire.

“…….”

With that, the immediate crisis was effectively resolved.

I borrowed Selenia’s power to rescue the scattered Awakened and joined forces with the troops on the beach to deal with the remaining monsters.

“Over there! Drive them that way!”

“Fire all at once on my signal!”

By the time the sun was about to set, we finally succeeded in preventing the dungeon break.

#

After the battle, I returned to the beach, where Song Hayeon ran up to me.

“Master! Are you okay?”

“What would I not be okay about?”

I was tired from running around everywhere, but I hadn’t suffered any major injuries.

Relieved, Hayeon spoke again.

“You were fighting precariously on a narrow platform, and I thought I’d die from worry just watching you!”

“Who do you think I am? I don’t make such mistakes.”

-Didn’t you once fall pathetically off the fortress wall while fighting an undead wyvern?

“S-silence. Just go inside.”

Whoom.

Crackle.

I instinctively tried to de-summon Selenia as before, but something blocked me.

It was because I hadn’t yet paid the price.

-You really can’t change your habits, can you? Unfortunately, it seems that’s not possible right now.

“…….”

Seeing Selenia’s meaningful smile, an ominous feeling crept over me, and I avoided her gaze.

At this point, should I pass the curse of compensation onto Gwak Minji…?

-Don’t even think about doing anything foolish.

In the end, I had no choice but to pay Selenia’s price.

Leaving Seoha, who was still busy cleaning up the aftermath, I moved to a secluded spot to settle the debt.

“So, what do you want me to do?”

Honestly, I’d never actually paid a price for summoning Selenia before.

This made me a bit nervous.

-What would be good~?

Selenia spun around me, barely hiding her excitement, then suddenly changed her expression and spoke.

-First, kneel before me.

“What?”

-Here, stand before me and make sure your expression of humiliation is fully visible.


Is this woman insane?

When I looked at her in disbelief, Selenia smiled and continued.

-Are you upset?

“……”

-If so, you should’ve never called for me in the first place. Isn’t this the ‘law of nature’ you always talk about?

As expected, there was a lot pent up inside her.

Selenia observed my flustered state with an expression of anticipation.

“K-Kneeling is enough, right?”

-No. That’s just the beginning. After this summon, quite a significant price has been accumulated.

That explained why she had been fighting so spectacularly today, pouring every ounce of power into her moves.

It had all been building up to this moment.

Realizing this, I began to tremble, and Selenia taunted me with a mocking smile.

-If you really hate it, I can give you other tasks instead. Hehe.

“You’ve got to be kidding me…”

At this moment, I felt utterly miserable about having lost my power.

But only briefly. A brilliant idea struck me, and I began gathering all my remaining magic and spirit, channeling them into the air.

-What are you doing all of a sudden?

Ignoring her, I continued my actions without pause. After several minutes, Selenia’s form began to fade.

“No… How can this be? Why?”

Selenia had overlooked one crucial detail.

While I was too weakened to ignore the cost of summoning, the summoning duration had also drastically shortened.

Normally, this kind of workaround wouldn’t negate the risks of using the relic, but this was a special case.

I had used a double-summon technique to bring Selenia forth—first summoning the relic from the Book of Death, then using it to summon her.

This meant that if I exhausted my power to the point of being unable to sustain the Book of Death, the relic would naturally reverse the summon, taking Selenia along with it.

“Tough luck. If you’re so upset, come up with a better way next time.”

-You’ll regret this. There’s no way evading the cost like this will…

Swoosh.

Boom.

In the end, Selenia was sucked back into the Book of Death before she could finish her words.

This was a triumph born of relentless thinking.

A perfect victory of wisdom.

“Pathetic.”

An hour later.

Plop.

Pitter-patter.

“…Master? What’s that on your head?”

“I… I don’t know.”

Having forcibly canceled the price of summoning, I now stood alone, drenched by an endless downpour, swallowing my frustration.

#

Drip.

Drip.

In a shabby underground structure, where unpleasant-smelling droplets trickled down the walls, a man was bound.

He was visibly bruised and battered.

‘This is a disaster…’

The man’s name was Joseph Howard.

An awakened individual working as an informant and freelancer across Europe, Joseph had encountered an overwhelming opponent during one of his jobs.

While investigating a secret organization at a client’s request, he had been captured by a being far beyond his ability to handle.

Though a high-ranking awakened individual himself, Joseph was utterly helpless against this enemy.

To make matters worse, special artifacts and skills bound him, making escape impossible.

There seemed to be no way out.

Joseph glanced at the closed door before him, then focused his mind, gathering the last remnants of his power.

‘Just one last chance…’

His captors had assumed he was completely neutralized and left him unattended, but Joseph possessed a unique ability.

Even in such dire circumstances, he still had options.

Focusing his thoughts, Joseph began sending out a distress signal using the sliver of power he managed to muster, aiming it at the S-rank Hunter in Britain who had hired him.

Buzz.

Zap.

Joseph’s abilities allowed him to influence the network world, transmitting critical information as a signal without being detected by his enemies.

‘This is cutting it too close…’

If this attempt failed, the artifact binding him would prevent him from gathering any more power.

Pouring everything into his skill, Joseph carefully executed his plan.

But just as he neared the finish line, the artifact’s interference caused his concentration to waver.

Flash.

‘Damn it!’

He barely completed the skill.

By now, the distress signal carrying his message should be hurtling toward its intended recipient.

But there was a problem.


He had sent it to the wrong target.

Instead of reaching his employer, the message had been sent to someone entirely unrelated—a Korean girl he occasionally played online games with.

“Hahaha…”

The last spark of hope extinguished. Joseph lowered his head in despair, sensing his impending death.

In the silence that followed, only an oppressive stillness remained.
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“After successfully resolving the dungeon break and completing various follow-up measures, we had no choice but to end our short vacation and return home.

Although it was earlier than planned, no one objected, likely due to the exhaustion and the fading excitement of relaxation.

Vroom.

Drip.

Drip, drip.

“When is this ever going to stop?”

“It’s seriously persistent, isn’t it…?”

Even during all this, the side effects of ignoring the consequences remained.

Sitting alone in the car, I had no choice but to stick my head out of the window and let the rain hit me.

Time passed, and now, I found myself soaking in a warm bath at home, trying to relieve my fatigue.

Drip, drip.

The rain, stubbornly chasing me, continued as ever.

At this point, I wasn’t even annoyed anymore; I just let out a dry laugh.

Ignoring it as best as I could, I began organizing my thoughts.

‘Well, at least my level has gone up significantly.’

Thanks to some prior accumulated experience points, I managed to achieve the significant milestone of leveling up twice.

My current level was 39.

I was now just one step away from reaching the seemingly distant milestone of level 40.

Although the situation I got caught up in had interrupted my rest, the dungeon break had involved a high-ranking, large-scale dungeon.

The experience points I gained were immensely satisfying.

Drip.

Drip, drip.

‘The Book of Death is also gradually unlocking its full potential.’

Although my worries had been piling up lately, my growth itself was proceeding quite smoothly.

As long as I continued at this pace and unraveled the entangled problems one by one, there shouldn’t be any major issues.

“Gordon.”

-Yes, did you call for me?

“Is there any change in the memories?”

-Unfortunately, there is none. However, there is one part that remains stagnant.

Quite some time had passed since I decided to restore Gordon’s and Chae Hwain’s memories, yet progress had been minimal.

While other matters had seen continuous good fortune, this was the most frustrating aspect.

“And what about Chae Hwain? Why hasn’t there been any reaction from her?”

At first, I thought the memories might have been entirely erased, but after various confirmations, that didn’t seem to be the case.

It was clear that her memories were slumbering somewhere within her soul, but they showed no signs of surfacing.

-Perhaps it’s because she doesn’t feel the need to recover them herself?

“Explain in more detail.”

-From what I’ve heard, Chae Hwain, in her soul state, was focused entirely on survival — in other words, desperately striving to preserve her existence.

“That sounds about right.”

-In doing so, it’s likely she abandoned everything else to maintain her existence.

“…….”

In short, she might be in a state akin to a locked feature in a game.

“So, you’re saying she won’t retrieve her memories until she deems them necessary?”

-That is correct.

Gordon’s reasoning made sense.

In other words, unless Chae Hwain found herself in a desperate situation where she needed to recall her memories, a natural recovery seemed unlikely.

“This is tricky… How can I stimulate her to awaken those dormant memories?”

“Should I actually bring her younger sibling into this?”

-Personally, I think it’s quite a solid idea.

However, on further reflection, I had essentially turned Chae Hwain into an undead of my own volition. To abruptly reveal that seemed a bit too much.

“For now, let’s hold off.”

-That’s a shame.

After soaking in the bath for about an hour, the persistent rain that had been falling on me finally began to subside.

Drip.

Drip.

“…It really lasted a long time.”

I had been worried that the effect might persist until I went to sleep, but thankfully, that wasn’t the case.

Just then, the phone I had left on the sink auto-playing a game started to chime with incoming messages.

Beep-beep-beep.

Beep, beep-beep-beep.

-Shall I check it for you?

“…No, stop.”

Something felt off. I had never set such a loud notification sound, nor had I ever heard it before.

Moreover, as of just a moment ago, I could sense faint traces of an unknown magic emanating from the phone.

Shhh.

Woom.

Raising my alertness, I slowly walked toward the sink and picked up the phone.

On the screen, a single message flashed, drawing attention to itself.

The sender was “JP.” There was no additional content displayed. Without hesitation, I clicked on it.

Ding.

Suddenly, my vision blurred, and something began to dig into my mind.

‘Damn! I need to activate a protective barrier—’

“No, it’s fine.”

Instinctively, I tried to resist, but strangely, the sensation wasn’t hostile.

I decided to let the flow take its course and accepted the incoming energy.

Woom.

Information of unknown origin swirled in my mind.

An unfamiliar underground chamber.

A man restrained by some sort of magical bindings.

The location was Brenner, in the far north of Italy.


And the urgent voice of a man echoed throughout.

He was captured.

There were two individuals he had contact with: a silver-haired girl and a man with a sun symbol engraved on his face.

Both were strong.

Though it wasn’t certain, it was speculated that the man with the sun symbol was one of the founders.

“What the hell is this?”

I roughly understood the context of the situation. 

An awakened individual with certain abilities had sent a message through him, and it was highly likely that the sender was JP, my gaming friend. 

And the man captured in my memories was probably JP. 

However, even if that were the case, I still couldn’t understand what was going on. 

“Why are they suddenly sending this to me?” 

-What on earth is happening? 

Ignoring Gordon’s question, I tried to calm my confused emotions and thought it over. 

‘They don’t know who I am.’ 

Thinking it through carefully, I had never revealed that I was a Hunter or a Returnee. 

What was certain was that this message wasn’t sent to ask for my help. 

‘From the beginning, the content of the message wasn’t aimed at me.’ 

JP had tried to relay some information to someone and seek help. 

And that someone wasn’t me. 

In that case… 

‘Was it a situation so urgent that he couldn’t send the message properly? Or was I the only one he could send it to?’ 

At the very least, it seemed clear that my online gaming friend was in danger. 

-Master? 

“Founder, founder… It sounds like something I’ve heard before.” 

Didn’t they say the founders were the original members of that organization called Hades? 

“Hades?” 

Now that I think about it, Trione had mentioned something like that before.

I immediately picked up my phone and made a call to confirm with her. 

[The man with the sun tattoo? I think there was someone like that among the founders.

A Returnee I mentioned last time. I’ve never met him personally, but I heard he’s terrifyingly skilled.] 

This situation was too perfectly aligned to be a coincidence. 

“So, this guy is really from Hades?” 

At this point, it was no longer something unrelated to me. 

For some reason, JP was digging into Hades, and in the process, he was captured by a high-ranking official and sent out a distress signal. 

‘I can’t grasp the exact details of the situation…’ 

But one thing was clear: he had valuable information and seemed to possess quite capable abilities. 

On top of that, he was now an indispensable gaming friend. 

In truth, finding a reason not to rescue him was more challenging. 

-Are you planning to accept the request? 

Hearing Gordon’s question after I roughly explained the situation, I nodded decisively. 

“I need to go to Italy.” 

After finishing my bath, I confidently stepped out and began looking into the nearest flight and travel routes. 

The very next day— 

“…A foreign friend you met in a game invited you? That’s so suspicious.” 

“He’s not a weird guy.” 

“How would you know that? I’ve told you so many times, you don’t take things seriously enough. Just looking at it, it seems fishy.” 

“Come on, I already know where he lives and what he looks like.” 

“Do you know how dangerous the world is these days? Just one Awakened, and a perfect crime isn’t even hard. Do you know how many people can alter their faces?” 

As I was about to leave for Italy, I had a hard time convincing Seoha, who came charging at me with fiery eyes. 

#

“So, you’ve been selling our information to that annoying woman all this time?” 

In a dark, dim basement, a man with a sun symbol engraved on his face spoke to the restrained Joseph. 

“They say you’re a well-known informant in your field.” 

“…Hah, pointless chatter. No matter what you do, I won’t tell you anything.” 

“That won’t be necessary. If I want to know something, I’ll find out myself.” 

It might sound arrogant, but for the man in front of him, it was no joke. 

Knowing this, Joseph gulped nervously, feeling the rising tension. 

“What are you planning to do with me?” 

At this point, there was nothing left for him.

Joseph’s life was entirely in the hands of the man before him. 

The man, looking at Joseph, continued with an ominous smile. 

“Since most of the work here is done, this is a good opportunity.” 

“What?” 

“By sacrificing the lives of tens of thousands of nearby villagers, we will summon a fragment of that being.” 

It was a statement clearly related to Hades’ primary goal. 

As Joseph adjusted his expression to one of seriousness, the man smirked meaningfully. 

“Don’t worry. You’ll also be used as a sacrifice, so your journey won’t be lonely.” 

“You crazy bastards…” 

Even after hearing about a plan to sacrifice tens of thousands of people, there was nothing Joseph could do. 

Creak. 

Thunk. 

Before long, the man left the room, leaving Joseph alone in the dark basement. 

“Damn it…” 

At that moment— 

A mysterious notification sound suddenly echoed in Joseph’s mind, breaking his despair. 

Beep-beep-beep. 

Beep-beep-beep-beep. 

‘What the…?’ 

Startled, Joseph recognized the sound. 

It was unmistakably his ability, and for the first time ever, it was manifesting itself to him. 

‘This can’t be…?’ 

Though not entirely impossible—if someone with similar abilities existed—this wasn’t entirely beyond reason. 


But the circumstances were peculiar. 

Filled with doubt about the message’s content, Joseph hurriedly checked the voice embedded within it. 

And the message contained only— 

[On my way.] 

Just four words, yet their meaning was crystal clear.
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Anyhow, this mission is extremely dangerous.

Two members of Hades have gathered, and the man with the sun tattoo, one of the founders, is undoubtedly far stronger than Jackson or Trione.

That’s why I contacted Trione, who has deep ties to Hades, and Helena.

“Honestly, I really don’t want to go.”

“This is exactly why we brought you along; you’ve got to earn your keep.”

Unlike Trione, who responded to my contact immediately, Helena remained unreachable all day for some reason.

Unable to waste any more time, I had no choice but to head to Italy with only Trione accompanying me.

“Damn it. This is off to a bad start.”

Originally, Helena would have arranged a private jet or something, but since that wasn’t possible, I ended up boarding an economy class flight using the ring’s power.

“Wouldn’t it be better to wait until we can contact that woman? Honestly, the chance that the man you’re seeking help from is still alive is slim.”

“The pass hasn’t been cut off, so he’s still alive.”

Even after the plane had taken off, Trione kept sighing anxiously, as if something was deeply troubling her.

“Sit still. Why are you so agitated?”

Unable to hold back, I scolded her.

After hesitating for a moment, Trione finally began to open up.

“…Do you really think we can win? I’ve only seen one of the founders in person, but he was unbelievably terrifying and strong.”

“……”

“You’re strong too, but objectively speaking, I don’t think our chances are very high.”

To be honest, I was feeling slightly uneasy as well.

Especially since I had witnessed Seoha’s skills during the dungeon break in Gangwon Province last time.

‘He was far stronger than I expected.’

Comparing him to Jackson felt almost disrespectful.

From A-rank onward, the disparities within the same rank were said to be significant, but I hadn’t imagined it would be to such an extent.

If a top-tier A-rank Hunter had that much power, the man with the sun tattoo we’re about to face is likely to be just as strong.

That’s why I had wanted Helena, a reliable asset, to join us.

But.

“I’ll win, no matter what.”

There’s no way I’d back down against someone like that.

It wasn’t about pride—it was about principle.

“I can’t rest easy unless I eliminate what bothers me.”

And Hades had already crossed that line with me several times.

“It’s only fitting for them to disappear.”

That was the law and rule I set for myself in this world.

#

“So, you’re saying there are over ten patients with the same symptoms?”

Bolzano, a small city in northern Italy.

Matteo, a Hunter affiliated with a guild based in Bolzano, was patrolling with his colleagues to investigate the peculiar phenomenon spreading through Bolzano and neighboring villages.

“Don’t even get me started. The symptoms aren’t severe, but the patients are clearly unwell, and the doctors claim nothing is wrong. It’s driving us crazy.”

“…I understand. Once this report goes up, the higher-ups will issue clear instructions. Please be patient a little longer.”

The affected individuals were a random mix of all ages and genders.

They all complained of fatigue, gradual weight loss, and a growing sense of lethargy.

Although multiple doctors examined these patients, they couldn’t find any medical anomalies severe enough to explain the symptoms.

The conclusion was dismissed as a simple psychological issue.

However, the consistency of testimonies from different villages painted a different picture.

This raised suspicions that a gate or monsters might be involved, prompting the government to issue an investigation request.

‘It’s definitely strange.’

Even Matteo had felt as if something was subtly draining his mana during his investigation.

If the symptoms experienced by the victims were linked to mana exhaustion, it meant that something invisible was at the center of this incident.

“Rodin, what about your side?”

“Not much different. Most villagers agree something is definitely going on.”

After wrapping up their investigation across several villages, Matteo and his team compiled their findings and prepared to return to the guild.

That’s when the situation took a sudden turn.

Rumble.

Crackle.

Whoooooosh.

A massive surge of mana rippled through the entire region, abruptly changing the flow of the atmosphere.

“Matteo! What the hell is going on?”

“I don’t know! Contact the guild for backup immediately!”

One of his teammates appeared to be trying to send a message, but soon, a panicked cry burst out.

“Damn it, I can’t get through!”

“What on earth is happening here?”

Though the group was visibly shaken, Matteo struggled to maintain his composure and calm them down.

“Stay calm. If it’s an incident of this scale, it won’t take long for others to notice and send reinforcements.”

“Y-Yeah. That makes sense.”

Whoooosh.

“My strength is slowly draining away.”

I don’t know what this phenomenon is, but one thing is certain: it has something to do with the problems we’ve been facing so far.

‘We might have time to spare, but the other citizens are in danger.’

Amid the chaos, the Hunters gathered around Mateo to discuss their course of action.

“What do we do now?”

“Well, for now… let’s try to locate the source of this situation.”

At Mateo’s words, the Hunters nodded firmly, their expressions tense.

#

Wee-ing!

Weeee-ing!

Tat-tat-tat!

Sirens blared across the streets, and the citizens quickly fled to somewhere safe.

“…It seems like something’s already happening.”

“Looks that way.”


Following the intel handed over by JP, they arrived in the city of Bolzano, but the city was already in turmoil.

This meant that the members of Hades had officially begun their operation.

“The government and guilds seem to be taking action already. Do we really need to get involved?”

“If you keep whining, I’ll just turn you into an undead and drag you along.”

“…I was just pointing out the inefficiency.”

Though not entirely wrong, it was clear that their opponents had accounted for this.

In other words, regardless of the actions of the government and guilds, Hades was prepared to complete their objectives and escape.

“With their focus divided, this might actually work in our favor. Let’s go.”

“…Damn it, I don’t know anymore. Just don’t expect much from me; I’m not great at direct combat.”

Thus, I and Trione started searching for the location where JP was likely being held captive.

However, when we arrived at the basement, JP was nowhere to be found.

“He’s dead.”

“The link hasn’t been severed yet, has it? Stop jumping to conclusions.”

This meant that JP was most likely with the members of Hades now.

In other words, it was time to track them down.

Clack. Clatter.

Tat-tat-tat!

Just as we were leaving the basement to begin the search, several people suddenly barged in and surrounded us.

“Freeze! We’ve received reports of two suspicious individuals. What were you doing here?”

“What?”

Judging by their energy, they were all Hunters.

It seemed that, as outsiders, both of us had been mistakenly reported by the local residents.

“Put your hands on your heads, turn to the wall, and face backward! You are both under arrest!”

“We didn’t do anything.”

“This is an emergency situation! If you refuse to comply, we will use force!”

Realizing that reasoning wouldn’t work, I subtly turned my head and signaled Trione.

Sigh.

Whoosh!

Understanding my signal, Trione activated her ability, causing the Hunters to fall into a dazed stupor and stop moving.

There didn’t appear to be any high-rank Hunters among them, so there was no way they could resist Trione’s A-rank hypnosis.

“What should we do with them? Take them along as meat shields?”

“Just leave them here. This was a waste of time.”

At that moment, a message came through the walkie-talkie one of the Hunters was carrying.

[This is G3! We’ve spotted two suspicious individuals in the forest near Brenner. Additionally, there seems to be an unidentified male detained there.]

Hearing this, Trione and I exchanged glances instinctively.


“…Looks like it’s confirmed.”

“It’s not far from here. Let’s move.”

Finally, we were able to confront JP and one of the founders of Hades.

“…And who the hell are you?”

The scene was littered with the corpses of countless Hunters, their limbs severed or twisted grotesquely, sprawled out across the ground.
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‘About a dozen.’

Despite not much time having passed since the transmission started, the situation had already devolved to this point. 

It was safe to assume that the opponent had killed all the Hunters in front of them in an incredibly short span of time. 

“Look over there, Eric. It’s Trione.” 

“…So it is. I heard they went missing, but is this betrayal?” 

At the silver-haired girl’s words, the man with a sun tattoo called Eric stared at Trione and summoned intense magic above one hand. 

Huuung.

“No hard feelings, but it’s better to kill you now that we’ve crossed paths.” 

“Tch. You people are all the same, deciding others’ lives on a whim.” 

The intensity of the magic gathering was anything but ordinary.

He intended to launch a powerful attack right from the start. 

I, too, began channeling energy and chanted a spell. 

“Bone Shield.” 

Crack. 

Crrrack.

The dark fragments of bone materialized in the air along the boundary of my body, taking shape as a barrier.

I positioned myself in front of Trione, facing Eric. 

“…Do you really think you can block this?” 

“We’ll only know once you shoot.” 

Without a flicker of expression, Eric unleashed his power. 

A deafening roar echoed as if the air itself had burst, and an immense pressure slammed into my entire body. 

Boom!

Kwakakakak! 

It felt like my body was being crushed by the air, as if invisible blades were slashing toward me. 

Shhhk! 

Splurt! 

Even though I had layered another spell within the Bone Shield for double protection, the attacks that slipped through left me with shallow wounds. 

‘…That’s some serious power.’ 

I glanced at my opponent, who still wore an air of calmness. 

It was clear he could unleash even more devastating attacks. 

Crrrumble. 

“So, not just some run-of-the-mill opponent.” 

“You idiot, Eric. Didn’t I tell you before? This is the Korean Hunter who interfered with our plans.” 

“…Ah, right. I forgot about that.” 

A direct confrontation didn’t seem like a good idea. 

I glanced over at the restrained JP, but his pupils were dilated as if he were drugged.

The situation was dire. 

“That… is that an altar? It looks like they’re trying to do something here using the power of a large-scale magic circle.” 

“…I can see that. Do something about it!” 

“Damn it.” 

Huuung! 

Trione raised a hand, attempting to dominate the silver-haired girl, but it was futile. 

Clang! 

“I’m Bennett, the Puppeteer. Mind control doesn’t work on those with similar abilities.” 

“…” 

“Perfect timing. Let me show you something special.” 

Clatter!

Maintaining a blank expression, Bennett smiled faintly as she waved her hand.

Threads of magic extended from the air and latched onto the surrounding corpses. 

“Rise, my cute little toys.” 

Snap.

Crack. 

Crrack. 

Mangled and severed limbs were forcibly reattached as the corpses stood upright. 

They shed bloody tears as they turned their gazes toward Trione and me. 

Seeing this, I cast a suspicious glance at Trione. 

“…So, you’re actually a low-level grunt here, aren’t you?” 

“Ha. Hades has no hierarchy among its members.” 

For an organization without hierarchy, the imbalance in power seemed extreme.

To be honest, even if Trione, Madison, and Wei combined their strength, they wouldn’t stand a chance against that girl alone. 

But still… 

“At the end of the day, they’re just corpses.” 

They must have some idea of my abilities by now, but they were severely underestimating me. 

Huuung.

“Undead Call.” 

In response to my chant, necrotic energy seeped into the corpses controlled by the girl, gradually turning them into undead under my command. 

However, the girl maintained her faint smile, as if unfazed. 

Sensing unease, I frowned as she spoke. 

“Just as I expected. I like you.” 

“What?” 

“I’ll put them to good use.” 

Huuung. 

Swish! 

Raising her hand again, new threads of magic emerged and began to seize control of the undead I had just summoned. 

At the same time, the corpses I thought I had subdued returned to her control. 

‘She took my undead?’ 

This was shocking, to say the least. 

Although I wasn’t at my peak, it was the first time I’d been overpowered so helplessly since reaching my current level. 

“Now, attack.” 


Crunch.

Stomp.

Clatter!

The undead puppets surged forward with unnervingly fluid movements for beings that should have been dead. 

“…Undead Call.” 

Boom!

Crack!

Pulling out various catalysts, I summoned my own army of undead, but at this rate, it was turning into a mere war of attrition. 

“No matter what I do, I can’t enhance undead with my powers.” 

“I didn’t expect you to.” 

Ignoring the largely unhelpful Trione, I focused on finding a way to overcome the immediate challenge. 

‘This is bad enough, and that girl is proving to be even tougher than expected.’ 

Boom! 

Crash!

Krrrack!

[Growl!] 

Roar!

Both armies clashed, whittling each other down bit by bit. 

But even this equilibrium didn’t last long. 

Shhhk. 

Swish.

Slice!

Threads extended once again from Bennett’s puppets, infiltrating my undead. 

‘This is insane!’ 

Whoooong.

Crash!

“I won’t fall for the same trick twice.”

I released my aura in all directions, fortifying my control through necromancy.

But at that moment, Eric, who had been silently observing from behind, attacked us once again.

Fwoosh!

Boom!

“Urgh!”

“Hmph.”

Ka-boom!

Trione quickly retreated but was sent flying by the impact, crashing into the trees.

Losing my focus, I ultimately had the newly summoned undead snatched away by the enemy.

“…This should be enough for you to handle on your own. I’ll go complete the ritual now.”

“Fine. We don’t need Eric.”

Step. Step.

With that, Eric left with the restrained JP toward the altar.

Trione, who barely regained her senses, held her head and stood up, while I stood still like a stone, staring blankly at the ground.

“…Pull yourself together. This is our chance now that they’ve split up.”

Despite Trione’s urging, I didn’t respond, lost in thought.

“What a pitiful sight. How does it feel to be abandoned by your own servants as their master?”

Bennett, grinning as though enjoying herself, posed the question. I replied absentmindedly.

“…Twice.”

“Hm?”

“They’ve taken my undead twice.”

It was less of a response and more like a lament.

“No need to feel ashamed. It’s just that your abilities don’t match well with mine.”

“……”

Bennett spoke nonchalantly, and I slowly raised my head to meet her gaze.

Then, as if entranced, I muttered again.

“Unacceptable. I can’t allow this.”

By now, I could barely perceive anything around me.

The only things dominating my mind were the unbearable irritation and anger welling up inside me.

“Book of Death.”

Fwoosh!

It wasn’t just a matter of wounded pride.

It was something much deeper and more fundamental.

“…Give up. I already know the book’s abilities. No matter what you summon, it won’t change anything.”

“……”

Rustle.

Ignoring Bennett’s words, I gripped a corner of the Book of Death’s page, infusing power into it.

Clench.

Tighten.

It wouldn’t open.

It meant I lacked the strength in my current state.

But, gripping it again, I resolutely uttered a command.

“Open.”

Whoooosh!

Rustle.

Consequences would come later, but that didn’t matter.

At least not now.

The page unfurled, and an indescribable vortex of magic swirled around the Book of Death.

It was heavy.

Sticky.

To be honest, it felt more like a curse than mere magic.

Perhaps sensing the ominous energy, Bennett, who had maintained a neutral expression, rubbed her goosebump-covered arms and asked me,

“…What are you doing?”

“Extraction.”

Whoooong.

Ignoring her, I continued chanting.

“Synchronization.”

[Won’t, forgive, you. Foul servant, of death…]

For a moment, a voice filled with curses and resentment passed by, but it wasn’t my concern.

Extending my right index finger, I carefully transferred the extracted soul from the Book of Death to it.

And then—

“Activation.”

Crack.

Crunch!

With the uttered command, tiny scales sprouted along my index finger.

At its tip, a small horn and mouth began to form.

What had materialized was like a miniature head, adorning my finger like an ornament.

Pointing it at my opponent as if it were a weapon, I made my final declaration.

“Try something.”

“…..”

“If you want to survive this place.”

Perhaps sensing my threat wasn’t an empty bluff, Bennett’s expression grew serious as she summoned her puppet-like undead to form a defensive wall.


“It doesn’t matter if it’s your trump card. This wall, created with this skill, will remain until all the puppets’ lifespans are exhausted.”

“Pathetic.”

Cutting her off, I tilted my finger, aiming at her hiding behind the wall of puppets.

Fueled by the wrath of the dragon coursing through my finger, I uttered the spell that could scorch everything to ashes.

“Dragon Breath.”
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By the time I regained consciousness, the air around me was suffocatingly hot.

Crackle.

Fwoosh.

‘What the hell is going on?’

Bennett, a member of Hades and known as the Puppeteer, struggled to rise despite the searing pain coursing through her body.

She barely managed to take in the scene before her.

Crackle!

Pop!

The sound of burning wood and vegetation echoed from all directions.

Flames had spread so far that most of her field of vision was painted in crimson hues.

‘…The puppets.’

She tried to summon her magic, but no sensation of connection came from anywhere.

With just one attack, all her puppets had been annihilated.

‘This… can’t be happening.’

While there was no set standard, Bennett herself believed she could hold her own against top-tier A-rank Hunters, those who had surpassed human limits.

But for someone to bring her to this state with a single attack? It was utterly unthinkable.

‘…That thing is dangerous.’

She hadn’t been informed that the opponent possessed such overwhelming power.

Of all times, Eric had stepped away to stabilize his consciousness, only for the enemy to reveal their true capabilities.

It was a cunning move.

Clinging to her fading consciousness, Bennett decided to retreat.

But—

“Still alive, huh?”

“…Ugh.”

“Can’t believe you couldn’t even burn properly. How annoying.”

Step.

Step.

A girl, who had approached Bennett without her noticing, crouched down, her face scrunched in displeasure.

“So, what is it you summoned with all this fuss?”

“…I can’t tell you.”

“You’ll talk, whether you want to or not.”

Tap.

As the girl extended her hand, Bennett suddenly felt her mind go blank, as though her soul were being sucked out.

Rustle.

What happened afterward was vague.

She couldn’t remember what had been done to her or what she had revealed.

When she regained clarity, the girl stood before her, frowning in thought, her innocent face now deeply troubled.

“…So, that’s possible, huh?”

“You… what did you do to me?”

The girl no longer seemed interested in Bennett.

She summoned Trione, who had been standing back, and began preparing to leave, exchanging words quickly.

“…Stop. The divergence point in consciousness has already passed. Trying to interfere now would be a waste of effort.”

The girl’s response, however, was entirely unexpected.

“In that case, no choice.”

“……”

“Guess I’ll just take that fragment or whatever it is.”

She smiled brightly, her cheerful gaze sending an inexplicable chill down Bennett’s spine.

Only then did Bennett realize, the girl before her might possess ideals far more dangerous than any of them had imagined.

But that thought no longer mattered to Bennett.

“Should be here soon.”

Crack!

Crunch!

Snap!

As the sound of grotesque transformation echoed, the girl extended her distorted index finger and spoke with a cryptic expression.

“Sorry about this.”

“…….”

“This defective thing always demands nutrients after just one use.”

Crunch—!

And with those words, Bennett’s consciousness faded for the last time.

#

Joseph, who had been restrained by Eric, suddenly felt the force binding him disappear.

He snapped to awareness.

‘This place…?’

He was in the middle of a forest.

Not far off, a massive fire raged, and Eric stood before an altar, engrossed in channeling magic.

The last thing Joseph remembered was being incapacitated by Bennett’s power, leaving him defenseless.

It seemed the ritual had advanced significantly during that time.

Sensing Joseph stir, Eric glanced over, his expression faintly surprised.

“…Looks like Bennett has been taken down.”

“Taken down? What do you mean?”

Joseph reflexively asked but quickly grasped the implication.

Whether it was state agents or guild hunters, someone was clearly acting to stop the ritual.

‘The situation isn’t hopeless yet.’

Joseph, who had fallen into despair after their distress signal failed, hadn’t entirely given up.

‘Bennett was at least A-rank. If someone capable of defeating her is here, then maybe…’

If such powerful allies had arrived, even the monstrous man before him might reveal an opening.

As if answering Joseph’s silent prayer, an unfamiliar presence emerged from the forest.

“Seems we have guests.”

Joseph turned quickly and saw a figure approaching without hesitation.


It was a silver-haired girl, dressed as if she’d just walked out of a cozy living room.

‘What the…?’

Joseph stared at the girl in disbelief, and the girl, meeting his gaze, broke into a familiar smile.

“Long time no see.”

“What?”

Joseph was caught off guard by the cryptic remark, and the girl, her smirk tinged with mockery, began to speak words that were even harder to believe.

“You were all high and mighty out there, but without me, you’d be dead meat in no time. Captured by some nobody and left to die like this?”

‘What… is she talking about?’

“How embarrassing. You’re supposed to be some great informant, yet you get caught on a mission and send out distress signals? Stick to being a support character in the background.”

Joseph couldn’t make sense of the situation.

Her words were disjointed, yet strangely familiar.

But this wasn’t the kind of conversation that should be happening here.

“Who are you? How do you know me?”

Ignoring Joseph’s confusion, the girl gave him a disdainful look and introduced herself with words that left him stunned.

“What kind of nonsense is that? You’re the one who called me. Two days ago, through a message.”

At those words, Joseph’s expression momentarily turned blank.

#

“You’re quite verbose. What about Bennett?”

“He made excellent nourishment. Perhaps a bit of him mixed in.”

As I said that, I gestured toward the remnants of mana being absorbed into the ground, a result of the ritual.

Despite the blatant mockery, Eric’s expression didn’t waver in the slightest.

“An unforeseen event, but it doesn’t matter.”

“…You’re very confident, aren’t you?”

“The ritual cannot be stopped any longer, and you defeating me is equally impossible.”

Arrogance, plain and simple—but it wasn’t entirely untrue. Eric was indeed that strong.

-Master, pardon my boldness, but due to the ongoing ritual, I cannot gather my strength properly. Perhaps retreating for now would be…

As expected, Gordon was also struggling to perform at his best.

I glanced briefly at my throbbing right arm and sank into thought.

‘I overdid it in the heat of the moment. I need to end this quickly.’

Earlier, I was too enraged to think straight, but summoning the Dragon’s Soul at this level was, in hindsight, overstepping my bounds.

There was no time for hesitation. I made a swift decision.

‘……..’

There was only one method I could think of at the moment.

“Book of Death.”

Fwack!

A grotesque book brimming with dark energy appeared in midair, and I quickly opened one of its pages.

Shrrk.

‘Honestly, I’m not confident in controlling this…’

I reached out to summon the sealed Death Knight, Chae Hwain, from a corner of the Book of Death.

If even Gordon had been pushed back with ease, she should be more than capable of facing Eric directly.

“Undead Call.”

Swish.

Swishhh.

As I chanted the spell, a black mist began pouring out of the Book of Death, spreading to fill the surroundings.

The ominous deathly aura swirled around, and I called out her name, visualizing her figure from the last time I saw her.

“Death Knight, Chae Hwain.”

Whooosh.

Crack.

The dense mist converged at a single point before exploding outward, signaling the completion of the spell.

However, there was no one standing in the space where the mist had condensed. It was just an empty void.

Even JP, Trione, and Eric looked at me with puzzled expressions, and I, flustered, began shaking the Book of Death.

Whoosh!

Whoooosh!

“T-this can’t be right…”

From the sensation, it seemed like the spell had succeeded, yet nothing appeared.

It was infuriatingly baffling.

Feeling my face flush with embarrassment, I immediately recited the incantation again.

“Undead Call!”

Whoosh.

Crackle.

“U-Undead Call!”

Whoosh.

It was only on the third attempt that the summoning spell finally began to work correctly.

Fwack!

Clank.

Crunch.

Clad in black, thin armor, with a mask partially covering her face, pale skin, and long hair cascading down her shoulders—Chae Hwain had finally been summoned.

However, she wore a dissatisfied expression as she strode directly toward me.

Clank.

Clank.

Thud.

“Why did you take so long? The earlier spell was already complete…”

Without warning, she raised her fist and lightly smacked me on the head.

Whack!

Startled by the sudden pain, I reflexively grabbed my head and turned to her.

“W-what the hell—”

Bonk!

Before I could say another word, another smack landed.


Cradling my aching head, I stared at Chae Hwain, dumbfounded.

She finally opened her mouth in a slow, subdued voice, as if lamenting something.

“I feel like I almost remembered something…”

“…..”

Though I was indignant and aggrieved, I swallowed my frustration, unwilling to risk further blows.





 
  
    Chapter 77: Rescue signals are dangerous (6)


Chaehwain, who had stopped speaking and turned her gaze away from me, finally began to focus on Eric, who stood opposite us.

“Is that your trump card? It certainly looks strong.”

“…..”

Despite standing against Chaehwain, Eric still seemed unfazed.

Ignoring him, I turned to check on JP, who was bound and held captive behind us.

He didn’t seem like the type to take hostages, but who could say for sure?

If things turned unfavorable for him, he might resort to using JP as leverage.

“If you won’t come, then I’ll make the first move.”

Rumble.

As Eric extended his hand, the ground began to tremble, and the air twisted unnaturally.

Soon, violent winds surged and whipped around us.

Whoosh!

Boom!

It was an overwhelmingly powerful attack, reminiscent of a miniature tornado.

The fierce winds uprooted massive trees, shook them to their core, and hurled small stones and debris relentlessly at my body.

Thunk!

Crash!

Crack!

Although I had preemptively cast a bone shield spell to protect myself, the sheer scale of the attack made it difficult even to stay upright.

In the midst of this chaos, Chaehwain calmly pushed through the storm, steadily advancing forward.

Seeing this, Eric let out a quiet exclamation.

“No damage at all? Impressive.”

Then, as if puzzled, he shifted his gaze toward me.

“At this level, that can’t be a summon under your control.”

“…What do you mean by my level?”

Annoyed by his remark, I scowled.

However, the intensifying winds forced me to crouch low and shield myself.

Rustle.

“It seems this attack is meaningless. I suppose I’ll have to get serious.”

Eric’s tone remained calm as he dismissed the storm.

Then, gathering an immense surge of magical energy, he formed unfamiliar, glowing runes above his outstretched hand.

“I achieved the title of court mage in just five years. The magic I’ve researched is…”

Whoosh!

“…the power to harness the sun.”

Ziiiing!

Boom!

Sensing the dangerous expansion of his magic, I rolled away from my prone position.

Flying debris and a thunderous explosion followed.

When the dust settled, I saw a glowing, molten-red trench carved into the ground, as if lava had flowed through it.

‘Getting hit by that would be fatal.’

The attack resembled a laser, absurdly powerful.

While I couldn’t be certain, it seemed like he was drawing sunlight through magic and weaponizing it.

“The sun is the nemesis of the undead. You have no way to counter it.”

He was right.

While I didn’t show it outwardly, this was an unfavorable matchup.

A returnee like Eric wielded exceptionally unique magic.

Even so, Chaehwain continued to walk toward him, unshaken by the display of power.

“…You’ve made a mistake. If that’s how you want to play, I’ll end this swiftly.”

As Eric summoned more magical energy, runes large enough to encircle both his arms floated into the air.

What he created was akin to a miniature sun.

Though it paled in comparison to the actual sun, the energy it contained was more than enough to incinerate everyone here.

Chaehwain, seeing this, paused momentarily and assumed a stance.

Placing her hand on the hilt of her sword, she turned her head to glare at me.

“…Not enough power. Give me more.”

“More? From here?”

She ignored my protest and began siphoning my energy without hesitation.

Exhausted from the backlash of unleashing my weaker dragon’s breath earlier, I was already drained, but Chaehwain showed no mercy, greedily drawing from me.

Whirl.

“Gah…”

I hadn’t even agreed to this yet!

I’d suspected it before, but something was definitely off.

If a proper soul contract had been formed, she wouldn’t be able to drain my energy at will like this.

But there was no choice in this situation.

Resigned, I reluctantly allowed her to take what she needed, feeling an inexplicable sense of humiliation in the process.

Whirl.

“Still not done?”

Whirl.

“Wait, stop—just a moment—”

Flash!

“Ugh!”

When I was nearly out of energy and teetering on the verge of collapse, Chaehwain finally stopped absorbing my power.

Regripping her sword, she turned toward Eric.

Without any hesitation, she swung her sword with full force.

“The Blade of Creation.”

Slice!

Crash!

A deafening sound rang out, threatening to burst my eardrums.

The refined energy and magical resonance filled the surroundings, leaving a palpable tension in the air.

Amid a scene reminiscent of a typhoon having swept through, what appeared was a sun, still burning brightly without losing its shape.


“It’s a shame. It’s certainly powerful, but if the attack is that predictable, it’s easy to prepare for.”

Eric glanced at us with a sneer before extending his hand and delivering his final sentence.

“It’s over.”

Whoosh.

However, nothing changed.

The small sun merely spewed flames in all directions, without even the slightest movement.

Ignoring Eric’s perplexed expression, Chaehwain sheathed her sword and turned away.

Step. 

Step.

“What… is this…”

Eric’s body froze in an instant, mid-sentence.

Chaehwain, who had been walking away, finally turned her head slightly and muttered softly.

“…The defense was so obvious, it was easy to break through.”

Slash!

Thud! 

Eric’s body was split in two, and at the same time, the massive sphere of flames collapsed, consuming the forest.

A strike on a completely different level.

With an expression of utter disbelief, Eric collapsed—that was the last of him.

‘Even I couldn’t see it.’

As Chaehwain walked back toward me, an inexplicable chill ran down my spine.

To be honest, I knew she was strong.

Even in her weakened state, turned into an undead, she had no trouble defeating Gordon, who was formidable in his own right.

But this level of strength is abnormal.

Even if she had been the first-ever S-rank Hunter in life, under these circumstances, her power should have been significantly diminished.

‘She’s defying the rules.’

Looking no further than the high-level undead following my lead, it’s clear.

Even Jack, considered the weakest among them, was originally strong enough to take on three or four A-rank Hunters with ease.

With Chaehwain now, it’s evident that something beyond our contract is influencing her.

Swish!

Clang!

Splat!

“Is this the one who requested help?”

As the fight ended, Trione emerged from hiding, dragging JP, who was bound, toward me.

Though I shot her a glare out of annoyance, I let it slide, knowing she would have been of little help anyway.

“Phew, thanks. I nearly got caught in that fight and burned to death.”

With a completely exasperated expression, JP pointed to the device on his wrist and spoke again.

“If possible, could you get this off me? This damned piece of junk is blocking my magic.”

“…Remove it.”

When I gave Chaehwain the command, she hesitated briefly before unsheathing her sword and slicing through the restraint artifact.

Slash! 

Clang!

“…I can finally breathe. It feels like I crossed the River Styx three times.”

Honestly, JP had seemed like a reckless flirt during our online exchanges, but in person, he turned out to be a tall, handsome foreigner.

“Sorry for the late introduction. I’m Joseph, an information broker operating across Europe. I have a lot of questions, but…”

Joseph paused and shifted his gaze to the altar Eric had been guarding.

“First, we should deal with this situation.”

He was right, so we immediately made our way through the flames toward the altar.

It was a structure of a kind I had never seen before—definitely not one I recognized.

As I examined it closely, I sensed something was off and quickly checked the surrounding flow of magic.

Crackle.

The remnants of a massive magic circle that had covered the area were rapidly fading, meaning the ritual was already in its irreversible final stage, just as Eric had claimed.

However, based on the information I had extracted from Bennett earlier, by now, a fragment of the entity known as ‘Him’ should have been summoned through the altar.

Yet, there was no magical flow coming from the altar.

Which could only mean…

“We’ve been deceived.”

“What do you mean?”

“This isn’t the right spot.”

At that moment, crimson streaks of light erupted from a location several kilometers to the north.

Boom!

Rumble.

We rushed to the site, but all that remained was a completely destroyed altar.

It seemed the enemy had beaten us to it.

“…Looks like they had more allies.”

“That’s impossible. I overheard their plans while being held captive, and there was no sign of that.”

Joseph grumbled incredulously, but the undeniable evidence before us left no room for doubt.

‘A fragment, huh…’

I had been curious enough to want to study it, but it’s disappointing.

Still, we’ve gained plenty of information.

Without hesitation, I turned around and called my group together.

“Let’s go.”

There was no need to rush. Hades would handle everything soon enough.

I could get what I needed then.


Just as we were about to leave, faint human presences emerged from a corner of the forest.

Feeling a strange sense of déjà vu, I exchanged glances with Trione, exasperated.

Clatter.

“Everyone, freeze! State your affiliation and identity!”

Surrounded by more than twenty Hunters, we had no choice but to surrender and let them drag us away. 



 
  
    Chapter 78: Forced interrogation is dangerous (1)


At this moment, the Hunter Association in Italy was in complete chaos.

“Has the result of the mana extraction come in yet?”

“The medical team is still insufficient. We need more support.”

“Yes, Team Leader. The exact number of casualties is still being calculated. The damage was so widespread—”

A massive magical terror attack had occurred in broad daylight.

Due to the resulting damages, reports from citizens flooded various agencies, and media outlets scrambled to cover the incident.

João, the leader of the Pantheon Guild, who had dispatched numerous elite troops to suppress the terror attack, slammed the table in fury.

Bang!

“Does this even make sense? More than half of the guild members we sent were severely injured or killed. Wasn’t the Association’s response far too inadequate?”

However, João himself was well aware that the perpetrators of this incident possessed extraordinary abilities.

“I have nothing to say about the outcome. But for now, organizing the situation must take priority. Please cooperate.”

“…….”

After a day passed and the situation somewhat settled, the Association summoned the heads of various organizations for an emergency meeting.

“Who are these people? Despite the use of such large-scale magic, we didn’t notice any anomalies before its activation.”

“They’re audacious and intelligent. It’s clear they meticulously planned this for a long time.”

“Even seven B-rank or higher Hunters were taken down. We have to assume their combat capabilities are far beyond our expectations.”

If there was such a high-level group of awakened individuals, it would have been detected by the Association’s intelligence network.

In other words, this was their first appearance, and it just so happened that their stage was Italy.

“What do the survivors’ testimonies say?”

“Some are still not in a stable condition, so we’ll have to wait. It seems they fled after accomplishing their goal, leaving one fatality behind.”

Whirrr.

As the beam projector activated, an image of a corpse appeared on the screen.

It was Eric.

“Based on testimony, this individual has been confirmed as one of the perpetrators.

Upon identifying him, we found he was a returnee from Britain who had been reported missing.”

“A returnee?”

The situation was becoming increasingly unclear.

“Although their exact objective is unknown, there is testimony suggesting they were conducting some sort of ritual.

Additionally, Hunters from other countries who encountered the terrorists are under investigation. The one confirmed deceased is also believed to have fought them.”

“…Could it be those individuals we captured earlier? Something about this doesn’t sit right.”

“Yes, it’s possible. While we can’t make definitive conclusions, there’s a high probability of a connection to the incident.”

“Since mana extraction has yielded no results, they’re the only leads we have at the moment.”

In the suffocating atmosphere, everyone in the room let out a sigh or clicked their tongues.

Ultimately, there was only one conclusion they could draw.

“Under no circumstances should we hand over the suspects to their respective countries. Extract as much information as possible.”

“…Understood.”

And so, time continued to flow.

#

Michele, a B-rank Hunter affiliated with Italy’s awakening management organization established after the “Day of Change,” groaned as he clutched his head in frustration.

‘Damn it, this is driving me insane.’

Currently, they had detained individuals referred to as witnesses in the so-called Brenner Terror Incident.

Though labeled witnesses, they were half-suspects due to their potential direct involvement in the attack.

Following orders from the higher-ups, Michele and his team isolated them and conducted interrogations to gather testimonies, but progress was minimal.

Instead, the stress kept piling up.

Click.

Pressing one of the buttons in front of him, a woman’s voice, tinged with annoyance, came through immediately.

“How many times do I have to say it? I don’t know anything. I joined my companions after everything was over. Does this country always treat innocent people like this?”

The multiple screens in front of Michele displayed the rooms where each witness was held.

He pressed another button, and this time, a man’s voice filled with frustration came through.

“You keep asking pointless questions. I told you I was held captive! I’m just a victim here.

I almost became a sacrifice for that ritual or whatever it was. You, watching me through the camera, do you get what I’m saying?”

Indeed, the investigation had revealed that the man had gone missing shortly after entering Italy.

His disheveled appearance when found supported his testimony.

“…What can I do? It’s not like I’m enjoying this.”

Ironically, those with no apparent ties to Italy were at the heart of the incident.

Still, Michele couldn’t let go of his suspicions.

As he silently watched the screens, Michele sighed deeply and pressed another button.

This time, it connected to the room where a Korean girl, the most troublesome of all, was located.

Click.

“Hey, are you feeling better? If you remember anything, please, tell us.”

The subordinate interrogating her looked utterly exhausted.

Though Michele was watching through the screen, he deeply sympathized.

“Sleepy. Bed and blanket.”

“Didn’t you already take a nap? If you don’t cooperate, this will only make things more complicated.”

“Who do you think you are, telling me… what to do…?”

Bang!

The girl slammed the table, swaying unsteadily.

Her actions left the subordinate looking utterly bewildered.

“Damn it! How many times do I have to tell you that you’re suspected in a large-scale terror case? Stop with that ridiculous act already.”

“…Shut uuup. I’m going back to sleep.”

“…..”

Though her blood alcohol level was normal, the girl seemed completely incapable of pulling herself together, as if she were perpetually drunk.

She looked like nothing more than a common drunkard on the street, but she was actually a B-rank Hunter from South Korea.

If it turned out she was pretending, the situation could escalate to casualties in an instant, leaving those dealing with her exhausted.

‘…I have no idea what’s going on.’

In the midst of all this, the girl, who had been dozing off with her head on the table, suddenly sat up and muttered with half-closed eyes.

“…Wanna see something cool?”

“What?”

Whoooosh.


Crack-crack-crack!

“Ta-da. The table is melting… into monster goo.”

Thud.

As the subordinate recoiled in terror and scrambled to a corner of the room, the girl collapsed back onto the floor and started snoring again.

Michele, wiping the sweat from his brow, shook his head in disbelief.

‘…There’s no fixing this.’

As Michele sat there, wracked with despair while his subordinates gathered around, an unexpected visitor appeared out of nowhere.

Clunk.

“Are you the head of the special operations department?”

“…Who’s asking?”

“I’m here under orders from above. From now on, we’ll handle this our way.”

“What? Has this been properly discussed?”

Without a word, the man tossed his phone to Michele, sat in his seat, and began issuing commands into his radio.

“It’s me. Proceed with the plan to extract the information.”

Hearing the voice of a superior officer coming from the phone, Michele could only stare blankly, stunned into silence.

#

Once part of Hades and now a pawn of Baek Eunha, Trione clicked her tongue in frustration at the situation.

‘To think they’d come at us so recklessly.’

The approach was sure to raise issues later, but it seemed the other side was too desperate to care, refusing to let them go.

‘…This is troubling.’

Baek Eunha and Joseph might be fine, but Trione had a history of working with Hades, a group branded as terrorists.

Though she had hidden her tracks well, if they decided to dig deeper, they might find something to use against her.

As Trione sat there feigning ignorance, a stranger with a menacing aura suddenly appeared before her.

Clunk!

“Who are you? I don’t recognize you, and this isn’t a place for uninvited…”

“I’m here under orders. I’m supposed to gather intel in place of you incompetent fools.”

“What?”

Overwhelmed by the oppressive energy, the man was pushed out without protest. The intruder now standing before Trione wasted no time, raising his mana as he spoke.

“I won’t waste time.”

“…..”

“If you know something, you’d better spill it while I’m being nice.”

“You people are so frustrating. I’ve told you repeatedly—I know nothing.”

Ignoring her protests, the man stepped closer with a sly grin.

Grab.

“…What are you doing?”

Gripping Trione’s hair, he tightened his hold as he continued.

“Seems you don’t understand. Even if you know nothing, you’d better come up with something useful.”

“Tch.”

Sensing hostility, Trione infused her body with energy, but she couldn’t shake off his grip easily.

Despite being a high-ranked Hunter herself, the suppressors on her mana limited her abilities, and her opponent was clearly formidable.

‘…So they plan to act before foreign interference comes into play.’

As she frowned in annoyance, a forgotten detail suddenly came to mind.

With a sinking feeling, Trione posed a question.

“…Could it be that you’re pulling the same stunt elsewhere?”

“Ha, you’ve got plenty of nerve. Shouldn’t you worry about yourself?”

At the man’s retort, Trione grimaced and spoke again.

“Stop it immediately.”

“If you share something useful, I might pass the message along.”

“That’s not what I mean. You don’t know what you’re getting into. If you mess with that woman…”

But it seemed she was already too late.


BOOOOM!

RUMBLE!

As the building began to shake violently with a deafening explosion, Trione could only sigh as she watched.

“…This is bad.”

Trapped with no way out, she found herself, once again, an unwilling accomplice to another kind of chaos.




 
  
    Chapter 79: Forced interrogation is dangerous (2)


Inside the interrogation room, Baek Eunha was sound asleep.

Bieri, a B-rank Hunter assigned to handle the interrogation, sighed heavily.

‘What a troublesome situation…’

Despite being restrained with specially crafted bindings, Baek Eunha had easily summoned her strength and melted the interrogation table.

Although Bieri was also B-rank, he knew that he wouldn’t be able to wield his power as effortlessly under the same circumstances.

It was clear that the opponent was on a higher level than him.

‘I heard she hasn’t even been awakened for a full year, and yet she’s already grown this powerful?’

If true, it was an astonishing growth rate. She might even rival Beatrice, Italy’s S-rank Hunter and record-holder for the fastest promotion.

‘…There’s no point in trying to approach this forcefully.’

In reality, though Bieri had raised his voice outwardly, his nature was too mild to truly intimidate anyone.

To him, Baek Eunha looked no more than a young girl, and he couldn’t bring himself to treat her harshly. This left him feeling trapped and frustrated.

“Mmm… Twenty-seven seconds…”

As he watched the sleep-talking Eunha with no idea how to proceed, an unexpected intruder entered the room.

It was a special agent sent under orders from higher-ups.

Click.

“Are you Bieri? From now on, we will be taking custody of the suspect.”

“Taking custody? Who are you?”

“My name is Federico. I’m here with a message from your team leader. Verify it for yourself.”

“What the…?”

Whoosh.
Thud.
Crackle.

Through the communicator handed to him, Bieri confirmed orders from his superior, Michele.

It was an abrupt and baffling situation.

“No further explanations will be provided. If you understand, step aside.”

“Wait, no matter the orders, you can’t just…”

Whirr.

Federico suddenly unleashed his mana, glaring at Bieri.

A chilling sensation ran through Bieri’s entire body, and before he knew it, he instinctively stepped back.

‘An A-rank!’

Without needing words, Bieri immediately understood.

The man before him was an existence far beyond his league.

“Tch. Pathetic.”

If he was A-rank, Bieri should have at least heard of his name, but Federico’s face was completely unfamiliar.

It was only then that a rumor came to mind.

‘The Parvosa, an awakened force trained directly by the government.’

A highly elite unit of high-ranking Awakened, deployed on missions under top-level orders. Federico was undoubtedly one of them.

‘…I can’t believe even they’re being mobilized.’

This meant the higher-ups were in dire straits.

Federico walked past the stunned Bieri and forcefully grabbed the still-slumbering Baek Eunha off the ground.

Grab.

“Sleeping like you own the place, suspect? You’ve got some nerve.”

Then, without hesitation, he slapped her hard across the face.

Smack!
Thud!

“Hey! What are you doing?!”

“I’m following orders. Stand aside and don’t interfere.”

To be fair, it was excessive.

This could very well escalate into an international dispute later.

However, if it was an order from above, there was little that could be done.

‘…Damn it.’

In any case, Bieri’s priority was the safety of his own country.

Just as he turned to leave, resigned, a suffocating bloodlust suddenly filled the room.

Bieri immediately shouted to Federico.

“W-wait! Behind you…!”

“What?”

At that moment, Bieri realized something crucial.

The only reason he had managed to perform even a superficial interrogation with Baek Eunha was that he hadn’t crossed her nerves.

KABOOM!

A deafening explosion shook the room, and a violent gust of wind surged through.

In the chaos, Bieri instinctively drew upon his own mana.

“Ugh, what the hell…!”

Whoosh!

Desperately activating a skill to clear the dust, he saw the interrogation room’s wall blown wide open—and an irritated-looking Baek Eunha standing amidst the debris.

“Ow…”

Rubbing her reddened cheek, she staggered out of the interrogation room as if drunk.

Following her cautiously, Bieri spotted Federico standing back up with a furious expression.

“…You tried to kill me out of nowhere? So that’s your true nature.”

Though he had taken a direct hit, Federico exuded confidence.

The combat prowess of the Parvosa, leagues apart from ordinary Hunters, was incomprehensible.

Bieri gulped, tension building.

The one thing he was certain of was that stopping further bloodshed was no longer an option.

Schwing.

“Do you see this? It’s Zahard’s Dagger, said to corrode the soul. Just a scratch is enough to bring a pain worse than death.”

“…”

“In three minutes, you’ll be crying and confessing everything you know.”

The resulting battle was nothing short of brutal.

Though Bieri thought he had seen it all during his career, this time, he couldn’t even bear to watch.

He turned his eyes away.

Snap!
Crack!
Shatter!

“Graaaaah!”

Crash!


Federico, his arms both broken and covered in blood, collapsed to the floor, screaming in agony.

‘H-how can this be…?’

The outcome of the fight was clear. Baek Eunha’s overwhelming victory.

Even though B-rank Hunter Bierri couldn’t grasp the entirety of the battle, one thing was certain:

Baek Eunha possessed far greater combat prowess than what was known to the public.

Step, step.

Baek Eunha staggered toward Federico, who had already fainted from the pain, and sat on top of him, beginning to slap his cheeks.

Smack! Smack!

“Ugh, gah…”

The injuries were severe, and the bleeding was considerable.

Sensing the danger if things continued like this, Bierri urgently stepped in and shouted at Baek Eunha.

“Stop it! Do you mean to kill him for real?”

Baek Eunha tilted her head slightly, as if the question didn’t make sense to her.

Then, she raised her hand again without hesitation.

Smack! Smack!

“Get a grip! Don’t you understand that if you go any further, this could escalate into a national conflict?”

Smack! Smack!

“Guh!”

Seeing this madness, Bierri felt a chilling sense of dread.

She had no intention of stopping.

She truly meant to kill him.

Thud, thud, thud!

“Hey! What’s going on here?”

As expected, the commotion attracted Hunters from the special task force.

Beside them were other suspects from the adjacent rooms and awakened individuals from Parvosa, like Federico.

“…She’s already gone too far.”

“Hey, barging in like this—what do you think you’re doing?”

Trione and Joseph protested in discontent, but the Parvosa agents, upon seeing the state of their comrade, immediately prepared for combat.

“I’ll cast an area-wide blessing. Subdue and restrain her at once.”

“Understood.”

Whooom.

Shiiing!

A blessing skill that strengthened allies activated, and the team members began drawing upon their magic power.

Each of them was at least a B-rank Hunter in strength.

Furthermore, their coordination, honed through rigorous training, surpassed that of most guild strike teams.

Against them, the average Hunter would undoubtedly be overwhelmed and trampled.

However, even in this precarious moment, Baek Eunha didn’t so much as blink.

She simply raised her hand again.

Smack!

“Charge!”

Boom!

Enraged, the agents leapt forward, but their movements were instantly halted.

[Clack, clack.]
[Gigig.]
[Grrrrk!]

A horde of undead suddenly appeared, surrounding them like a tide.

“What the—how is this even possible?”

The sheer number of undead summoned in an instant was incomprehensible by any standard they knew.

“Tch.”

Recognizing the situation, the leader at the rear, directing the agents, let out a low growl.

When the team members turned their heads, they saw something terrifying:

A Death Knight, somehow behind their leader, holding a blade to his neck.

“…”

No one spoke, but they all understood.

The undead before them were not to be trifled with.

‘Is… is this oppressive presence truly coming from just one undead?’


The sheer density of its magic power and aura of death was suffocating.

None of them had ever experienced such overwhelming force in any battlefield before.

And yet, even this terrifying Death Knight was merely one of the undead summoned by that girl.

Pierre, the team captain of the Parvosa agents and an A-rank Hunter, finally began to realize.

Perhaps they had provoked someone they should never have touched.
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When he first met Baek Eunha, he didn’t recognize her, but Joseph knew exactly who she was.

‘What an incredible coincidence…’

A few months ago, Joseph had investigated Song Hayeon, a promising rookie from Korea, at the request of Helena, an S-rank Hunter from Britain.

It was then that he first became aware of Baek Eunha’s existence.

However, the fact that she was the online friend he often played games with during his downtime was something he never could have imagined.

‘Some people are just destined to succeed, even when they stumble backward. The heavens must have been on my side.’

Ultimately, Joseph owed his life to a misdirected message that saved him from Hades’ clutches.

It had been a tumultuous experience, but the results weren’t all bad.

Yet, there was a problem.

After a battle with members of Hades, he had been apprehended by the Italian authorities and placed under investigation by Hunters there.

“Isn’t this enough? I think I’ve told you everything there is to say. Asking me anything more is pointless.”

“Sorry, but we can’t let you go until we receive orders from above.”

Initially, Joseph didn’t question the investigators too much.

Considering the scale and severity of the incident, it wasn’t unreasonable for them to proceed cautiously.

But when an uninvited guest sent from higher-ups arrived and began pressuring him unnecessarily with a forceful attitude, Joseph realized this wasn’t going to be resolved easily.

‘They’re not planning to let us go willingly, are they?’

Meanwhile, Baek Eunha, who was in another location, caused a commotion.

Seizing the opportunity, Joseph attached himself to one of the men heading out to assess the situation and followed behind.

Now, as Baek Eunha confronted the Parvosa operatives, Joseph, waiting for the right moment in the background, discreetly began activating his ability.

‘Whatever’s going on, I can’t just sit idly by.’

Situations like this were practically his specialty.

Activating his skill to scan the area, Joseph detected a signal from a communication device carried by the leader at the very back.

He connected his consciousness to it.

‘This guy has a private communication line. There must be something here.’

As he delved into the records through his consciousness, bits of information relevant to the current situation started to surface.

After a few minutes of rapidly collecting data, Joseph had a rough grasp of what was going on.

‘…They’re planning to use this incident as a political tool.’

Currently, two factions were vying for power in Italy.

It seemed the actions of Parvosa were influenced by one of those factions.

‘Their objectives are twofold.’

One, to extract any new information by force if necessary.

Two, to keep us detained here as long as possible.

There was one more detail that caught his attention.

‘They want to provoke a conflict with Korea?’

The intention behind this wasn’t clear since there weren’t other records to clarify, but it was undoubtedly a bad situation.

Just as Joseph was about to sever the connection, a new piece of information he hadn’t noticed earlier caught his eye.

Seeing it, he ended the skill with a hardened expression.

‘An S-rank Hunter is on their way here?’

It was shocking news, but it wasn’t a joke.

If true, things were about to get very complicated.

As Joseph wrestled with the implications, Michele, the head of the special department, shouted while passing by.

“Everyone, calm down! This situation is far too heated. Surely you all realize that fighting like this won’t benefit either side.”

“Hey, Michele.”

“No matter what orders come from above, I’m in charge here. I won’t allow this situation to spiral into chaos.”

“Tch.”

It seemed like the situation was calming down somewhat, but once the S-rank arrived, it was bound to escalate all over again.

Realizing this, Joseph quickly approached Trione and interrupted the argument between the two sides.

“No, keep at it. We need to get out of here.”

“What?”

“I’m saying I don’t trust you anymore.”

Based on Baek Eunha’s skills, which he witnessed during the fight with Eric, they had a good chance of dealing with Parvosa and escaping.

Moving closer to Baek Eunha, Joseph spoke again.

“These people are up to no good. Let’s just take them all down and leave.”

However, Baek Eunha, seemingly displeased, tossed aside the man she had been holding by the collar.

Boom!

“…You’re so arrogant.”

“What?”

Seeing Baek Eunha suddenly lose interest, Trione quickly provided cover fire, understanding the situation.

“We’ve been stuck here all day. Don’t you think we’ve been patient enough?”

“I don’t care. This is annoying. I’m sleepy.”

Thud.

Baek Eunha flopped down on the ground, leaving Joseph and Trione exchanging bewildered looks.

“What’s with her?”

“It’s probably the side effects of that new artifact…”

As Parvosa’s operatives hesitated, sensing the change in situation, Joseph realized time was running out and quickly came up with a plan.

Recalling Baek Eunha’s habits, he desperately called out.

“Hey, if we leave now, I’ll play all the games you’ve been wanting to play.”

“…Games?”

“Yes, the ones you’ve been pestering me about all the time. So let’s get out of here.”

“Even Bolt Action 4?”

“Damn it, that trash game? Fine, all of them.”

Hearing that, Baek Eunha finally stood up and began moving.

In the midst of it all, Baek Eunha, who had surprisingly remembered the person in charge here, locked eyes with Michele and delivered a one-sided declaration.

“I’m leaving, so don’t stop me.”

The one who reacted to this wasn’t Michele but Pietro, the leader of Parvosa.

“If you attempt to leave this place on your own accord, I’ll deal with you according to protocol.”

“…Deal with me?”

Baek Eunha repeated the words with a dazed expression, then smirked and replied mockingly.

“Every single person who said that to me ended up dead. Heh.”


At that moment, a dark mist of aura erupted, and someone began to emerge from within it.

Fwoosh!

Step.
Step.
Thud.

“Pitiful humans who don’t know their place are daring to rise up.”

The figure was clad in a black robe covering most of its body, which was made of pure white bones, holding a staff brimming with ominous energy.

It was none other than the lich, Gordon.

“…A lich?”

Even the members of Parvosa were left speechless at the sudden appearance of another powerful undead.

Though the database classified it as B-rank, this being’s ability to command an undead legion far exceeded expectations.

Not even an A-rank necromancer could achieve such a feat.

Overwhelming everyone with sheer presence, Baek Eunha began to walk away with Joseph and Trione in tow.

At that moment, the door leading to the surface opened, revealing someone.

A young man with short, cropped blond hair and a distinctive bandana appeared.

Upon seeing him, Pietro, the leader of Parvosa, sneered and spoke.

“Ha, so this little game finally comes to an end.”

Pietro raised his hand as if to give an order, and Joseph, understanding the situation, remained silent with a hardened expression.

The man was none other than Fabio, Italy’s S-rank Hunter, infamously known as the “Massacre.”

However, Fabio’s expression was far from bright for some reason.

The reason became apparent without needing explanation.

“Just as expected, things have gone wild.”

Alongside Fabio was Helena, another S-rank Hunter and a key figure in Calliope, a major British guild.

The realization left everyone’s faces painted with shock.

Helena, with her elegant stride, approached Pietro and spoke.

“It’s been a while. Since the S-rank dungeon in Piedmont, wasn’t it?”

“Why are you here…?”

“I was contacted. Seems like I arrived a bit late, though.”

Helena’s mere presence unraveled all of Parvosa’s plans. P

ietro glanced at Fabio, but he, too, remained hesitant, avoiding direct action.

“Um, ma’am? We do have our position to consider…”

“Do I need to say anything more?”

“No, not at all…”

Though both were S-rank Hunters, Fabio and Helena were clearly on different levels.

Seeing Fabio unable to utter a word, Pietro bit his lip and shouted.

“Even if it’s you, this is crossing the line. Can you handle the consequences?”

Helena responded with a smile full of confidence.

“Since when have I ever cared about things like that?”

In the end, unable to stop them, Pietro could only watch as the door closed behind those leaving.

Bang!

Pietro slammed his fist into the wall and turned to Fabio, speaking in a cold voice.

“…So what are you going to do about this?”

“Don’t lose your temper. What could I do when that woman decided to follow the scent of chaos? If you’re dissatisfied, why don’t you try taking her on?”

Despite the failure of their plan, a faint smile lingered on Fabio’s face as he turned around.

On the inside of his wrist, a peculiar mark glowed ominously.

#

When I came to my senses, I found myself lying somewhere.

‘…..’

Even with most of my memories missing, I quickly grasped the situation.

For some reason, the ring’s effect had been dispelled, and the accumulated side effects had hit me all at once, leaving me incapacitated.

‘They said there was no time limit…’

Well, given my unique case and the prolonged use of the ring, it wasn’t surprising that unforeseen issues arose.

I slowly moved my body and opened my eyes, only to find Seoha sitting on a chair, staring at me.

“Why… why are you here…?”

“…..”

Seoha didn’t respond.

Her expression showed a mix of relief and considerable irritation as she crossed her arms.

“Are you okay physically?”

“Yeah, no problem.”

“Then explain this.”

Swoosh.

Seoha handed me her smartphone, the screen filled with articles about me.

[South Korea’s B-rank Hunter Baek Eunha’s reckless actions during an investigation leave three anonymous Hunters severely injured.]


[Is there a connection between Brenner’s terror and Baek Eunha? Italian Hunter Association demands custody.]



[Traces of Baek Eunha’s mana detected at the fire site near the Brenner mountain range. What’s the truth?]

Speechless, I clicked on the articles, and the photos undeniably showed me and my undead.

Realizing I must have caused trouble while unconscious, I nervously muttered my final defense.

“I-I don’t really remember… I was drunk…”

The ultimate excuse, a miracle defense known as the “get-out-of-jail-free card” for criminals.
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Trione, whom I reunited with, explained everything that had happened during that time.

To summarize, it seemed that while I was tied up in Italy due to the Brenner terrorist incident, I caused a commotion because of the other party’s coercive attitude.

Later, just as things were about to escalate with the arrival of an S-rank Hunter affiliated with the Italian government, I managed to escape the crisis thanks to Helena’s help.

“Ugh. What’s this? So, it wasn’t really my fault after all.”

Understanding the sequence of events, I maintained a confident attitude throughout, and the Korean Hunter Association even raised questions to the Italian side, sending their support.

Thanks to that, the chaos subsided to some extent, but the associations of both countries engaged in fierce debates, leaving the incident to end in an unsettling atmosphere.

Amid all this, I couldn’t help but feel a strange unease.

‘Italy is deliberately trying to create noise with Korea?’

According to what Trione conveyed, Joseph had extracted information suggesting as much.

Even after thinking about it, no particular reason came to mind.

Perhaps it was due to some political interests or complex circumstances.

“…Who cares.”

Dwelling on it would only give me a headache.

This kind of thing wasn’t my area of expertise.

Thunk.

And so, here I was, holed up in my house after being busy for a while, spending the day lying on my bed.

Doing nothing, like a zombie.

As I buried my face into the pillow, I took time to reflect slowly on the recent events.

‘……’

Although the most crucial result of the ritual had been lost, I managed to gain some insight into the true nature of the organization known as Hades through this incident.

‘They’re up to something interesting.’

Hades is attempting to summon an ancient being that has been passed down from another world through a ritual of some sort.

‘It sounds ridiculous, but it’s not impossible.’

In a way, my own banishment to another world and return to Earth with Ceresia’s help were along the same lines.

‘But do they really have that much power?’

The source of such knowledge was likely one of their members, who was both a founder and a returnee.

Still, it wouldn’t be an easy task. I doubted they had someone capable enough to make it happen.

‘It’s not that Eric guy leading the charge, is it?’

Unfortunately, in Eric’s case, some kind of lock had been placed on his soul, so I couldn’t extract proper information.

However, it didn’t seem like he had orchestrated these events.

You can often estimate someone’s capabilities at a glance.

Rather, the person who locked Eric’s soul seemed far more suspicious.

‘I have a hunch.’

That person was likely a necromancer.

The method of manipulating souls was quite similar to mine.

And the being they’re trying to resurrect from another world—how could I not be intrigued?

‘Its name was something like Gildeon? Hildeon?’

In the memories of Verdi, one of Eric’s comrades, that ancient being was referred to by such names.

“Feels like I’ve heard it somewhere before…”

No matter how hard I thought, nothing more came to mind.

While I was rolling around on the bed, someone contacted me.

It was Shin Doyoon, another returnee.

I activated the ring’s function for a moment and pressed the call button.

“What?”

[I’ve got something to tell you.]

Now that I think about it, this guy is quite amusing.

Sure, he’s got some decent skills, but looking back, it’s almost laughable how he thought he could take down Lee Jicheol, an S-rank Hunter.

“Pathetic.”

[What did you just say?]

“Nothing you need to know.”

After a brief pause, Shin Doyoon began conveying his purpose for contacting me.

[There’s something strange about Lee Jicheol’s recent activities.]

“Lee Jicheol? What’s weird about him?”

[He’s been keeping a low profile as if planning something. I tried digging around, but I couldn’t figure out what he’s up to.]

I had almost forgotten about him due to the lack of news, but it seemed Shin Doyoon had been continuously gathering information on Lee Jicheol.

With a disinterested tone, I asked Shin Doyoon, “Are you really going to go after him?”

[……]

“S-rank Hunters are way stronger than you think.”

Even Chaehwa, for example, had the overwhelming power to slice Eric in half effortlessly.

I’ve heard that there’s a wide gap in individual capabilities even among S-rank Hunters, but Lee Jicheol would undoubtedly have formidable skills.

[It’s not like I have a choice.]

“True.”

Come to think of it, that was indeed the case.

Shin Doyoon had no choice but to deal with Lee Jicheol due to a contract he had made with some mysterious entity.

Honestly, I was also curious about what that entity might do once Lee Jicheol was killed.

[He’s been injured.]

“Injured? Why?”

[No idea. Maybe he fought someone during the time he disappeared.]

At this point, it wasn’t hard to understand what Shin Doyoon was trying to say.

‘If there’s an opportunity, it’s now.’

[If you still intend to help, come here next Tuesday night.]

To Shin Doyoon’s suggestion, I mumbled awkwardly, avoiding a clear answer.

“Uh, well, it’s just that… right now…”

[If you’re unwilling, forget it. As expected, all talk and no action.]

“It’s not like that.”

I couldn’t tolerate being called a coward here. Suppressing my embarrassment, I spoke honestly about my reason.

“I’m currently on house arrest…”

[What does that mean?]

“I’ve even got a tracker on me…”


Because of my repeated unauthorized actions and the trouble I caused, I had lost Seoha’s trust.

My phone now had a tracking app, and I’d agreed to carry a special artifact for location tracking whenever I went out.

If I did anything suspicious, I’d undoubtedly get caught.

[If not now, who knows when you’ll get another chance? I’ll go alone if I have to.]

“It feels like I’d get caught…”

[Enough. I’m hanging up.]

Click.

With that, Shin Doyoon ended the call, leaving only those words behind.

Pulling my disheveled blanket closer, I thought to myself.

‘Not that it matters what happens to Shin Doyoon…’

I was only momentarily interested.

He wasn’t an especially critical figure to me.

However, the mysterious entity connected to him might have ties to the one who put me in this state.

Losing this sole connection left me with an unsettling feeling.

‘Tuesday, huh? Four days from now.’

For now, I decided to observe the situation a bit longer.

#

After the recent incident, my life saw some changes.

First, as mentioned before, Seoha started watching me like a hawk.

“Oppa, are you going out today?”

“I’m staying home.”

“…Alright.”

Every day, before heading to work, she would stare at my face with a suspicious look.

If she had to leave for a few days because of the guild’s dungeon operations, she’d call Song Hayeon to stay by my side.

Though I thought her worry was overblown, I couldn’t argue since I’d secretly interfered in things multiple times before.

‘This is getting annoying…’

Still, it wouldn’t last for months, so as long as I stayed quiet for a while, things should settle down.

That said, there was a more pressing issue on my mind.

It was about Chaehwain.

Whoosh.

Bang!

“Ugh, again?”

Clang.

Click, click.

“Why are you like this? Just stay put, please.”

“Frustrating…”

Ever since the battle with Eric, Chaehwain had started complaining about being stuck inside the Book of Death.

Claiming it was suffocating, she would manifest outside whenever she felt like it.

Normally, that should’ve been impossible, but for some reason, Chaehwain could materialize entirely at will.

Now, forcing her back inside was becoming a struggle.

‘…..’

It seemed my earlier suspicion was correct—something different was influencing Chaehwain.

Step, step.

“Where are you going now?”

“…A walk.”

“If you go out looking like that, you’ll scare people into thinking you’re a monster.”

Her face was half-covered by thin armor, which was a relief.

If someone recognized her, it would become a headache.

When Chaehwain turned around with a dissatisfied expression, I reflexively shrank back, protecting my head.

“W-Warning you, don’t hit me.”

“…”

For some reason, every time I treated her like a subordinate, she would smack me on the head.

Swallowing my irritation, I ended up coaxing her.

“D-Don’t raise your hand. Can’t you suppress your energy quickly?”

While the contract technically bound her to serve me, the relationship felt less like master and servant and more like dealing with a younger sister or a pet.

Just as I was navigating my chaotic daily life, the phone on my bed began ringing.

It was Shin Doyoon, who had contacted me recently.

Click.

“What now?”

[Are you Baek Eunha?]


The voice was similar, but it wasn’t Shin Doyoon.

Confused, I lowered my phone to check the name. It was indeed Shin Doyoon’s number.

“And who might you be?”

[This is Lee Jicheol.]

At those words, I blinked in disbelief before calmly pressing the call’s end button.




 
  
    Chapter 82: Tyrant Lee Ji-cheol (2)


Thunk. Thunk.

The call ended, and I blankly turned my head to check the calendar in the living room.

The date was, as expected, Monday.

‘Wait, wasn’t the plan supposed to happen on Tuesday night?’

It seemed Shin Doyoon had gotten impatient, charged in a day early, and was easily taken down by Lee Jicheol.

Ring, ring.

As I crossed my arms and fell into thought, Shin Doyoon’s phone rang again.

I quickly steadied my breathing before answering it.

“…What?”

[“I already know who you are. No need for introductions. If you don’t show up at the designated location tonight, I’ll kill this guy.”]

A message, using Shin Doyoon’s name, was delivered.

Ding!

“…..”

After confirming it, I pondered for a moment before replying to Lee Jicheol.

“You’re too far. Just kill him or whatever.”

At this distance, a quick trip wasn’t feasible. Seoha would definitely notice and interrogate me later. That, I wanted to avoid at all costs.

[“…What nonsense are you spouting?”]

Lee Jicheol’s voice was filled with irritation, as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

Then, he spoke to me.

[“Now that I think about it, you’re both in the same guild, aren’t you?”]

“What?”

[“If you’re not coming, I’ll use this guy as bait to lure Baek Seoha and kill her.”]

It was true that Shin Doyoon was currently a member of the Cheongbaek Guild.

If Lee Jicheol threatened her just right, Seoha might go alone to save Shin Doyoon.

A plausible scenario.

And one that made my blood boil.

“…You’re done for.”

Last time, I had told Shin Doyoon I couldn’t help because of a curfew.

But the real reason I refused was because I judged it wasn’t the right time to provoke Lee Jicheol.

Now, that didn’t matter anymore.

I returned to my room, grabbed my coat, and declared to Lee Jicheol,

“I’ll be there in two hours. Think it over by then.”

[…..]

“I’ll even let you choose how you die.”

With that, I accepted Lee Jicheol’s invitation and headed to Incheon.

#

Lee Jicheol, one of only three S-Rank Hunters in South Korea and known as the Tyrant of Incheon, casually tossed the phone in his hand as he spoke.

“I didn’t expect to get tangled up like this, but I can take care of several nuisances at once.”

A sly grin spread across his face as he turned his gaze to Shin Doyoon, who was injured and restrained.

“Thanks to you.”

“…”

He had known for some time that Shin Doyoon was digging into his affairs.

But since there was no need to bother with him until he acted, Lee Jicheol had left him alone.

Then, from Shin Doyoon’s phone, something quite interesting had surfaced.

It was a record of contact with Baek Eunha, one of the two targets flagged by Hades.

‘To think they were targeting me.’

However, the conversation logs suggested Shin Doyoon hadn’t noticed the connection to Hades yet.

There must be another reason, but Shin Doyoon stubbornly refused to speak.

In that case, Lee Jicheol would simply interrogate Baek Eunha, who was bound to show up soon.

“I thought he was just a bothersome pest, but he turned out to be decent bait, didn’t he?”

Smack.

“Ugh…”

Shin Doyoon groaned painfully under the careless touch that agitated his wounds.

But resistance was futile.

He had already experienced firsthand the overwhelming difference in power between himself and Lee Jicheol.

‘…This monster hasn’t even revealed his full strength yet.’

None of the counter-magic or trump cards Shin Doyoon had prepared worked against him.

Even though Lee Jicheol hadn’t fully recovered from his injuries, his strength was in a league of its own.

“…Who the hell managed to injure a monster like you?”

“…..”

At Shin Doyoon’s words, Lee Jicheol grimaced slightly as he recalled a recent incident.

It was a request from the founder of Hades to block interference in their ritual, leading him to face Helena, an S-Rank Hunter from Britain.

That fight had left a strong impression on him.

‘Who would’ve thought such a monstrous woman existed?’

It wasn’t Lee Jicheol’s first time fighting an S-Rank Awakener.

He’d earned his nickname “Tyrant” after pulverizing an S-Rank Hunter from another country.

But Helena was different.

Although they were the same rank, she was clearly on a higher level than Lee Jicheol.

While he couldn’t be sure, she likely ranked among the strongest S-Ranks.

‘…Not that it matters.’

In the end, the ritual had been completed, the shard obtained, and Helena had failed to intervene.

Ultimately, it was a victory for Hades.

As he closed his eyes and gradually recovered his depleted mana, hours passed.

Finally, a powerful presence began to make itself known from the other side.

When Lee Jicheol opened his eyes, a girl with a stoic expression stood before him, staring up at him.

It was Baek Eunha.

“You’re here.”

Baek Eunha glanced briefly at Shin Doyoon, who was slumped in the corner, before addressing Lee Jicheol.

“He’s not dead yet, I see.”


“It’s basic etiquette not to kill the hostage before the target arrives.”

But Baek Eunha smirked mockingly as she replied,

“I didn’t come for him.”

And then, while chanting an incantation, I immediately summoned the Book of Death into my hand.

Fwoosh!
Clatter!

“We don’t have time, so let’s wrap this up quickly.”

Thus, the battle began.

#

As I unfolded the Book of Death, Lee Jicheol pulled a sinister-looking orb from his coat and shattered it.

Crack!
Sssss.
Ssshhh.

“Smoke?”

“I told you, I’d rather not have things get unnecessarily noisy.”

A surge of black mist exploded outward, enveloping the area around me, Lee Jicheol, and Shin Doyoon.

It seemed like an effort to conceal the battle’s traces from the outside world.

“Thorough preparation.”

Well, it made sense.

A clash between high-ranking Hunters could easily cause chaos in every direction.

Since it didn’t inconvenience me either, I immediately began chanting another incantation.

Huuung.

“Extraction.”

After my battles in Italy, my level had finally surpassed 40.

“Materialization.”

Fwoosh!

I was now level 41, capable of sustaining the simultaneous summoning of high-tier undead.

Thunk.
Roll.

As the spell completed, a fractured skull and a shattered statue appeared in my hands.

The summons were Hans, an undead Dullahan, and Khan, a totem shaman.

A balanced combination considering both frontline and rear support.

“Undead Call.”

A fierce aura surged from my entire body, and with a raucous clamor, Hans and Khan materialized.

Creak.
Crack.
Boom.
Squelch!

“…Oh, it seems you’ve regained quite a bit of strength.”

“We greet the glorious Lord of Death. Command us as you see fit.”

Hans swung his arms a few times, satisfaction spreading across his face.

Of course, he would feel that way.

Compared to when I first summoned him, his body probably felt weightless now.

The oppressive presence of the two high-tier undead filled the air, but Lee Jicheol’s expression remained unimpressed.

“That’s it? I expected at least half the power of that woman.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but you’ll change your tune after I beat it into you.”

This wasn’t empty bravado. I truly was powerful now. Probably unmatched by anyone below S-Rank, except perhaps Seoha.

“Come out.”

Fwoosh!
Shuffle.
Crack.

“…This one seems like a formidable opponent.”

At my command, Gordon materialized, striking the ground with his staff and chanting an incantation.

Thud.

“Ring of Erosion.”

Huuuung.

Gordon’s specialty: a curse that continuously drains the life force of enemies within a certain range.

Adding to that, I unleashed my own prepared curse to press Lee Jicheol further.

“Breath of Decay.”

Crackle!

Lee Jicheol wasn’t in peak condition to begin with.

These debuffs were bound to burden him significantly.

However, he remained utterly unfazed, looking down at me without even a flicker of change in his expression.

As a strange sense of unease crept over me, Shin Doyoon, still restrained on the ground, warned me.

“…It’s no use.”

“What?”

All the defiance he had shown earlier was gone. Shin Doyoon spoke in a defeated tone.

“I was wrong.”

“….”

“If you want to live, run. There’s no need to create unnecessary sacrifices.”

Just as I was about to retort, Lee Jicheol, who had been silently observing, sighed in annoyance and finally spoke.

“Even waiting for you is tedious.”

Huuung.

In an instant, an overwhelming surge of mana erupted from Lee Jicheol’s body.

He concentrated the energy into his legs and then stepped forward with devastating force.

Thunk.
Boom.

It was just one step.


But the sheer wave of sinister energy and violent tremors engulfed my entire body.

And then—

“Ugh.”

Boom!
Crash—!
Rumble!

The ground split apart.




 
  
    Chapter 83: Tyrant Lee Ji-cheol (3)


To others, it may have seemed like I was just acting recklessly until now, but in reality, I was quite rational when it came to combat.

Even now, I still am.

I would quantify my strength, compare it to my opponent’s, and then devise a way to win accordingly.

‘…..’

Initially, I estimated Lee Ji-cheol’s strength to be around a score of 10.

For reference, Gordon is a 5, and I’m currently an 8.

So, outwardly, one could say I had a fair estimate of Ji-cheol’s strength.

However, I was wrong.

Just from that last blow, it became clear: Ji-cheol’s upper limit is much higher than I had expected.

‘…13 points? No, perhaps even up to 15 points.’

At this rate, things are honestly becoming quite troublesome.

Gordon, Hans, and even Khan—I had prepared this combination to fight a 10-point Ji-cheol.

Crash!

Boom!

“An immortal soldier, huh? This is getting interesting.”

Crash!

Boom!

Crackle!

Hans, the Undead Dullahan, had grown even stronger than before, thanks to the levels I had raised him to.

But even so, when he faced Ji-cheol head-on, he was continuously destroyed, unable to keep up with his regeneration speed.

“Thunder of Aphiros.”

“Cursed Lance!”

Whooooosh!

Screeeech!

Boom!

Crackle—!

Gordon launched his cursed lance, and Khan summoned a storm cloud to unleash a powerful bolt of lightning, but Ji-cheol raised his mana and absorbed both attacks head-on.

Then, with a mighty shake of his body, both spells vanished without leaving any impact.

“…Oh, my.”

Seizing a brief moment, Hans quickly retreated, clutching his half-healed head and muttering under his breath.

“You’re a brute. I’ve never seen someone this strong around here.”

“Hah, this is bad. My lord, I might not be able to handle this with my current state.”

Hans and Khan’s opinions were similar to mine.

With our current combination, we couldn’t break through Ji-cheol’s defenses.

It meant we had to find another way.

‘I really don’t want to summon Chae Hwa-in…’

She would definitely be a strong ally against Ji-cheol, but for some reason, the more she participated in battles, the more I felt like I was losing control over her.

In the end, I sighed quietly and spoke in a low voice.

“Khan, prepare the ritual.”

“The ritual? But that hasn’t been verified yet…”

“Just do it.”

Earlier, Khan, a master of sorcery, and I had considered several ways to regain even a little of my lost strength.

As a result, I came up with a hypothesis that might prove effective.

‘Necromancy.’

A few months ago, when Helena directly interfered with my soul, I discovered an unknown chain.

At that time, Helena had told me that by slightly loosening the chain bound to my soul, she witnessed a tremendous surge of power.

So, I thought that through a necromancy ritual, I could stimulate my soul and temporarily boost my power.

It was based on that idea that I came up with this method.

“Understood. I’ll begin immediately.”

“Gordon, help Khan. Hans, buy us some time while taking a beating.”

“…You’re really asking for too much.”

Khan began spreading totems across the ground and started the ritual, while Hans, without hesitation, charged at Ji-cheol and struck with his sword.

Slash—!

Clang!

‘Honestly, I don’t know if this will work.’

If I’m being honest, the risks are greater.

But I can’t stand it anymore.

‘Should I really run away just because I’m scared of someone like this?’

My pride won’t allow it.

With the name of the Lord of the Underworld, I cannot, under any circumstances, be defeated.

‘…..’

It’s been a long time since I’ve felt like this.

A battle where, instead of overwhelming an opponent from a position of absolute strength, I must find a way to fight against a stronger enemy.

Before becoming an absolute being, I faced countless situations like this.

But since then, it’s been a sensation I had forgotten.

‘Normally, this guy wouldn’t even be worth a single punch.’

Thanks to that, I ended up taking this unnecessary gamble of directly affecting my soul.

The situation isn’t looking good.

It’s a mere hypothesis, and I’m trying it out on a whim.

However, if the ritual succeeds, Ji-cheol will pay dearly for it.

#

‘Strange.’

Ji-cheol, who had been relentlessly breaking Hans apart while using close-combat skills, felt a sense of unease that had yet to dissipate in the midst of the battle.

‘Compared to the monsters under that monstrous woman, they’re lacking.’

He couldn’t say they were weak, but in terms of sheer power, Helena’s undead were undeniably stronger. That much was clear.

But then…

‘What is this strange feeling?’

Although it was subtle, there was something in these undead that he hadn’t sensed in Helena’s.

Even though he was easily suppressing them, it felt as though he were facing someone much more formidable.


“Supreme rank.”

Fwoooosh!

Boom!

For some inexplicable reason, an unpleasant sensation began to rise, and Lee Ji-cheol, using even his most energy-draining skills, completely dismantled Hans’ body.

“…Finally, he’s dead. I’ll give credit for his tenacious vitality.”

Even though Hans was a high-ranking undead, the injuries he sustained should have been fatal.

Yet, a moment later, he would charge again, seemingly unscathed.

The unnatural vitality that defied logic made Lee Ji-cheol recoil for a moment.

“The useless tricks are over. There’s nothing more you can do now.”

He had a rough idea of what was going on, but Hans was still hiding something, preparing some sort of trick.

Lee Ji-cheol sneered and once again poured a strong burst of magical energy into his body.

The skill he had used when the battle first began—it was time to release it with full force.

The surroundings would get a bit noisy, but the ominous feeling he’d been sensing since earlier lingered in his mind.

Thus, he decided to finish the fight quickly with a decisive blow.

Whoooooooom.

Ku-goooooo.

“…Earth Crush.”

But just then, a presence behind him was felt. It was Hans, the Dullahan zombie, who he thought had used up all his strength.

“My bones are ringing. That last hit was quite intense.”

Lee Ji-cheol shuddered for a moment, then immediately changed his target and struck Hans with his palm.

Kwaang!

Baa-gak-gak!

A powerful strike, infused with maximum magical energy and physical enhancement skills.

Hans’ body grotesquely twisted and shattered, collapsing to the floor.

However, the scene that Lee Ji-cheol had witnessed multiple times before began to unfold once more before his eyes.

Uduk.
U-duk.
Poo-duduk.

The shattered skeletal fragments, which had scattered all around, began to reassemble, and the torn flesh and broken armor were slowly restored.

Lee Ji-cheol, witnessing this, stiffened his expression and spoke.

“…This shouldn’t be possible. An undead like this shouldn’t exist.”

“That’s what everyone says when they first meet me.”

It was a phenomenon that was less about not dying and more about being unable to die.

Every force, of course, has its cost.

To regenerate with such perfection, each time would undoubtedly consume a significant amount of energy.

And yet, despite this, his opponent was continuously defying the laws of nature, resurrecting endlessly.

“…It would be pointless to keep destroying him, would it?”

In that case, it was far simpler to eliminate the one who was maintaining this phenomenon.

Looking closely, the trick he was preparing seemed to be nearing completion.

The one who had created such a bizarre undead—leaving him to do as he pleased would be unwise.

Lee Ji-cheol pushed Hans away with his strength and immediately made his way toward where Baek Eun-ha was.

Or rather, he tried to.

Thud.

“That’s troublesome. I was told to stop you until the ritual ends. I don’t want to be scolded after all my hard work.”

Hans had grabbed Lee Ji-cheol’s arm.

Lee Ji-cheol snorted and, without turning around, called upon his magic to shake off the grip.

But for some reason, his arm, despite all the effort, refused to budge.

“Ugh?”

“Heh, this is what humans are like. You can’t even control your own strength, yet you act so arrogantly.”

This was clearly different from before.

As Lee Ji-cheol turned around, he realized the source of the discomfort he’d been sensing since the start of the fight.

Poodook!

Poo-duduk!

“If only I could, I’d crush you right here, right now. Don’t you think?”

The force exerted by Hans was now starting to crack his own body, as if it had been pushed beyond its limit.

“Well, it seems like I’ve managed to buy some time. See you again. I don’t know if there will be another chance, though.”

Ch-ch-choo!

The remnants of Hans scattered like dust, and Lee Ji-cheol gritted his teeth with trembling eyes.

‘This bastard, he was hiding his strength.’

And with that, a chilling thought struck Lee Ji-cheol’s mind.

Hans was an undead summoned by Baek Eun-ha. The fact that he had been holding back his strength meant something inevitable.


‘Does that mean, he hasn’t even shown his true power yet?’

As Lee Ji-cheol anticipated a grim future, a sudden pulse of magical energy reverberated through the air.

More precisely, it was something much heavier and denser than mere magic.

Along with it, an eerie resonance was felt. It felt like the thumping of a heart or the sound of a distant bell.

As Lee Ji-cheol turned his head, sensing that something abnormal was happening, he saw it: in that instant, death itself.




 
  
    Chapter 84: Tyrant Lee Ji-cheol (4)


‘What word should I use to express this feeling?’

Hoo.

“…..”

It’s not exactly a strange or foreign sensation.

After all, despite being bound for a while, this too was my own power.

However, because of that, the feeling became even more exhilarating.

It was as if I had taken off a suit that didn’t fit my body—my mind felt clear and refreshing.

“Hoo.”

After a light deep breath, an invisible, intangible blade suddenly surged towards me in an instant.

Kwagagagak—!

This was Lee Jicheol’s powerful attack skill, one that could easily destroy one or two buildings with its force.

But I didn’t even look at it, simply raising one hand to block it.

Cheoreooong!

“…Hold on. I’m in the middle of a good moment.”

“What!”

The momentum that had once seemed quite formidable from Lee Jicheol now felt as insignificant as a minnow in a pond.

That tiny power no longer registered in my mind.

I simply closed my eyes, savoring the overwhelming sense of liberation.

This was the feeling.

The sensation that had nearly faded from my mind due to a long break.

Now, having recognized the immense surge of power, I smiled calmly as I watched Lee Jicheol, who was frozen in place.

“I’ll thank you in advance.”

“…What?”

“If it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t have had to use this method.”

It was honestly an illogical action to attempt necromancy on the chains binding my own soul, but I had only devised the ritual with Khan, never intending to perform it immediately.

However, since Lee Jicheol showed more than I had anticipated, I had no choice but to gamble, and thus the result came.

…About 40 percent, I guess?

Of course, considering the self-repairing ability of the chains Helena had mentioned, it would likely be a temporary effect.

Even so, I had managed to tap into almost half of my peak power.

And without a doubt, if I were granted that 40 percent of my strength, I was confident I could crush anyone on Earth head-on.

“Even you won’t be enough.”

“…..”

Suddenly, curiosity arose, and I called up the status window, a symbol of awakening.

Ding.

[Baek Eunha]
▶ Level: –
▶ Title: Lord of Death

The only item listed, the level, had vanished, replaced by a new title in the previously empty section.

Upon seeing that familiar name, I smirked and sent Khan back into the Book of Death.

Fwhooah.

It’s going too far. Though I had kept my trump card hidden, I hadn’t yet unleashed my full power either.

However, Lee Jicheol’s expression as he said this didn’t seem to be a mere formality.

He was clearly feeling that my state was far from ordinary.

I gazed at Lee Jicheol, swinging my hand to spread my morale widely.

Hoo.

“Well then, do as you wish.”

The morale radiating from me began to merge with the surrounding atmosphere, and soon the entire circular space was covered in dark thorny vines.

“From now on, whatever happens here, it won’t escape to the outside.”

“…You’ll regret this.”

Lee Jicheol’s face grew serious as he raised his magical power and took his stance.

Apparently, he hadn’t been going all out until now, as an even stronger power was now gathering.

With his muscles bulging, Lee Jicheol unleashed his gathered magical power and activated his skill.

“Earthquake!”

Kuaaaang!

A powerful shockwave that felt like the world itself was shaking.

Since the space was sealed off from the outside, the ground didn’t crumble, but if this had been used outside, it could have triggered a massive earthquake in the surrounding area.

Lee Jicheol didn’t stop there; he once again pumped up his magical power and launched another skill towards me.

Hoo.

“Explosion Thunder (爆雷)!”

Kugagagwang!

A series of explosions raged on the ground as a concentrated mass of magical power surged toward me.

However, I didn’t even attempt to respond.

I merely enjoyed the leisure, watching it unfold.

Kwang!
Fwhooah—!

The attack struck me directly, shaking not only my body but even the outer walls of the barrier.

But when the dust settled, I stood unharmed, without a scratch.

“This is impossible! What trick did you pull?”

“There’s no trick.”

I simply raised my magical power and morale to increase my defense.

Of course, with a little special processing added.

“That’s the problem with people like you. You’re always focusing on titles and skills, so your basics are weak.”

To the awakened on Earth, skills might seem like their own unique abilities, but to me, they were just the results of training anyone could achieve.

Power, skill, and experience—when combined, that’s a skill.

“If that’s all you’ve got, this is too boring. Got anything else to show?”

“…Kugh.”

“Well then, it’s my turn now.”

I subtly smiled and raised a finger to point at Lee Ji-cheol.

Instantly, the black mist spread and began to engulf his entire body.

Fwuaaack.

Swish.

“Ugh! Get away!”


However, no matter how much he struggled, nothing changed.

I lightly flicked my finger and cast a spell, one of the basic tenets of a necromancer.

“Energy drain.”

Shwaaaack!

Fsssssh!

“Kuhhhhh!”

The reaction was intense.

Despite being an S-rank with vast amounts of magical power, about half of Lee Ji-cheol’s energy was absorbed into me in an instant.

“What’s wrong? Can’t stop it?”

If I had used the same spell just ten minutes ago, it would have been a waste of energy with no effect.

But now it was different.

With the spell’s high degree of completion and added output, Lee Ji-cheol was undoubtedly in a situation where he couldn’t do anything.

“I’ll send it back to you.”

I began to twist and shape the mass of magic, which had gathered on my finger like a water balloon.

Judging by the magic arrangement from before…

“Is this the feeling? Explosive Thunder.”

Whooosh.

Boooom—!

A violent shockwave rippled across the ground, and Lee Ji-cheol was sent flying into the curtain’s wall without any chance to defend.

Crash!

“Kuhh!”

It was an attack mimicking the skill Lee Ji-cheol had used earlier, but with even greater power.

Was it from the physical and mental shock?

Lee Ji-cheol staggered and struggled to get back up from the ground.

After a long silence, he muttered words of denial, the same words most would say when confronted with an unavoidable situation.

“This… This doesn’t make sense. How…”

Lee Ji-cheol’s reaction was nothing extraordinary.

There were many others like him.

Those who had never known defeat, who had lived as strong beings always on top.

But those same individuals, when their absolute confidence shatters, are the ones who suffer the most.

“…It’s not over yet.”

As the ones I had observed countless times before, Lee Ji-cheol too rejected reality, filled with venom, and got back up.

Watching this familiar scene, I couldn’t help but let out a small laugh.

“Book of Death.”

Fwuaaack!

Sadly, the fun was over. There would be no chance for a twist now.

I couldn’t afford to let this power slip away.

Snap.

Crackle.

The page turned to the ninety-fourth chapter.

Inside was the soul of the enraged dragon, Nox.

[Free me, from this filthy death, the seed of…]

The unstable soul I had summoned during my fight with the puppet master Bennett, I now grafted it onto my own body.

Synchronization.

Zzzz.

Activation.

Crunch.

Crack crack crack!

Small horns sprouted from my hair, and my eyes changed, their pupils turning sharply.

At the same time, explosive magic began to seep from my chest.

Looking at Lee Ji-cheol, now trembling like a aspen tree, I lightly exhaled the breath I had been holding.

Hoo.

“Dragon Breath.”

Fwuaaack!

Flare—!

The darkened curtain lit up with blinding white light, and the searing heat, as if stepping into a furnace, filled the air.

After a while, as the heat began to subside, Lee Ji-cheol’s form appeared at the center, collapsed.

His body was scorched, mangled, and there was no way he could continue the fight.

Step.

Step.

As I leisurely approached, Lee Ji-cheol’s body, which had been motionless, flinched.

“Impressive. Honestly, I didn’t think there’d be anything left of you.”

It was easy to predict what Lee Ji-cheol was feeling now.


After denying the reality of his unexpected defeat, he had arrived at the final stage.

Fear.

With trembling hands, Lee Ji-cheol barely lifted his head, his eyes now filled with terror, and he lowered them to the ground.

“…P-please… spare me…”

What came out of his mouth was a plea, unworthy of someone bearing the title of a tyrant.





 
  
    Chapter 85: Tyrant Lee Ji-cheol (5)


“Do you want me to save you?”

That’s quite a ridiculous thing to say.

However, it was also a perfectly natural response for a living being.

“Alright. I’ll do that.”

Fwhoosh!

“Cough! Cough!”

I had certainly pierced Lee Ji-cheol’s heart once.

But Lee Ji-cheol, after vomiting some blood mixed with other substances a few times, was still alive and well.

He looked at me, clueless.

“H-Huh? Why?”

“I said I’d save you. If you don’t want that, I can just kill you instead.”

“…Hah. No. I was just surprised.”

Seeing this, Shin Do-yoon, who had been protected by my magic, suddenly got up and shouted.

“Hey, kuh. You’re not going to kill him?”

Although I wanted to just kill him, there were several reasons why I had to keep Lee Ji-cheol alive.

Even though he was an idiot, he was an important resource in Korea, and I needed someone useful for a particular task.

A useful pawn to keep an eye on Cha Hwain, who was unpredictable, despite being under my control.

And the final reason—this one was the most important.

“You still don’t know what the hell that contract you made is about, do you?”

“What?”

“I mean, I don’t even know if it’s good for me to kill him or not.”

This was only natural.

Why should I be doing something for someone else’s benefit?

Anyway, now that I had successfully subdued him, if there was something he wanted, it would soon come from his side.

“…Kuh. What if he harms me because he didn’t fulfill the contract?”

“Then you’ll die.”

“Damn it, I forgot. You’re that crazy bitch, huh.”

Ignoring the desperate Shin Do-yoon, I approached Lee Ji-cheol, who had sat back down, and casually spoke to him.

“Don’t get too comfortable. It’s not over yet. The response should come soon…”

“What are you—”

Ugh!

While Lee Ji-cheol was speaking, he suddenly widened his eyes and began struggling, clutching his neck.

The bloodthirst I had injected into his heart was starting to take effect.

“Cough! Cough! Damn you…”

Lee Ji-cheol, wracked with immense pain, kept banging his head on the ground and continued vomiting blood.

Thud. Thud.

Crack.

And when the changes finally ended, Lee Ji-cheol’s skin had hardened into something resembling dragon scales.

“Congratulations. You didn’t die. Now you’re officially a Dragonkin.”

“Cough, huff. A Dragonkin?”

“Yeah. You’ll be bound to me through the contract of your kind.”

Now that I realized there were other necromancers of considerable skill besides me in this world, I couldn’t rely on some half-baked soul contract to feel safe.

But, I couldn’t turn Lee Ji-cheol into an undead either, so it was basically the best option for me.

“Now then, how about we negotiate with the other side?”

I turned back to Shin Do-yoon and, crouching down to meet his eyes, spoke to whoever might be watching us through him.

“If you want something, come out and talk.”

It wasn’t possible before, but now that some of my power was unlocked, I could definitely feel it.

The mysterious pass that connected to Shin Do-yoon.

Perhaps my words reached them, as Shin Do-yoon suddenly rolled his eyes back and lost consciousness.

Maybe I was trying to convey something through his mental world.

“If you’re coming, get out quickly. My patience isn’t very long.”

A few minutes later, when Shin Do-yoon regained consciousness, he looked at me and Lee Ji-cheol, then whispered.

“…Who are you? Why am I here?”

“….”

The mysterious being’s response was to delete his memory and make a quick escape.

#

Afterward, despite my efforts, Shin Do-yoon never managed to recover his memories.

He only remembered being a returnee and his time in the guild, but the memories of his contract with the mysterious being and anything related to us were completely gone.

“How petty.”

I couldn’t believe how much trouble it caused just to see his face.

The title of the mysterious being seemed almost wasted on such behavior.

However, as a result of tormenting Lee Ji-cheol, whom I had taken under a species contract, I was able to uncover the mysterious being’s other goal.

“I can’t believe Lee Ji-cheol was involved with Hades.”

If that was the case, then it was clear that this being wouldn’t be happy about Hades’ ancient summoning plan.

It turned out our objectives had inadvertently overlapped.

“Well, we’ve already crossed paths. We’ll probably meet again someday.”

But for now, there was an even more pressing issue.

The backlash from forcibly restoring my power through necromancy had been greater than expected.

“Master, are you still in that state?”

“Yeah. It’s been five days already.”

The penalty for breaking the seal on my power was that I couldn’t draw on my strength for a certain period of time.

“You’re not saying it’ll never come back, right?”

“It won’t be forever. I get the feeling it’ll come back someday.”

The problem was, I didn’t know when, and it was frustrating.

Not having what I once had made everything twice as uncomfortable.

The day when I would once again straighten fish bones with my hands…?

Thanks to that, I was currently in a very irritable mood. If anyone touched me, I was ready to start a mess right there and then.

“Would you like some strawberry ice cream?”

“…Give it here.”


I didn’t want anything unfortunate to happen in the meantime, so recently, I had been living with someone by my side 24/7.

Naturally, on the day I went to capture Lee Ji-cheol, Seo Ha had caught wind of my movements, and in the end, I had to honestly explain the situation and beg for forgiveness.

But that also meant I had become like a guardian accompanying a preschooler.

“Why do you keep getting involved in all sorts of trouble without telling anyone?”

“The other side provoked me first. Should I just ignore it?”

“You always tell me to endure it…”

“You’re weak.”

That wasn’t the attitude of a Lord of Death.

Any challenge that came my way should be accepted head-on, without hesitation, to crush the opponent in front of me.

That was the proper attitude of a ruler.

As I recalled the memories of my original strength from the last battle, I returned to the mindset and mental strength I had in those days.

I had finally risen again as the true Lord of Death, overcoming years of hardship.

“Yeah. I’ve been enduring too much. This isn’t the image of a cruel and cold-hearted ruler.”

“Would you like some banana milk?”

“…Give it here.”

However, I couldn’t deny the fact that temporary strength wasn’t true strength.

The risk of using necromancy to restore power through seals was simply too great.

Once I used it, I became a useless wreck for days, unable to do anything.

How could that even make sense?

I would use it if absolutely necessary, but it was better to keep it as an ace in the hole and avoid overusing it.

“How’s the party? Has everything been going well without me?”

“Yeah. Everyone’s been feeling a bit empty since you’ve been gone.”

“Don’t worry. Once I regain my strength, I’ll focus on dungeons for a while.”

I had already become addicted to the euphoria of power.

I could never return to how I was before.

Now, I would refuse to go around making a fool of myself with the tiniest bit of power.

I was determined to regain my strength as quickly as possible and show the world my greatness.

Ding ding.

[An A-rank dungeon has appeared near a military base in Cheorwon, Gangwon Province.

Details are being confirmed, and a joint raid party from nearby guilds will be organized.]

“Just as expected, the trend has been increasing lately. A-rank dungeons.”

“…Was it six this week alone?”

“Yeah. It’s a 50% increase compared to two months ago.”

I couldn’t say for certain what this meant, but one thing was clear—it wasn’t good for humanity.

I picked up my smartphone and called someone.

It was Joseph, my gaming friend, and an information broker who was among the best in Europe.

Ding ding.

Ding ding.

Click.

[Hey, I told you, it’s early morning here. What now?]

“It’s nothing special. I just heard A-rank dungeons have been appearing more frequently lately.”

[A-rank dungeons, huh… Yeah, there’s definitely been a lot of rumors flying around.]

Joseph paused for a moment, then, as if about to tell me something secret, lowered his voice and spoke again.

[It’s not 100% confirmed, but the stats show that the number of lower-tier dungeons has decreased overall, and that amount is now being added to the higher-tier dungeons.]

“So it’s not just in my head, they’re really increasing?”

[Yeah. At this rate, we might even see an S-rank dungeon pop up somewhere soon.]

S-rank dungeons, regardless of their detailed rank, were considered disasters in and of themselves.

If an S-rank dungeon really did appear, no matter where it was, chaos would surely follow.

“If an S-rank dungeon really shows up, let me know immediately.”

[Why should I?]

“Then, we’ll finally clear Bolt Action 4 together, like we promised.”

[Goddamn it, fine, but seriously, why are you so obsessed with that game?]

I put my phone back in my pocket, ignoring Joseph’s grumbling.

Staring blankly at the ceiling, I let my thoughts wander.

‘…..’

No matter what happened, my tasks remained unchanged.

I slowly got up from my seat and made my way to my room, giving Seo Ha a warning on the way.

“I’m taking off the ring and going to sleep, so don’t come in until I say it’s okay.”


“Ah, but you have to do your chores before sleeping! Or Seo Ha will scold me!”

The flow of the world, which had briefly paused, now seemed to be moving again, faster than before.

I had a strange feeling that a lot of things would change from now on.

With no real evidence, I couldn’t help but feel that things were about to take a drastic turn.

I quietly fell into sleep, hoping my strength would return soon.
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Exactly one week after the fight with Lee Ji-cheol, I was finally able to regain the strength I had lost.

“…The penalty period probably lasts about a week, I guess.”

At this point, honestly, it’s not a technique I can just use openly.

However, it seems I now have a trump card to rely on.”Seeing the true form of my master brings me great joy as well. Why don’t you get rid of these inferior humans and reign at the pinnacle of this planet?”

“Why should I bother? I haven’t even used my real strength yet. What I did last time was barely 40% of it.”

Seeing Gordon, shocked in his soul form, for some reason made me feel a sense of pride, and a slight smile escaped my lips.

Even if the technique had flaws, the fact that I now had a way to regain some of my strength was a huge advantage.

The sense of stability was already different.

Even if a powerful enemy appeared, I could simply endure a week of discomfort and crush them if things went wrong.

There was no longer any need to be intimidated by anyone.

The so-called founders of Hades? The S-rank Hunters from all over the world?

They were all insignificant. If they crossed me now, they wouldn’t even be able to resist before being crushed.

“Are you listening? No matter who you are, if you mess around now, you’ll just turn to dust.”

“…..”

Clank

Clang.

Ching.

Today, as I watched Chae Hwa-in, freely emerging from the Book of Death to sharpen her weapon, I began to vent my frustration with a sermon.

“From the very start, not even recognizing your master and acting like that is a failure.

Who was it that revived you when you were groaning in your grave, without even understanding gratitude…”

As I continued grumbling while pointing fingers at her, Chae Hwa-in, who had been handling her sword, suddenly jumped up from her seat.

“What, what? Are you really going to try it? You’re going to get yourself hurt.”

“…Strange energy.”

“What energy?”

When I listened to Chae Hwa-in’s words and expanded my perception, I could clearly feel a familiar energy approaching our home.

Thump.

Thump thump.

“…It’s me.”

It was Lee Ji-cheol, who had become a spirit and made a pact with my soul, now one of my subordinates.

#

Lee Ji-cheol is an S-rank Hunter.

He’s been a Hunter for six years, but only after about a year of awakening did he reach the S-rank.

Full of youthful vigor, there was no one who could stop him, and he quickly rose to prominence as one of the representative Hunters of Korea.

The first major incident occurred at that time.

[“Please, don’t be shocked, but listen carefully. The patient has contracted a disease that has never existed in this world. We aren’t sure, but it may be an illness that developed after the Day of the Great Change.”]

Lee Ji-cheol’s only family, his younger sister, fell ill with an incurable disease.

After that, Lee Ji-cheol lost his peace of mind.

His actions became more violent, and he often resorted to illegal means to find a cure for the disease.

For three years, he became known as a tyrant, feared by the public.

‘…..’

However, despite his rise, his sister’s condition showed no signs of improvement.

In fact, the attending physician now said that the end was near.

This drove Lee Ji-cheol to ally with Hades, who had promised they could provide what he wanted.

But ironically, Lee Ji-cheol was defeated in a way he never expected.

At the most crucial point in his plan, everything collapsed in an instant.

‘Damn it.’

A situation with no more options.

But Lee Ji-cheol still had one possibility left.

That was Baek Eun-ha.

…Though he hated to admit it, the power she wielded was extraordinary.

During his battle with Baek Eun-ha, Lee Ji-cheol hadn’t fully understood the meaning of becoming a spirit.

But after some time, he couldn’t help but be amazed at how different his body felt.

“My physical abilities, as well as my magic usage, have far surpassed what they were before.”
Especially when he drew on magic, his skin hardened like the scales of a mythical dragon, granting him immense defensive power.

“To think such powerful strength could be passed on to others so freely…”

It was the moment that shattered all of Lee Ji-cheol’s previous understanding of power.

Even in the moment he unleashed his power, he felt it—Baek Eun-ha’s strength had already surpassed the norm.

At the very least, it couldn’t be classified by the usual B-rank or A-rank levels like other Hunters.

“If I borrow her power, maybe…”

He began to wonder if he could find a way to save his dying sister, who was suffering from the unknown disease.

Understanding Baek Eun-ha’s power, the first thought that came to Lee Ji-cheol was this.

So without hesitation, he went to find Baek Eun-ha.

He no longer cared about enemies or anything else.

Even if the odds were slim, if there was a possibility, he had to seize it.

“…It’s me.”

“Why are you showing up when I didn’t even call for you?”

“I have one question to ask you.”

Glancing sideways, I saw a Death Knight exuding an immense presence, staring at me from behind its mask.

Did I have another subordinate? It’s incredibly strong. Maybe even stronger than me…?

Feeling a shiver run down his spine, Lee Ji-cheol hesitated for a moment before continuing.
“Is it possible to heal a disease with your power?”

“A disease? It depends on the type. Most things can be dealt with, though.”

“In that case, please. Just help me this once. If you do, I promise I’ll devote myself to you, body and soul.”

At Lee Ji-cheol’s serious tone, Baek Eun-ha’s eyes changed, and after a brief moment of contemplation, she gave her consent.

“Fine. You’re already my subordinate, after all. I can’t leave you hanging.”

Making her decision, Baek Eun-ha called over the nearby Death Knight and, after some back-and-forth, sent it into the Book of Death.

“Get in quickly, damn it…”

With that, Lee Ji-cheol led Baek Eun-ha to the special patient room in the large hospital where his sister was being treated.

Beep.

Beep.

Bzzzt.


The sounds of medical devices beeped in his ears, and in the clean, private room, a young girl lay in bed.

The girl, attached to various small devices, was sleeping soundly. Lee Ji-cheol spoke as he looked at her.

“Since the Day of the Great Change, my sister has been suffering from an unknown rare disease and has been receiving treatment. However, there has been no improvement, and she hasn’t been able to leave the room until now.”

“…I think I understand what you’re saying.”

Baek Eun-ha, intrigued, stepped closer to the bed and began to assess the girl’s condition.

Tap.

Tap.

Whooo.

“I see, so this is the issue…”

“…Is there a way to cure her?”

“With this condition, it shouldn’t be that difficult.”

Of course.

Lee Ji-cheol flinched for a moment, but he still couldn’t fully trust her words.

After all, this was a problem he had been trying to solve for so long without success.

However, without hesitation, Baek Eun-ha raised her magic and reached out.

Suddenly, she grabbed Lee Ji-cheol’s forearm and made a cut with her hand.

Hiss!

“…What the hell are you doing?”

“Stay still. I need your blood.”

After about 20 minutes of work, Baek Eun-ha presented ten small glass vials filled with a red liquid.

“Give her one of these every 24 hours, for a total of 10 days. After that, she should get better on her own.”

“Are you serious?”

“If you don’t believe me, then don’t. But don’t come asking for more later.”

With that, Baek Eun-ha left, and Lee Ji-cheol, following her instructions, began giving his sister the medicine once a day.

Then, something miraculous happened.

“…It’s strange, Oppa. I really thought I was going to die just the other day.”

His sister, who had barely been awake for a few hours each day, suddenly regained her vitality.

The attending physician, unable to hide his excitement, delivered the results to Lee Ji-cheol.

“…I don’t know how to say this, but all the readings are normal! We’ll need more time to be sure, but at this point, we can say she’s effectively cured. What exactly happened?”
“Is that so…”

Hearing the doctor’s words, Lee Ji-cheol felt the anger that had been simmering inside him for years melt away in an instant.

He immediately sought out Baek Eun-ha again and, for the first time in his life, knelt before her.

“I truly thank you. As promised, I will follow you. You can give me any order you wish.”

“No need for that. You could’ve followed me without the promise. Now, just go back quickly. Seo-ha will—”


Beep. Beep. Beep.


Suddenly, the sound of a door lock activating interrupted their conversation.

Both Lee Ji-cheol and Baek Eun-ha turned their heads.


Then—

‘……’

Thud.
Clatter.


Baek Seo-ha, having witnessed the scene, watched in shock as the wrapped crabs spilled from her hands.
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On a quiet night, Baek Seoha reflected on the events of the day, recalling the moment she had reunited with Baek Eunha.

‘….’

At first, she had been skeptical.

It had been years since she had heard that her brother had died, and not only had his appearance changed beyond recognition, even his gender had been altered.

As time passed and she confirmed that it was truly her brother, Baek Seoha felt that she had to take care of Baek Eunha, who had been deeply scarred mentally and physically.

After all, this was someone who sincerely believed they were the ruler of death, a patient with extreme phobia, and the severity of their condition was no ordinary matter.

“…But it was true.”

Surprisingly, most of the outlandish things Baek Eunha had said turned out to be true.

Her brother had truly achieved a high level in another world, and due to unexpected side effects from returning to Earth, he had ended up in this state.

“I still can’t fully grasp it, but…?”

At least she had seen a fragment of his power.

This realization had come just a few months ago.

And now, back to the present.

“He made Lee Ji-cheol his subordinate?”

Although it hadn’t been made public, it was an event that shook South Korea to its core.

Who was Lee Ji-cheol?

An S-rank Hunter with countless accomplishments, known as a tyrant whose temper could not be handled by anyone.

And yet, Lee Ji-cheol was kneeling.

Right in front of Baek Eunha, her brother.

The scene was undeniably surreal.

‘…..’

Baek Seoha sat on her bed, repeatedly reflecting on Baek Eunha.

She could still not be at ease no matter where she went, just like before.

However, now the meaning of that was different.

The old Baek Eunha had been like a fragile small animal, but the current Baek Eunha was a reckless maniac disguised as a sheep.

Recent events spoke for themselves.

He had gotten tangled with a strange organization and become a target, had a confrontation with the Hunter Association in Italy, and now he had even made an S-rank Hunter from his own country his subordinate.

Baek Seoha had no idea how to manage her brother, who had become an uncontrollable troublemaker.

“My brother’s mindset is dangerous…”

He was no longer a simple modern man; the ways of another world had become second nature to him.

He constantly spoke of killing, and his demands were always absolute.

Was this what an ancient emperor must have been like?

What was certain was that his behavior was miles apart from ordinary people.

‘I need to stay more alert.’

She had mentioned it vaguely to Song Ha-yeon, but honestly, she didn’t expect much.

Even though they were relatively close, she didn’t think Ha-yeon could control Baek Eunha.

From now on, she would have to be extra careful and keep an eye on her troublemaking brother.

Nodding to herself, Baek Seoha made a firm resolution.

#

“That’s the fifth one. It’s easier than before.”

“Definitely, everyone’s skills have improved a lot. We should call it a day for now.”

After regaining her strength, I joined Kim Seung-min’s party as planned and continued to run dungeons.

My strength had increased since then, and I even had a secret move in case things got tough. So there was no real risk of being in danger.

Ding!

[Your level has increased.]

[Baek Eunha]

▶ Level: 42

• Title: The title engraved when using Khan’s necromancy had disappeared as soon as his power faded.

But that didn’t matter much.

I smiled contentedly as I checked my steadily rising level.

Boom.

Sitting in the car, I opened and closed the status window several times, and Song Ha-yeon, seeing this, asked a question.

“…Why are you smiling like that?”

“What’s your level?”

“47.”

“Tsk. You’re so slow.”

At my words, Song Ha-yeon shook her head and continued.

“You’re completely excited. Should we head home now?”

“Oh, right. I almost forgot. Let’s stop by somewhere first.”

Come to think of it, Lee Ji-cheol had said he wanted to meet and talk.

So, I urged Song Ha-yeon, and we headed to Incheon, where Lee Ji-cheol was staying, following the address in the message.

Clunk.

“He’s here.”

“…Yeah. I was waiting.”

I had briefly told Song Ha-yeon the details, but it seemed like she still couldn’t fully grasp it, as she kept muttering in disbelief.

 “I heard from the community that he’s an extremely violent person, and he even teamed up with Hades…”

“That’s an unnecessary worry. Anyway, I can’t even touch Baek Eunha anymore.”

“Just take it easy. Both you and this guy are the same kind of useless, so what’s the fuss?”

With that, Lee Ji-cheol stepped into the office and glanced at Song Ha-yeon before speaking up.

“Hey, you. Go get some coffee or something.”

“Why me?”

“I had all my subordinates bite their ears off to prevent eavesdropping.”

“… Damn. Just because he’s a bit strong, he’s got a big mouth.”

Even so, it seemed that Song Ha-yeon couldn’t ignore the words of an S-rank Hunter, so she grumbled but got up from her seat. I added a line as she walked away.

“I’ll have cocoa.”

“….”

Anyway, after the first meeting ended, Lee Ji-cheol got to the point.

I had a rough idea of what it might be, but as expected, Lee Ji-cheol’s topic was about Hades.

“I didn’t hear everything either. But at least I know more than you.”


“Right. So what’s this ancient being they’re trying to summon?”

“You know that much? Then this will be quick.”

Lee Ji-cheol nodded and continued.

“As you all know, in Hades, there are founders. Four of them in total. And recently, one of them died.”

“Excluding Eric, there are still three left, right? I’ve heard that.”

“Yeah, and among them, there’s one who first came up with the idea of this Hades organization.”

This was definitely new information.

If that’s true, that person was essentially the leader of Hades.

“Is that the so-called Necromancer?”

“Probably. The ancient being, I believe, refers to the first founder who came from another world. His name is Gildeon. I don’t know much, but I’ve heard that he’s a legendary figure in that world too.”

“…..”

The name Gildeon also appeared in the memories extracted from the doll maker, Verdi’s mind.

So, Lee Ji-cheol’s words were likely true.

“I get the gist of it. I don’t know much about this Gildeon yet.”

“Really? That’s a bit surprising. I thought you might know something.”

Lee Ji-cheol looked at me as if he didn’t expect that response.

I didn’t understand his reaction, so I just tilted my head, but Lee Ji-cheol’s expression didn’t change.

“Don’t you have any idea?”

“Why are you asking me all of a sudden? How would I know that?”

In response, Lee Ji-cheol started saying something with hidden meaning.

“The first founder definitely knew you.”

“Well, of course, he would. How many of Hades’ lackeys have I killed?”

“No, that’s not what I mean.”

What followed were words I had never expected.

“That person, it seems, had already met you in the past.”

“Met me? Me?”

“Yeah. And he said, ‘You’ve changed a lot from the way I knew you back then.’”

“…..”

“So, that means you had a past encounter with him, right?”

I blinked several times at Lee Ji-cheol’s words, then changed my expression to a serious one and spoke.

“I need to hear more details about this.”

#

After finishing the conversation with Lee Ji-cheol, I returned home and went straight to my room, deep in thought.

‘Who could it be?’

From what Lee Ji-cheol said, the first founder, the Necromancer, definitely knew me.

Not in the form of this weak girl I am now, but in my true form as the Lord of Death.

But the problem was that I couldn’t even begin to guess who it could be.

‘There’s nothing that stands out…’

Could it be that the one who made me like this, or perhaps the mysterious figure behind the returnee Shin Do-yoon, is somehow involved?

However, there were too many inconsistencies to view it that way.

After thinking deeply, I finally gave up and collapsed onto the bed.

“… Well, I’ll figure it out when I meet them and beat them up.”

Whether it’s an ancient being or whatever, what does it matter?

With the way I am now, nothing scares me.

But that confidence was short-lived, as anxiety started creeping up on me.

I curled up in my blanket, muttering to myself.

“No, they said they knew the old me, and yet, they’re acting so confident and not even showing up to hit me?”

That part didn’t make sense logically. There were definitely doubts left.


If it’s the same Necromancer, then they must have some idea of the level I’ve reached.

And yet, they act like this? That means one of two things.

They’re either completely insane and don’t understand what they’re dealing with.

‘Or.’

That ancient being has a power so immense that it doesn’t matter.
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Although I was curious about the identity of that Hades Necromancer and a guy named Gideon, I decided not to worry about it for now, as there was no point in further contemplation at this moment.

While fiddling with my smartphone on the bed, I went outside when it was dinner time.

In the living room, Chae Hwa-in, who had left earlier without notice, was sitting and watching TV with Seoha.

It was quite an absurd sight.

“…Since when did you two get so close?”

“She likes dramas. Is your undead always this self-conscious?”

“It depends on the type. She’s a high-ranking undead, after all.”

Honestly, it wasn’t an ideal situation.

Fortunately, it seemed like Seoha had no idea, but if she found out that the Death Knight standing right in front of her was Chae Hwa-in, things could get complicated.

“Stop watching and come inside now.”

“…..”

“Ugh, really? Now my words don’t even make sense to you?”

At some point, I was going to have to set the hierarchy straight with her.

I clicked my tongue in dissatisfaction and ordered some chicken through a delivery app.

Just then, Chae Hwa-in suddenly got up and walked toward the screen with big strides.

“What’s going on now?”

I walked over and glanced at the screen. The evening news was covering updates about hunters.

The first to appear on screen were a middle-aged man with brown hair and sunglasses, and a blonde young man with a weasel-like face.

The blonde one was a face I recognized.

It was definitely Mikael, a model and S-rank hunter who worked in the U.S.

‘I think I saw him on the Hunter Tycoon ranking list or something.’

With his slender yet sharp features and unique aura, plus his S-rank top-tier skills, he was said to be quite popular in the U.S.

Chae Hwa-in was staring at Mikael with a meaningful look.

“Snap out of it.”

Annoyed by the situation, I grabbed the remote Seoha had and changed the channel.

It was now showing an elderly program where seasoned masters were competing in a game of Go.

Chae Hwa-in, who had been staring at the screen for a while, slowly walked toward me, gave me a playful hit on the head, and spoke in a voice that clearly expressed displeasure.

“Stop watching. Go inside and sleep.”

“Ugh, seriously!”

And she stormed off into the Death Knight’s chamber.

I was speechless at her reckless behavior, but something about the situation felt different from usual, and I started to feel suspicious.

“…..”

Still, I shrugged it off and sat on the sofa, picking up my smartphone again.

After all, Chae Hwa-in acting strange wasn’t anything new.

About twenty minutes later, the delivery arrived.

“…Ah, please just leave it in front of the door.”

I opened the door slightly, reached out to grab the chicken, and quietly reflected on my goals.

‘Level 50, and then annihilate Hades.’

Both were not far off, and they seemed to align pretty well.

By the time I reached level 50, I could probably clean up the remaining Hades forces as well, right?

‘It’s probably better to deal with that guy, Gideon, before resurrecting him.’

It wasn’t because I was scared. Even with Khan’s necromancy, his power was probably only half of what it used to be, right?

There was no harm in being cautious.

“Oppa, why are we having boneless chicken today?”

“I got tired of picking out the bones.”

“…Oh, okay.”

Behind Seoha, who had a somewhat disappointed look, I quietly chewed on my chicken.

And just like that, another day filled with complicated thoughts passed by.

#

‘Is this really happening?’

Inside a room filled with various computers and electronic devices, a man, frowning at a piece of newly received information, nodded to himself.

He was Joseph, a European information broker and a friend of Baek Eun-ha.

“A storm’s coming.”

A few days ago, Joseph had received a request from Baek Eun-ha, a request disguised as a favor.

It was to quickly pass on information about the appearance of an S-rank dungeon.

And just now, that very information had reached Joseph’s ears.

The location was Iowa in the United States, ranked S4 with a large scale. It was truly a nightmarish dungeon that could shake the world.

‘S-rank, large scale? This is only the second one, right?’

So far, there had only been one other S-rank large-scale dungeon appearance, and that was also in the U.S.

‘That was a huge disaster.’

The first-ever S-rank large dungeon created a worldwide crisis, with hunters from all over the globe uniting to clear it. Thankfully, they succeeded, but there were many casualties.

At the time, even Joseph, who wasn’t an Awakened, remembered it vividly—an event that left humanity with lingering anxiety and fear.

‘Is there something cursed in the US?’

The S-rank large dungeon appearing for the second time was quite extraordinary.

Of course, the landmass was larger than many other countries, but even so, it was an event that could definitely be called a disaster.

Joseph picked up his personal smartphone, searched through his contacts, and briefly stared at the section with Baek Eun-ha’s name written.

‘It was kind of a forced order, but…?’

Still, it would be more profitable than clearing the infamous bad game Bolt Action 4 to the end.

It was advanced information, but on the other hand, it was information that would soon spread across the world.

Without hesitation, Joseph called Baek Eun-ha and conveyed the news to her.

“An S-rank dungeon has appeared.”

Somehow, he had a feeling that something unusual was about to happen in this dungeon.

#

“S-rank dungeon?”

“Yeah.”

After clearing a dungeon with the Kim Seung-min party that morning,

I relayed the information I had checked to Song Ha-yeon.

“I haven’t seen any news about it…”

“Don’t you know about the embargo? They said the news would spread around this evening.”


“If it’s true, it’s going to be a huge deal. You said it’s a large one?”

“Yeah. But is a large one really that dangerous?”

Of course, I had experienced the differences in lower-tier dungeons myself, but even so, if powerful S-rank hunters gathered, I thought they could certainly narrow the gap.

Song Ha-yeon shook her head and answered.

“It’s probably a little different from what you’re thinking. S-rank large dungeons are special.”

“What’s so special about them?”

“Well, for one, even the regular monsters are strong, right?”

And when it comes to S-rank, those monsters often have high intelligence, too.

“So, they don’t just give up easily, and they do everything they can to drain the expedition’s resources.”

In other words, even simple, repetitive battles in such dungeons were on a completely different level compared to lower-tier ones.

“Plus, it’s a large dungeon, so the low-level monsters are overflowing, there’s no time to rest, and they ambush you constantly. Even S-rank hunters would be drained after just a few days in there.”

“Can it really be that organized? If they’re so intelligent, wouldn’t they try to preserve themselves?”

“I thought that at first, too, but it doesn’t seem like it. Maybe it has something to do with the dungeon itself?”

If that’s the case, it could indeed be a dangerous place.

S-rank large dungeons were far more formidable than I had expected.

‘I’m personally intrigued, but…?’

The situation wasn’t so favorable.

I was only a B-rank hunter, and discussions were just starting about my promotion to A-rank.

There would be no way I could join the expedition with the world’s top-tier hunters.

‘No, maybe that’s not the case?’

After all, I did have someone in place for situations like this.

It was Lee Ji-cheol, a man with the title “Tyrant” and a clear S-rank hunter qualification.

The US would surely seek help from other countries, and with a force like Lee Ji-cheol, they’d probably welcome him with open arms.

‘I can just tag along as his assistant.’

It stung a little to think of it that way, but in reality, he was my subordinate.

What did it matter? I could just treat it as a role-play and go along.

I decided to contact Lee Ji-cheol to discuss things first.

[The S-rank dungeon in the US? I just got the call a moment ago.]

“Are you going to go?”

[No, I was thinking of refusing. Right now, I want to keep an eye on my sister’s condition.]

“You can’t. Tell them you’ll join before the spots fill up. And make sure they know you’re bringing an assistant.”

[······.]

After delivering my message, I hung up, leaving a reluctant Lee Ji-cheol behind.

Then I remembered something I had forgotten.

‘Ah, Seo Ha.’

Since we had promised to stick together when something happened, it felt wrong to just ignore her.

Reluctantly, I called Lee Ji-cheol again.

[What is it this time?]


“Tell them you’ll bring not just one assistant, but two. If they refuse, threaten to pull out.”

[······.]

I had always been deeply interested in S-rank dungeons, so I couldn’t afford to miss this opportunity.

I started packing my things just in case and began sketching out my plans in my mind.

In the background, Cha Hwa-in was staring at me blankly, but I didn’t even notice.
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At the current moment, at the American Hunter Association, representatives of the leading guilds within the country and key figures from the government had gathered together to discuss.

“It’s not just any task—it’s a large-scale S-rank dungeon. We need to gather the world’s full strength without hesitation.”

“I’ve already reached out to nearby regions, but is it really necessary? The strength of the United States has nearly doubled compared to a few years ago.”

Frank Peterson, the association’s international exchange officer, threw a somewhat skeptical glance.

At his words, a laugh that couldn’t be contained erupted from a corner of the meeting room.

It was none other than Foden, the representative of the Guild General and an S-rank Hunter.

“Hey, Officer, it seems like you’re not familiar with the situation from back then. Heh, should I really have to explain this to you?”

“…What do you mean by that?”

“An S-rank large dungeon isn’t some trivial place where you just go in, hunt monsters, and leave. That’s not the reality.”

At Foden’s words, many of those who had been present at the scene nodded in agreement.

As if to add further explanation, several others chimed in.

“It was truly horrifying. I’ve never seen high-ranking hunters unable to use their strength and dying like that.”

“Damn it! Honestly, I don’t even like being here right now. You want me to walk into that hell again?”

“As Foden said, the title of S-rank didn’t mean much inside that dungeon. We really felt that during the incident.”

“Yes.”

After the storm of comments passed, Foden, who had initially raised an objection, turned to Frank.

“Do you think an S-rank Hunter is strong?”

“…Of course! They stand at the peak of the Hunters.”

“During the last large dungeon incident, even the high-level monsters or the guardians of the plants in a single zone had powers equal to ours. I’m sure even you, Officer, can understand what that means, right?”

That one statement made it clear how dangerous an S-rank large dungeon could be.

Frank, the association officer, closed his mouth, turning his head with a somewhat awkward expression.

In the now heavy atmosphere, Joshua, the vice-president of the association, spoke up to clarify the situation.

“Even so, fortunately, the assessed danger level is only S4-rank, the lowest. As Frank said, with our current strength, the situation is much better than before. We desperately need your help.”

“Let’s put aside the pleasantries. How much strength have we gathered?”

“We’ve confirmed support from 34 high-rank hunters from nearby countries. Among them, six are S-rank.”

“Ugh, six… that’s a bit disappointing.”

However, as Joshua said, even with just that number, clearing the dungeon wasn’t out of the question.

The hunters gathered in the room clicked their tongues but nodded in agreement.

“Which S-rank hunters have volunteered?”

“Japan’s swordsman Sanada, France’s Exiel, Russia’s Ivan, and…”

As Joshua continued to list the names of the hunters, he suddenly made a subtle expression and mentioned the final one.

“Korea’s Lee Ji-cheol. That’s everyone.”

“Lee Ji-cheol?”

Those present reacted with surprise.

Korea, after all, had a history where an S-rank Hunter who had come to support the U.S. during a previous incident had died.

She was the first-ever S-rank, and everyone present remembered that fact.

“I didn’t actively request support, knowing it might be a sensitive issue. But it seems she personally expressed her willingness to help.”

“Hoh, that’s interesting. I would’ve thought Korea would hold back, but I guess not.”

Amid the mostly intrigued responses, a few hunters exchanged meaningful glances.

At that moment, one of them, Team Leader Will from the Tactical Research Department, who had an especially interested look on his face, turned to one of them and asked.

“By the way, did you see her fight up close? Honestly, what was it like?”

Will’s question was aimed at Mikael, a next-generation U.S. franchise star and an S-rank Hunter who also worked as a model.

Mikael fell silent for a moment before stroking his chin and responding with a smile.

“…She was strong and beautiful. Her strength and skill were already at a high level. The title of first-ever S-rank suited her perfectly.”

However, that was also why she was a dangerous person.

With that thought in his mind, Mikael continued.

“Anyway, there shouldn’t be any problems. The current U.S. S-rank Hunters are more than capable compared to her back then.”

“Well, that’s to be expected. Time has passed, after all.”

Once all the points were made, the meeting didn’t last much longer.

As everyone began to leave for their respective places, someone approached Mikael, who was also heading out.

It was Jacob, an S-rank Hunter from the U.S. with brown hair and sunglasses, who had quietly listened to the discussion without saying much during the meeting.

“It’s been quite a while since that day.”

“…Is that really why you came over here, Jacob?”

“No, I just remembered that time when I heard about her. She was incredibly strong. Well, she’s not around anymore, though.”

“I would appreciate it if you refrained from unnecessary remarks. Joshua, the vice-president, and many others at the heart of the U.S. Hunter community still don’t know the truth.”

“I know. I won’t make any careless comments in front of anyone.”

Mikael thought to himself.

If they had known the truth of that incident back then, Korea would never have agreed to assist the U.S.

‘In the end, it means that we didn’t reach the truth.’

However, it was something that couldn’t be helped. For the safety of the United States, and even the balance of the world, it had to be done.

Mikael left the conference room with a sly smile on his face.

Jacob, watching his back, chuckled softly and muttered under his breath.

“He’s still not being honest. She was just a thorn in his side.”

The higher-ups probably felt the same way. Her strength at that time was overwhelming.

But now, what could be said?

Does it even matter anymore?

She was just a human, and in the end, she died.

Also, it’s been said for ages that the dead no longer speak.

#

-S4-Rank Major Dungeon in the US?

-It’s true. I just saw an overseas article pop up.

-Wow, another major one? What the hell did those Americans do? LOL

Finally, the announcement came that another S-Rank major dungeon had appeared in the world, and the entire globe was in shock.

Korea was no exception.

-Don’t tell me they’re whining for more support?

-No matter how incompetent the government is, do you think they’d send help? The public opinion was at rock bottom after the Chehwa-In incident.

-If they send help this time, they’ll be guaranteed to be called pigs.

At the time, the association and the government, who couldn’t speak out against the US, were also criticized by the public.

-Anyway, it’s going to be chaos for a while. It’s not like we can clear a major dungeon without casualties.


-Wouldn’t it just be a regular clear? The hunters have been upgraded and there are way more S-Ranks now.

-Didn’t you watch the news back then? Major dungeons are meaningless. If things go wrong, everyone’s dead.

Honestly, even S-Rank hunters can’t be guaranteed to make it out alive.

The netizens were amazed but weren’t overly concerned.

After all, it wasn’t their problem, and they didn’t believe the US wouldn’t clear the dungeon.

-We can just watch from the sidelines.

-Is that what you’re going to say? They’re still like family.

-Family? Those guys pressured us to cooperate but then shut up and started calling it a noble sacrifice after Chehwa-In died.

Amidst all this, the news broke that Lee Ji-Cheol, a Korean S-Rank Hunter, was heading to the United States.

There were some who criticized it as unnecessary, but most were shocked that Lee Ji-Cheol was going to assist a foreign country.

-That thug actually helps people?

-Maybe he’s just spending a lot of money in the US.

-Even so, why go? Just stay here. He’s one of only three domestic S-Ranks. What if something happens?

The general response was one of concern, which peaked when news broke that Baek Eun-Ha and Baek Seo-Ha were suddenly accompanying him.

-What’s going on? Why are they going all of a sudden? Did the US have some kind of leverage over them?

-No, Baek Eun-Ha, you’re such a loser, why are you crawling over there? Just stay here!

-Seo-Ha really can’t get hurt…


At the center of the controversy was Baek Eun-Ha’s group.

“…Don’t you have a private jet or something?”

“Normally, I never have a reason to leave the country, so do you think I’d have one?”

“Ugh. It’s just… I can’t wear my ring right now…”

Finally, they boarded the plane and were heading to the United States, where the S4-Rank major dungeon was located.
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“Oppa, are you okay?”

“Ugh…”

Still, thanks to the consideration of the American side, the flight itself was quite comfortable, but without using the ring, I was exhausted just moving around the airport.

But there was nothing I could do. If I accumulated side effects this early, it would be difficult to move once I got to the United States.

‘…Besides, my condition has been fluctuating.’

I only recently realized, but the ring’s condition wasn’t great.

Sometimes, despite the ring’s effect being activated, temporary aversions would appear, and for some reason, my mood would suddenly swing between being good and bad.

Was it after the fight with Lee Ji-cheol? I think it was when I directly triggered the seal, causing the ring to struggle under the immense power, leading to an overload.

‘That said, I can’t just take it off and fight.’

In the end, I had to conserve the use of the ring as much as possible, activating its effects only when absolutely necessary.

“I heard, but that’s quite something. Are you saying someone as strong as you can’t do anything about a curse like that?”

“It’s not a curse or anything like that, okay? Now stop standing so close, go to the end of the room.”

Waving my hand to shoo Lee Ji-cheol away, I leaned against Seo-ha’s shoulder and tried to calm my unsettled stomach as much as I could.

However, when we arrived in the United States and had to leave the airport again, I had to seriously consider the use of the ring.

“…Ugh. There are too many people.”

“Looks like you’re in a serious condition. Is this what happens when you can’t use the ring?”

Having relied too much on the ring’s power, I had gotten used to a comfortable life, but now my resistance had weakened, and I felt more discomfort than usual.

“Welcome. We’ve been waiting for you.”

After barely escaping the airport, we boarded the prepared car and arrived at the hotel booked by the American side.

It was close, but I almost hit my limit during the ride, though the spacious car helped me endure.

“…My stomach hurts. I don’t feel well.”

“Lie down in bed. You won’t have much to do for the time being anyway.”

While I rested in the hotel, receiving care from Seo-ha, Lee Ji-cheol went outside to talk briefly with some association officials.

“The dungeon entrance will be in five days. Until then, they’ll hold a welcoming party and relax, then give the detailed plans starting two days prior.”

“A welcoming party? Do they have the luxury for something like that?”

“It’s a bit of a show-off. They probably want to reassure their citizens, and do the same for other countries.”

That explanation made sense.

Curiosity sparked in me, and I peeked my face out of bed to ask Lee Ji-cheol.

“Are there… good things to eat?”

“…I heard the food is prepared at the highest level.”

Since the dungeon raid would begin in five days, it wouldn’t hurt to use the ring’s power for a bit of enjoyment for one day.

‘I’m also curious about what kind of people are here.’

While I was lost in thought on the bed, Seo-ha spoke to me with a somewhat uncomfortable expression.

“Oppa, do you have clothes? You’re not seriously going to walk around looking like that among the top hunters of the world, are you?”

“…What does it matter? A hunter just needs to be good at fighting.”

“I can’t let you go out looking like that. You’ll embarrass me.”

I gave a small protest with my eyes, but Seo-ha was resolute in her stance.

Eventually, Lee Ji-cheol sighed and called someone over, who quickly brought various outfits.

“Here, oppa. These look good on you.”

“…Did he pick all of these?”

Honestly, his sense was better than expected, and it made me feel a little annoyed. I gave Lee Ji-cheol a skeptical look.

“Don’t look at me like that. Didn’t I tell you I have a little sister?”

“Do siblings usually pick clothes for each other?”

At least, I didn’t have any memory of doing that. Seo-ha nodded as if she had come to some understanding.

“Well, you’ve never had good sense, so I guess it makes sense.”

“…I can dress well if I want to, you know?”

Anyway, it wasn’t like all the clothes were flashy, so I picked something that looked comfortable enough and finished preparing.

Then, we headed to the banquet hall where the welcoming party was held, coinciding with dinner.

#

“Oppa, will you be okay?”

“D-Don’t worry, I’ll just use the ring.”

The banquet hall was more crowded than I had expected. It seemed that not only hunters participating in the raid were present, but also related officials.

And, as expected, most of them had quite a strong aura.

‘Almost all of them are A-rank or higher. And over there, are they S-rank?’

Even compared to Lee Ji-cheol, the people around had strength that didn’t fall behind.

Among them, there were those who stood out even more than others at the S-rank level.

‘This is the level of top-tier hunters.’

It was more formidable than I had imagined. If I fought anyone here in my current state, most of them would be opponents I couldn’t defeat.

Of course, if I unleashed about 40% of my original strength through necromancy, they would be easily overwhelmed, but considering how recently I was just an ordinary person, gaining this much power was already an incredible achievement.

Just as I was finishing up my brief observation, my eyes met a platinum-haired beauty in a corner of the hall, sipping on a glass of wine.

She smiled at me, but in that fleeting moment, I sensed that she wasn’t someone to be taken lightly.

I deliberately ignored it and stuck close to Seo-ha, moving to a seat for the original purpose of having a meal.

“Oppa, try this too.”

“…I don’t like it, it tastes bad.”

“If you’re so picky, you won’t grow taller, you know?”

It didn’t matter, though.

My current body wasn’t in a state where it would grow from eating anything.

I left Seo-ha, who was pushing a colorful salad towards me, and headed towards the corner with the alcohol.

Just as I was about to grab something I liked, I was unexpectedly interrupted.

“Haha, hey, kid. No matter what, you shouldn’t be drinking.”

Excuse me, who do you think you are?

“How old are you, then?”

“I’m thirty-three. In the East, are you taught to glare at adults like that?”

“Pathetic. I’m over a hundred years old, so don’t bother me and step aside.”

I spoke the truth, with no lies, yet this foolish debuff totem still didn’t seem to understand what I said.

“Tch. What a nasty little brat. Don’t tell lies with no effort.”

Thud.

The man grabbed my clothes, stopping me, and I was left dangling halfway in the air.

Suppressing my rising irritation, I gave the man one last warning.


“Let go. Before you die.”

“Tch. Do you even know who you’re talking to, little brat?”

“…If you don’t let go by the time I count to three, I’ll turn you into a pile of mush.”

Though I was only half of my former self, I was still a true Lord of Death now.

There was no reason to bow down to such a worthless fool.

“Haha, I don’t know who you are, but you’ve got guts. Are you participating in the raid, too?”

“…Three seconds.”

Just as my patience was about to snap, Seo-ha, who had approached without me noticing, slapped the man’s hand away. A

t the same time, Lee Ji-cheol faced him.

“Enough with your meddling. You may not be a hundred yet, but you’re an adult, so stop.”

“Ha, is that so? I see, I was rude. Are you with the infamous tyrant’s group from Korea?”

The man casually smirked at Lee Ji-cheol’s annoyed remark.

He then suddenly began introducing himself.

“I’m Ivan. I joined this raid at the request of the U.S.”

“The Blue Lion from Russia?”

“Oh, you know about me. You should warn your group. I don’t care, but there are some violent ones among the S-ranks.

If you keep messing around without recognizing your opponents, you might get hurt badly.”

Annoyed once again, I tried to kick Ivan in the shin, but Seo-ha stopped me, and it didn’t happen.

After their conversation ended, Ivan turned to leave, but Lee Ji-cheol retorted with a smirk.

“Well, maybe it’s you who should be careful. This kid is one of the most violent ones among the S-ranks. If you mess with him, he’ll smash anyone’s head in first.”

At Lee Ji-cheol’s words, Seo-ha, who was still holding me, nodded.

Wait, I thought I was responding very calmly right now?

If this were back in the day, Ivan would’ve been preparing for his funeral the moment he grabbed the back of my neck.

“Oh, I’ll remember that.”

Ivan, seeming intrigued, shot me a glance, then drank from the vodka bottle in his hand before walking away.

Only then was I able to grab the wine I had been aiming for and pour it into my glass.

Swish.

Clink.

“…But oppa, haven’t you ever drunk since your body changed?”

“Huh? I definitely haven’t.”

Actually, since I couldn’t drink freely after reaching a certain level, I hadn’t been interested in alcohol for a while.

But since this was expensive, shouldn’t I at least try a bit?

“That’s over 20% alcohol, you know? Are you sure it’s okay?”

“What do you take me for? I could drink something 60% strong and still be fine.”

In my past life on Earth, I was quite the drinker.

I was sure there wouldn’t be any issues with something as weak as this.

“Still, you’ve changed bodies, so you should be a bit more careful…”

“But I’ve activated the ring. It nullifies all status abnormalities.”


Glug, glug, glug.

Ignoring Seo-ha’s words, I gulped down the wine in my glass.

Then, exactly 10 seconds later…

“See? I told you there’s no problem…”

With the sensation of a magnificent ceiling above me, I suddenly found myself in a daze as everything went black.
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“Oppa?”

I only had a glass of wine, yet my older brother’s complexion changed, and he seemed unable to hold himself steady.

Sensing something was wrong, Baek Seoha hurriedly approached Baek Eunha, who had collapsed on the floor.

Moments later, Baek Eunha abruptly raised her upper body with a dazed expression.
“Oppa? Are you okay?”
“…Ugh.”

No matter how she looked at him, he didn’t seem okay.

Baek Eunha sat on the floor for almost 30 seconds before staggering to her feet.

Seeing her unstable steps, Baek Seoha quickly moved to support her.

Somehow managing to guide her to a nearby table, she sat her down. As soon as she slumped over the table, she pointed a finger at something.

“…Cake.”
“You want some cake?”

Nod, nod.

With a sigh, Baek Seoha reluctantly brought a plate of cake back to the table.

But when she returned, Baek Eunha was already gone. Staring at the absurd sight, Baek Seoha could only freeze in disbelief.

#

“Oh my, what brings you here?”
“…Cake.”

Beatrice, an Italian S-rank Hunter known to the world as the Empress, smiled faintly at the silver-haired girl who suddenly appeared before her.

“Is that what you want?”

When the girl, Baek Eunha, nodded, Beatrice lightly waved her fingertips.

A plate, cake, and utensils floated midair before settling neatly in her palm.

“Here you go.”
“…I like you.”

Grinning with satisfaction, Baek Eunha sat down and began eating the cake slowly.

Beatrice, watching her curiously, tilted her head in amusement.

‘Wasn’t she the one scanning the Hunters in the banquet hall earlier? Her skills seemed highly advanced for a professional. With such power, it’s odd for her to get drunk so easily.’

While Beatrice mused, Baek Eunha spoke up.

“…Name.”
“I’m Beatrice. What’s yours, little lady?”
“Baek Eunha. And I’m not a ladyyyy…”

Stuffing a piece of cake into her mouth, Baek Eunha continued to chat.

Bored, Beatrice indulged in the conversation, and within minutes, she realized the girl had an unusual amount of confidence in herself.

“Fufu, you’re adorable. What about that man over there with the white turban?”
“…Trash. Post-meal exercise at best.”
“And the woman in the red dress over there?”
“Same as the other one.”

Curious, Beatrice found the girl fascinating.

Did she even know the identities of the people she was pointing at?

Roberto, known as the Storm Runner, and Juliana, called the Blood Blossom—both near S-rank Hunters of great renown.

To dismiss them as “trash” would require at least an S-rank title, yet Beatrice had never heard of this girl before.
“Eunha, are you Korean? An A-rank?”
“……B-rank.”
“Pfft. What does that even mean?”

She was truly peculiar.

A B-rank would typically only accompany higher-ranking Hunters as support.

Yet, she was nonchalantly labeling top-tier Hunters as trash. Somehow, her petite stature and slightly drunken tone made it all seem more endearing than arrogant.

“What about him over there?”

The sharp-eyed man carrying a sword in the banquet hall—a black-haired, black-eyed man known as Sanada, Japan’s S-rank swordsman.

Baek Eunha gazed at him with her dazed eyes and rendered another judgment.

“…Trash.”
“That’s no different from before.”
“Different. Frog vs. badger level difference.”

Her odd comparison made no sense, yet her assessments seemed strangely accurate.

Finding it amusing, Beatrice smiled again.
“You’re harsh. Sanada is someone I wouldn’t easily claim victory over.”
“Mm…”

But then Baek Eunha muttered something that left Beatrice feeling unsettled.

“Lies.”
“Pardon?”
“…Three minutes. More than enough to win.”

Beatrice’s expression faltered. Baek Eunha’s precise estimation of her strength compared to Sanada struck a chord.

‘…How does she know?’

Judging the Hunters in the room was something anyone could attempt, but…

Because all of them were famous individuals whose information could be easily found just by browsing the internet.

However, this time, it was different.

He had never revealed his full power in public, nor had he made any boastful claims.

In fact, due to his discreet behavior, he was considered a lower-tier individual even among the S-rankers.
And yet, for someone to evaluate him so perfectly…

“Can you really sense your opponent’s strength so accurately?”

If true, it was an incredible ability—one worthy of hiring her to keep her by my side.

However, upon hearing Beatrice’s words, Baek Eun-ha tilted her head and gave an inexplicable response.

“…Huh? Somehow, it feels even more, um… right now.”

Just then, a cool and beautiful woman appeared and lifted Baek Eun-ha into her arms.

“……I apologize. My sister has caused you trouble.”
“Huh? Your sister?”

Leaving only those words behind, the woman disappeared.
Beatrice, left behind, pondered the situation with a perplexed expression.

“I don’t understand….”

Yet, a significant hypothesis suddenly formed in her mind.
Moments earlier, she had assumed it was a special ability, but there was, in fact, a much simpler way to gauge an opponent’s level.
By simply being stronger than the opponent.

Simultaneously, Baek Eun-ha’s earlier remarks lingered in her thoughts.
‘Clearly, this person and that person—they’re all weak…’
Could it be that Baek Eun-ha was even stronger than herself and the other S-rank hunters present here?

“…What am I even thinking? There’s no way that’s possible.”

Yet, even Beatrice was subconsciously aware.
In that moment, she had failed to grasp the full extent of Baek Eun-ha’s power.

What that realization implied.

#

When I came to my senses, I was neatly lying on a bed in a hotel room.
At some point, someone had changed my clothes, and even my ring was gone.

“Ugh, my head hurts.”
“Finally awake?”

From one corner of the room, Lee Ji-cheol—uncharacteristically—was seated, reading a book.
Looking at him in surprise, I opened my mouth.

“Where’s Seoha?”
“Your sister? She’s in the banquet hall. Many people were looking for her, so she left after making sure you were resting.”
“Ugh… I can’t remember anything. What happened?”

My mind was completely blank, as if the memories of the past few hours had been wiped clean.

Lee Ji-cheol left an ominous comment.
“You’ll find out soon enough.”
“What? What do you mean?”
“Ask your sister for the details.”

An uneasy feeling washed over me.
I frowned, feeling nauseated, and lay back down on the bed.

But wait, wasn’t I supposed to be immune to all kinds of status effects?
I glared at the ring sitting on the nightstand beside me, but, of course, it didn’t respond.

About an hour later, Seoha finally returned.

“Oppa, you’re awake?”
“Yeah.”
“Feeling okay?”
“…Not really.”

She handed me a glass of honey water she had brought from who-knows-where and began playing a video on her smartphone.

“Ugh. What is this?”
“Just watch.”

The video’s background was this very hotel room.
In it, I was sitting dazedly on the floor with my legs stretched out, looking at Seoha and speaking.

[…Socks.]

When Seoha didn’t respond, I shook my legs childishly and muttered again.

[Soooocks.]
[Do you want me to take them off?]


At that point, I instinctively knew I had embarrassed myself and turned my head away, but Seoha mercilessly held the screen in front of me.

“Ugh…”

The video was over five minutes long, and it didn’t get better as it went on—only worse.
Watching the unfiltered spectacle left me bewildered.

Was this really me?


“You saw it, right? That’s what happens when you drink. And you only had one drink.”

“…..”

After witnessing the full extent of the disaster, I firmly resolved.

“…I’ll never drink again.”
“Good idea, oppa. That’s the right choice.”

And so, the day at the hotel came to an end.
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The Next Day

Having recovered my condition, I spent the day at the hotel, idly fiddling with my laptop.

During that time, I got in touch with Joseph and received various bits of information.

[An S-Rank Hunter joining the raid? Wouldn’t you know more since you’re there on-site?]

“…Well, not all of them come out to the banquet hall. Just compile it and let me know.”

Talking without the effects of the ring for the first time in a while was truly frustrating.

After grumbling briefly, Joseph tapped away at something and soon sent it to me.

[Take a look at this. There might be some omissions, but it should be mostly accurate.]

The file Joseph sent contained numerous familiar faces I had spotted the day before.

[Other than the hunters affiliated with the U.S., the most famous ones are probably Jessiel, the Saint of France, and Ivan, the Blue Lion of Russia.]

“I-Ivan? That jerk?”

[There’s also Sanada from Japan, a rising star. He’s known for wielding a sword and having exceptionally sharp instincts.]

Joseph, true to his reputation as an information broker, seemed to know a lot. I decided to press him with another question.

“What about the U.S.?”

[The standouts are practically the new generation of superstars: Michael, the wave manipulator Ford, the demon hunter Austin, and Jacob, also known as ‘Black Iron.’ Those four are veterans who also participated in the first S-Rank major dungeon raid.]

At the end of Joseph’s explanation, I felt a faint reaction deep inside my soul.

Tracing the sensation, it seemed to originate from one of the soul-bound beings within the Book of Death.

[Hey, what’s wrong? You’re not disconnected, are you?]

“N-no, keep going.”

The reaction was so fleeting that I dismissed it and refocused on the conversation.

[There are other S-Ranks, but those are the ones to watch out for. By the way, isn’t Korea’s Tyrant with you?]

“I-I Jee-cheol?”

[Then it’s easier to understand. Think of everyone I mentioned as being on par with the Tyrant in skill.]

Recalling a few individuals who seemed even stronger than Lee Ji-chul, Joseph’s assessment appeared fairly accurate.

Now, I would soon enter the S-Rank dungeon, squeezing myself into this lineup.

[Come to think of it, weren’t you close to Helena? She came all the way to Italy last time but didn’t even join the raid this time.]

“Uh, she’s busy with Hades. You know that, right?”

[I haven’t received any commissions from her lately. Not like we exchange casual chats either.]

It wasn’t a situation where Helena’s absence would make me particularly anxious.

After chatting with Joseph for some time, I geared up and headed to the banquet hall again.

This time, I planned to properly observe the key players in the raid team.

As I began walking, the air warped, and the Book of Death suddenly appeared.

Naturally, the soul-bound being emerged from within.

“What’s wrong with you? Why now? Get back inside.”

“…Stifling. Need a walk.”

“If you wander around here and someone picks a fight, don’t expect me to help.”

Though I tried reasoning, the soul-bound being ignored me and left.

Since this wasn’t the first time, I decided to focus on my own task.

Besides, even if it clashed with an S-Rank hunter, it wouldn’t die easily.

‘…..’

Still, there was something oddly different about its demeanor this time, but I brushed it off, chalking it up to my imagination.

#

‘…My head hurts.’

The soul-bound being’s human memories were faint.

Ever since being resurrected by Baek Eun-ha, fragmented scenes would surface, but that was the extent of it. Everything beyond that felt like trying to see through a dense fog.

‘Who was I?’

It knew its name: the Soul-bound Being.

It knew it had been a hunter in Korea. It vaguely recalled having a family but lacked any concrete memories.

Even the moment of its death remained elusive.

The turning point came just a few months ago.

‘Something inside my head roared loudly.’

That happened when Baek Eun-ha was returning to Korea with a mental stabilization artifact from the UK.

Passing by a particular man, the soul-bound being felt a strange sense of déjà vu—a sticky, lingering feeling.

‘…..’

The second time it felt such emotions was while watching television at Baek Eun-ha’s house.

A long-haired man in sunglasses and a blonde youth—Jacob and Michael, hunters from the U.S.—appeared on screen.

‘This feels strange.’

Just seeing their faces and hearing their names sent a pang through its chest, a restless urge as though it was on the verge of recalling something.

This sensation seemed to come from the depths of its very soul.

‘There’s a scent.’

Sniff

As it wandered, following its instincts, a voice called out.

“Hey, why are you in full combat gear here? It’s not proper to be dressed like that inside the hotel.”

In the process, someone tried to talk to her, but she paid no attention.

After all, such trivial matters were not important right now.

‘…Frustrating.’

With a knot that refused to untangle, Chae Hwa-in kept walking.

And as if fate itself was playing a cruel joke, she found herself face-to-face with someone from her memories at the end of that path.

“Hmm? Who are you?”

A middle-aged man wearing a dashing hat pulled low.

The moment she saw him, Chae Hwa-in immediately recognized who he was.

It was the man she had passed by a few months ago at the London airport—the man who had first instilled an unsettling feeling in her.

“…Your name.”

“My name, you ask? It’s Oliver. An A-rank hunter from the U.S. Got any business with me?”

“Oliver.”

Repeating his name stirred something deep inside her.

It was as if the fog clouding her mind was beginning to lift.

“Oliver…”

She was certain she had heard this name before—perhaps even long before she was resurrected by Baek Eun-ha.


“Oliver.”

“What’s with you muttering my name like that? If you’ve got no business, I’ll be on my way.”

Just as Oliver spat on the ground and turned to leave, a word suddenly surfaced in Chae Hwa-in’s mind.

She spoke it aloud.

“Oliver Wood.”

“What? So you did know me after all?”

His full name, which hadn’t even been mentioned earlier, escaped her lips.

And the moment she uttered it, like a dam breaking, countless scenes began to rise to the surface of her memory.

“Oliver Wood.”

“Ugh, this is exasperating. If you have something to say, hurry up and spit it out. What a bizarre day.”

Though her memory hadn’t fully returned, a towering rage began to surge from the depths of her heart.

This man standing before her—she was certain she had to kill him with her own hands.

Without hesitation, she drew the blade hanging at her waist.

Shhhk.
Clang.

“What the—!”

As Oliver quickly leapt back to create distance and assumed a combat stance, his expression contorted into something grotesque.

After a moment of silence, his eyes widened, and he spoke.

“This energy… I’ve felt it somewhere before…”

“Oliver Wood.”

Uttering his name once more, Chae Hwa-in exuded a chilling aura of murderous intent.

She raised her left hand and removed her mask.

Slide.
Clink.

“…I told you once before.”

A pale face and green glowing eyes.

Revealing her visage, Chae Hwa-in recited the vow she had once screamed in anger.

“The day I return alive, I will tear every single one of you apart.”

“Th-this can’t be… How are you…!”

Oliver began trembling like a leaf in the wind, as if he had seen something he shouldn’t have.

With an indifferent expression, Chae Hwa-in slowly stepped toward him.

Step. Step.
Thud.

“I remember everything now—your faces, your names.”

“Look, calm down. You wouldn’t have known at the time, but I was against their plan—”

Shhhk!
Crash!

“Kyaaaaagh! You lunatic…!”

With a single light slash, Chae Hwa-in split Oliver’s lips into two.

The grotesque grin that formed on his wounded face seemed almost mocking.

As Oliver clutched his face in agony, Chae Hwa-in, radiating a chilling aura, spoke.

“Remember.”

“Ack…!”

“You were laughing then, too—with that exact face.”

Her unflinching bloodlust, devoid of hesitation, revealed Oliver’s grim fate, plunging him into despair.

Desperately, he summoned all his strength, unleashing his magical power and charging at Chae Hwa-in.

Whoooosh.

“Grr… You were dead. Why have you crawled back now? If you wish, I’ll end your life again!”

Swoosh!
Tap-tap!

Yet Chae Hwa-in, watching indifferently, simply swung her blade a couple of times, then sheathed it back at her waist.

She murmured in a low voice.

“Oliver Wood. In that dungeon, you hid in the shadows and shot at my legs eight times.”

Only the last shot had hit its mark, but Chae Hwa-in remembered each and every attempt.

For that reason.

“I slashed you eight times, too.”

Thud!

The charging Oliver suddenly lost his balance and collapsed to the ground.

Both his legs had already been severed cleanly, lying scattered behind him.

“Urgh… Ughh.”

As his face contorted in pain and fear, fine lines began appearing across his body and face.

And eventually—

Splat!
Splat-splat!

Blood sprayed in all directions as his body shattered into pieces, losing its original form.
Counting them all, there were precisely eight parts.

‘….’

Chae Hwa-in, emotionless as she observed the horrific scene, turned away and resumed walking.

Step. Step.


“Jacob Turner, Michael Brighton, Austin Miller, Forden Diaz.”

Each of them renowned as veteran S-rank hunters in the U.S.

And now—

“They’re all here.”

Every single one of them was Chae Hwa-in’s prey.
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As the fight with Oliver unfolded, Cha Hwa-in’s once-faded memories grew sharper.

Reflecting on the memories that had started to return, she slowly retraced the series of events that occurred seven years ago in America’s most dangerous dungeon.

[…What is this madness?]

[You don’t need to understand. You’re going to die here.]

[Are you betraying Korea?]

[You’re too dangerous. Your existence alone disrupts the balance between nations. This cannot be allowed, according to the higher-ups.]

Those words were unbearably arrogant and despicably cruel.

It was the first S-rank mega-dungeon to appear after the Day of Change.

At the brink of the final battle within the dungeon, the American hunters proposed splitting into teams to explore the uncharted areas of the dungeon, supposedly to eliminate potential threats.

But their true intent was to isolate Cha Hwa-in from watchful eyes and kill her.

‘…Unforgivable.’

Jacob, who severed her left arm.

Austin, who broke her leg.

Foden, who ruptured her eyes and ears.

And Michael, who had betrayed her despite her saving his life in the dungeon.

Every moment of despair and agony was vivid in her memory.

‘Despicable.’

Despite risking everything to aid a neighboring nation in crisis, they had ripped her away from her only family.

As she thought of her younger sister, left behind to endure her suffering alone, Cha Hwa-in moved forward, unwavering.

‘One of them is ahead.’

For reasons she couldn’t explain, she could sense it—the presence of one of the people who had tried to kill her that day.

Without hesitation, she stepped into the banquet hall and walked toward the detestable face at the far end.

Thud.
Tap, tap.

“Hey, what’s this about?”

“Huh? Armor?”

The commotion barely registered to Cha Hwa-in, whose gaze was clouded by fury.

Schhh.

Austin Miller.

“….”

Known to the public as the Demon Hunter, he was an S-rank hunter from America specializing in close-quarters combat with martial arts.

Seeing his face, now aged and different from before, Cha Hwa-in heard his gentle voice accompanied by a serene smile.

“Do you need something from me?”

The absurdity of the situation brought a dry laugh to her lips.

She had been plunged into a pit of despair, separated from her family, and crushed by overwhelming hopelessness.

Yet this man, now in front of her, didn’t even recognize her because she was wearing a simple mask.

If he didn’t remember, she would remind him—of the crimes they committed and the price they would pay.

Click.
Shing.

“The Sword of Genesis.”

As her blade unsheathed, a section of the banquet hall’s wall was sliced clean in two.

#

BOOM—!
CRASH!

The sudden impact jolted the hunters in the hall into alertness, each drawing on their magical powers in preparation.

“What the…?”

“What’s going on?”

Some struggled to maintain their composure, but thanks to hunters like Ivan from Russia and Beatrice from Italy, who could wield their broad-ranging abilities, it seemed no lives had been lost.

“Thank you.”

“My heart nearly stopped.”

But none of that mattered to Cha Hwa-in.

She had recognized the aura from the attack—a presence all too familiar to her.

‘…No. What’s she doing now?’

I couldn’t help but feel genuinely startled as I looked toward the source of the commotion, where Cha Hwa-in stood.

“Is this an ambush?”

“That was some serious power.”

“This doesn’t seem like the work of amateurs.”

Even I had to admit the attack carried real intent. It wasn’t something to be brushed off as a joke.

As the dust settled, Austin Miller—an S-rank hunter—emerged, his shoulder slightly grazed but his eyes wide with disbelief.

Whispers.
Murmurs.

People’s gazes focused on him, a renowned figure, and Cha Hwa-in, who was clad in peculiar, thin armor.

Those who recognized her as my undead servant, such as Seo-ha and Lee Jee-cheol, shot me questioning looks as if asking what on earth was happening.

I glanced around nervously before offering a reply.

“I-I didn’t tell her to do this.”

“…So, she’s rampaging on her own?”

Technically, it wasn’t quite the same, but the conclusion wasn’t entirely wrong either.

I stayed silent, observing the two figures at the center of the commotion.

The first to speak was Austin, the injured party.

“…What in the world is this?”

“I told you,” came a cold voice, “I’d return.”

“No… it can’t be. You should have died there.”

For some reason, it seemed the two of them knew each other.

From the sheer shock on Austin’s face, it was clear he understood the events leading up to this.

He likely knew why Cha Hwa-in was acting this way as well.

“No… I must be getting old. There’s no way it’s her. Someone must be playing games—Hudson, the former Association president? Or maybe that bastard Michael?”

“…..”

As Austin scoffed with disbelief, Cha Hwa-in slowly raised her left hand and removed the mask from her face.

Beneath it, her uniquely striking and otherworldly beauty was revealed.

“Hmm?”

“That face… it’s familiar…”

The title of the world’s first S-rank hunter was not one to be taken lightly.

Recognizing her, murmurs began to ripple through the crowd.


“Why is she here?”

“Didn’t they say she died in that dungeon seven years ago?”

Of course, it didn’t take long for her identity to be fully exposed.

“…She’s undead. I can feel a formidable necrotic energy radiating from her. Someone must have revived her with necromancy.”

“What? There are only a handful of necromancers in the world capable of that!”

Under normal circumstances, the hunters would have quickly subdued the situation, but the shocking revelation left them stunned, delaying their reaction.

However, the moment of hesitation didn’t last long.

One by one, high-ranking hunters from various nations started to encircle Cha Hwa-in.

“…I don’t know what your circumstances are, but you’ve chosen the wrong place.”

“To think someone would stage an ambush here. How brazen.”

“We’ll restrain her first and let the authorities investigate.”

With at least four S-rank hunters in attendance, along with numerous A-rank hunters closing in, it seemed the group was ready to act.

But then, Cha Hwa-in turned her head slightly and released an overwhelming wave of killing intent.

“…Don’t interfere. I have no intention of harming unrelated people.”

“W-What the…?”

The simple warning froze the hunters in their tracks.

Her gaze alone was intense enough to overwhelm them, and the raw power radiating from her was undeniable.

Among the onlookers, a brown-haired beauty—the so-called Saintess of France—stepped forward with a cautionary note.

“Be careful, everyone. The opponent is strong.”

“…Indeed. Think of her as a dungeon boss standing before us. An undead of her caliber is no joke.”

Their assessment wasn’t wrong.

While the assembled hunters had the strength to subdue her with proper coordination, it was clear this would be no easy task.

Still, I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling brewing in my chest as I watched.

‘This won’t be simple.’

At first, I thought it was just my imagination, but something was definitely off.

If my suspicions were correct, then Cha Hwa-in in her current state…

“Don’t even think about running.”

CRACK!
SNAP!

“Aaargh!”

Austin, who had been attempting to withdraw, suddenly had his leg bent grotesquely in the wrong direction. Most of the hunters present didn’t even realize what had happened.

From my necklace, Gordon spoke in a low voice.


[…She’s stronger than before. How is this possible?]

“Ugh. She must have regained her memories.”

For some time now, I’d suspected that Cha Hwa-in, despite being undead, could use skills she’d possessed in her previous life.

Even when I revived her, though my powers were incomplete, she had displayed unexpected strength—likely a result of combining her awakened skills with her abilities as a Death Knight.

‘….’

But now, I knew for sure.

Cha Hwa-in hadn’t been using her full skill set in previous fights.

Now, for the first time, she was unleashing all of her abilities.

‘I knew she must have been strong in life, but to this extent?’

Austin, writhing in pain from his broken leg, gritted his teeth and launched a flurry of attacks, activating numerous skills.

“Iron Fist of the Divine!”

BOOM!
CLANG!

Yet Cha Hwa-in barely glanced at him, deflecting the blow with the flat of her blade before shattering his other leg with a cold, efficient strike.

CRUNCH!
SNAP!


“Aaagh!”

Even in his desperation, Austin’s attack had been powerful enough to obliterate a section of the banquet hall, showcasing his prowess as an S-rank hunter.

But that was as far as he could go.

Cha Hwa-in’s strength was leagues beyond his.

The hunters watching the exchange could only look on in stunned silence, their expressions betraying their disbelief.
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It seemed the Hunters had finally sensed the threat of Chae Hwain’s power, as any lingering hesitation they had completely vanished.

They moved with perfect coordination, fully committing to targeting Chae Hwain.

“I’ll block their movements!”

At the forefront were three S-rank Hunters, demonstrating reactions worthy of their prestigious titles.

“Chains of Judgment!”

“Swamp of Lethargy.”

“…Zaphastus’ Tendrils.”

Shrrrrk!

Crunch!
Boom!

In an instant, three high-level skills bound Chae Hwain. Each displayed an impressive degree of mastery.

‘S-rank, indeed.’

Among them, Yessiel, hailed as the Saint of France, was particularly swift—faster than the others by a significant margin.

Perhaps even stronger than Austin, who now lay sprawled on the ground.

“…..”

Clink!
Clatter!

The combined assault of the three S-ranks seemed overwhelming, even for Chae Hwain, who struggled to shake off their bindings.

Encouraged by this, the remaining Hunters confidently closed in, forming a perimeter.

At the forefront stood Ivan, who declared with a mocking grin,

“Ha! Give it up. Your reputation precedes you, but this isn’t a one-on-one fight. And against these numbers, it’s hopeless.

Especially since the S-ranks of the new era are said to surpass the old guard in growth rate.”

He wasn’t entirely wrong.

Each successive generation naturally benefits from accumulated knowledge, fostering power in a more advantageous environment.

Chae Hwain, who had been releasing bursts of energy with an indifferent expression, suddenly frowned and turned her head sharply—directly toward me.

No way… Surely not…

But, as if to shatter my hopes, Chae Hwain locked eyes with me and spoke.

“Not enough. Give me your strength.”

Whoosh!
Rustle!

“What the—?! You’ve got to be kidding me! Ugh…”

Though she normally ignored my commands, now that she needed me, she shamelessly drained my power as she pleased.

But that wasn’t the main issue.

The Hunters, having witnessed my energy flowing toward Chae Hwain, turned their questioning gazes on me.

Wait, this is all wrong…

Crash!

Unbothered by the chaos, Chae Hwain broke free from her restraints and advanced toward the fallen Austin.

“…Wait there. I’ll send the rest of them to join you soon.”

“Stop this! Nothing will change even if—”

Slash!
Splat!

Before anyone could react, Chae Hwain moved with blinding speed, slicing through Austin’s neck.

The once-dreaded S-rank Hunter, infamous as the Demon Slayer, met an unceremonious end.

“You… killed Austin…” One of the Hunters stammered. “Do you think you can handle the consequences of this?”

Ignoring their panic, ChaeHwain calmly stated her objective:

“Jacob Turner, Forden Diaz, Mikael Brighton.”

“…What?”

“I won’t stop until they’re all dead.”

With those words, she disappeared through a broken wall.

“Damn it!”
“This is too much… What just happened?”
“Is she really a Hunter from the old era? Back then, even mana research wasn’t properly developed…”

Silence fell over the banquet hall, now resembling the aftermath of a storm.

And, as expected, the next target of suspicion was me.

“…Now that I think about it, there was something strange earlier.”
“Indeed. Someone transferred dark energy to her.”
“Hey, Tyrant. Isn’t that girl with you?”

There was no denying it. Chae Hwain was, in fact, the undead I had contracted.

This made things very, very complicated.

What am I supposed to do now?!

“She’s with me, but this wasn’t my doing,” I tried to explain.

“And why should we believe you? That girl looks like the necromancer who brought her back.”

“If you lost control, then how is their connection still intact? Isn’t it obvious?”

They were all making valid points.

Under normal circumstances, their logic would be correct. But Chae Hwain was anything but normal.

Frustrated, I clenched my fists. No one would believe me, no matter what I said.

Even Lee Jicheol, who had been trying to defend me, was left speechless.

In the end, I had no choice but to take the simplest path.

“…Until this is resolved, we’ll act separately.”

“What?” Seoha gasped, reaching for me in confusion.

I shook off her hand and sprinted toward the broken wall.

“Where do you think you’re going?!”

Zing!
Whoosh!

Someone fired a mana net at me, but I had anticipated that. Dodging it was easy.

“Lizard Wolf!”

Ssshhk!
Whoosh!

Among the undead I can summon immediately, the one with the greatest mobility—
I decided to escape on it, making it difficult for the hunters to follow me.

It seemed like they weren’t putting in much effort, perhaps assuming they could catch me easily if they formed a proper pursuit team.

‘…..’

Whatever the case, I first needed to grasp the situation accurately.

With such thoughts swirling in my mind, I began to move, chasing the traces of the vanished Chae Hwain.

#

Two hours after the murder of S-Rank Hunter Austin.

Baek Seo-ha, who was conversing with an investigator dispatched by the U.S. Hunter Association, couldn’t hide his emotional turmoil at the words that came out of the investigator’s mouth.

Bang!

“What are you talking about? I already explained that my sister isn’t responsible for this!”

“Indeed, your explanation was quite persuasive.”


“Then why…?”

“Because it’s still not enough.”

That was, without a doubt, a valid point.

Without evidence to prove it, any explanation was nothing more than empty words.

“Our side still judges that there is a high probability that South Korea’s Hunter Baek Eun-ha was involved in the incident.”

“Does that mean—?”

“Yes. A pursuit team targeting her will be formed ahead of the S-Rank dungeon raid. By now, a warrant has probably already been issued.”

At those words, both Baek Seo-ha and Lee Ji-cheol’s expressions darkened.

However, there didn’t seem to be much point in saying anything further.

“Until then, we ask that both of you stay in the accommodations we’ve prepared.

Given your positions of responsibility within your country, we hope for your understanding in this matter.”

“…What happens if there’s a conflict during her capture?”

“I’d like to promise a peaceful resolution, but the higher-ups are prepared to consider her an enemy and eliminate her if necessary. After all, an S-Rank hunter from their country has been murdered.”

It was truly a worst-case scenario. Baek Seo-ha suppressed his anger and issued a quiet warning.

“If anything happens to my sister, I won’t let any of you get away with it.”

“I’ll cooperate for now, but don’t expect me to blindly follow your orders. If you don’t want this to escalate further, you’d better do everything in your power.”

“…Understood. I’ll relay your concerns and try to ensure a peaceful resolution.”

Clack.

“The situation has gotten quite tricky.”

After the investigator left, Lee Ji-cheol spoke with a hardened expression.

Baek Seo-ha let out a sigh in response.

“I didn’t expect things to escalate this quickly. Even if it’s my sister, there’s no way she can fend off a pursuit team with S-Rank hunters in it. But at the same time, she’s not the type to just let herself be captured.”

“True. Knowing her, she won’t back down no matter who comes after her.”

Both of them, well aware of Baek Eun-ha’s usual temperament, grew increasingly worried.

Pacing anxiously around the room, Baek Seo-ha suddenly stopped and asked Lee Ji-cheol,

“Come to think of it, didn’t you say you fought my sister recently? Just how strong is she now?”

“She’s the strongest opponent I’ve ever faced one-on-one. Even if two S-Rank hunters teamed up, I doubt they could overpower her. But her strength does seem to have its limits.”

“…..”

“Eventually, she won’t be able to hold out against such a large group for long.”

After a moment of silence, Baek Seo-ha raised another question.
“Then, what if she teams up with Chae Hwain?”

In truth, Baek Seo-ha had only recently learned that the Death Knight was Chae Hwain.

Given her close relationship with Chae Hwain’s younger sister, Chae Hwaryeon, Baek Seo-ha couldn’t help but feel conflicted.

But that wasn’t what mattered right now.

Recognizing the gravity in Baek Seo-ha’s demeanor, Lee Ji-cheol pondered deeply before responding.

“…I don’t know. I’ve never fought her before.”

However, during his early days as a rookie hunter, Lee Ji-cheol had encountered Chae Hwain, who was nothing short of overwhelming.

That was why she had become the first to hold the title of an S-Rank hunter.

“If the two of them work together, I can’t imagine anyone defeating them.”


“And what if you join them as well?”

At those meaningful words, Lee Ji-cheol curled his lips into a fierce grin.

“Well, I guess we’ll have to find out for ourselves when the time comes.”

Thanks to the Dragon Blood (Yonghyeol) Baek Eun-ha had given him, his strength had grown immensely.

It seemed like the time to put that power to the test was fast approaching.
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The next time I encountered Chae Hwa-in, whom I had begun pursuing, was on a cliff near the coast, almost 100 kilometers away from the banquet hall.

“Finally found you.”

“……”

Although she had hidden herself swiftly, I, being connected to her through a soul-bound path, could faintly sense her presence.

Glaring at her with a face full of irritation, I said,
“What the hell do you think you’re doing? You’re completely out of line now, huh?”

“…I had no other choice.”

“Shut up. I barely restrained myself from beating that Ivan or whoever senseless, and yet you ruined everything.”

Now, thanks to her, I had become a public enemy of the American hunter community.

I was furious, no doubt, but what’s done was done. To resolve this situation, I needed to hear her reasoning.

“So? Why’d you do it?”

Perhaps aware that her actions had dragged me into the mess, Chae Hwa-in didn’t hold back and explained everything in detail.

To summarize, years ago, American hunters, wary of her power, ambushed and killed her in an S-rank dungeon.

After hearing her story, I couldn’t help but understand her actions.

‘Wow. Honestly, they deserved it.’

If it were me, I wouldn’t have stopped at avenging myself. I’d have wiped out every one of my enemies and then some.

But now that I think about it, this still pisses me off.

“So those guys who pulled all this crap are now kicking up a fuss because one of their own got killed?”

The hypocrisy was staggering. I had thought this whole mess was entirely her fault, but now it felt like we had nothing to feel guilty about.

“This is ridiculous. Just go and finish off the other three while you’re at it.”

“Are you serious about saying that?”

“I don’t like their attitude, that’s all.”

Anyway, they were already treating me as the prime suspect.

If I was going to be hunted unjustly, I might as well take down some of the bastards who deserved it along the way.

‘This isn’t something that can be settled with words anymore.’

Even if we tried to expose America’s wrongdoings, there wouldn’t be any evidence.

And even if we did manage to prove it, that would only create more problems.

As a hunter superpower, America wouldn’t admit to their misdeeds.

Instead, they’d try to silence us and cover everything up.

In the end, conflict was unavoidable.

After hearing my thoughts, Chae Hwa-in nodded, seemingly surprised.

“…You’re more perceptive than I thought.”

“I’ve always been smart.”

“…..”

“It’s just that most things until now didn’t require much thought, that’s all.”

Either way, if avoiding conflict was impossible, we needed to change our approach.

“All we need to do is make their higher-ups feel like fighting us would cost them more than it’s worth.”

Just like back in Thebes, those in power rarely changed their minds until they were beaten down first.

Hearing this, Chae Hwa-in didn’t respond immediately, as if grappling with the idea.

“…It won’t be easy.”

“Well, yeah. You couldn’t handle more than three people last time, could you?”

At that, Chae Hwa-in frowned, a hint of wounded pride on her face.

“The ones there were just a fraction of the group. Besides, most of them were just standing around, gauging the situation instead of actually stepping in.”

Most of the hunters who had confronted Chae Hwa-in at the banquet were affiliated with the U.S. Hunters.

The high-ranking hunters from other countries seemed reluctant to act, likely not wanting to create trouble without knowing the full context.

But that wasn’t all Chae Hwa-in had to say.

“…And among them were some truly formidable individuals.”

“Yeah, I noticed a few.”

Beatrice from Italy, Yessiel, the so-called Saintess of France, and one other mysterious figure who had intentionally suppressed their presence.

Those three were clearly stronger than the other S-rank hunters in the room.

‘She’s more aware of the situation than I thought.’

I had assumed she was just acting on blind vengeance after regaining her memories, but that wasn’t entirely the case.

Realizing her intentions, I spoke.

“You deliberately dragged me into this, didn’t you?”

“….”

“After assessing the situation, you figured you couldn’t handle it alone. Am I wrong?”

With a faintly guilty expression, Chae Hwa-in nodded slightly before answering me.

“…From the moment I was brought back to life, I could feel it.”

“Feel what?”

“The immense power slumbering within you.”

Her gaze was filled with a mixture of fear and awe.

“If you use that power, I thought we could crush even the largest of forces overwhelmingly.”

“Well, at least you’ve got an eye for recognizing talent,” I replied, hiding the slight smile threatening to break out. Then, quickly masking it, I wagged a finger at her.

“But your approach was wrong. You should have formally asked me for help instead.”

“…I’m sorry,” Chae Hwa-in said, bowing her head deeply.

However, her apology wasn’t enough for me.

“Not just ‘sorry,’ but ‘I deeply apologize.’ And while you’re at it, you should kneel and bow properly before the great Lord of Death—”

“…That’s where I draw the line,” she interjected.

Unbelievable.

I barely managed to suppress the twitch in my eye and redirected the conversation back to the issue at hand.

“Anyway, a direct confrontation won’t work. I can’t use my power freely either.”

In a short-term battle, I could unleash my necromantic abilities to fight back. But it would be faster for the side effects of the seal to catch up with me than for me to subdue all the pursuers.

“That power is a trump card I can only play during the final showdown.”

Until then, I had to find another way to shake off the pursuit. To be honest, we lacked the resources and firepower to fight.

‘If my level were just a little higher, this would be much easier.’

While I excelled in large-scale battles, my current strength wasn’t enough to face even a single S-rank opponent head-on.

After careful consideration, I quickly came up with a plan and spoke to Chae Hwa-in again.

“Let’s change our approach.”

“…What do you mean?”

“There’s no reason for us to fight on their terms.”


No matter how I looked at it, fighting in the U.S. was a massive disadvantage for us.

The land was vast, and the number of hunters affiliated with the country was overwhelming.

Finally, Chae Hwa-in seemed to grasp the direction of my thoughts, her expression shifting to one of intrigue.

“…Do you really think that’s possible?”

“Why not? It’s actually the perfect place for us.”

That’s right.

No matter what, I am a necromancer.

And the ideal battlefield for a necromancer is a place filled with corpses—like the middle of a war zone.

“We just need to enter a dungeon first.”

There, we could level up, raise an army, and wait for the pursuers to come to us.

When that time came, the American hunters would experience the terror of a true Lord of Death.

#

“What on earth are you saying?”

Joshua, the vice president of the U.S. Hunter Association, was stunned by the absurd report he’d just heard.

“J-just as I said, sir. The duo who killed Austin broke through the guards of the S-rank large dungeon in Iowa and entered it moments ago.”

“…Is that information confirmed?”

“Yes, sir. Every detail is recorded on video. You can verify it yourself.”

Joshua hurriedly reviewed the footage. Sure enough, it was Chae Hwa-in and Baek Eun-ha.

He fell into confusion, his mind racing.

“Why would they enter a dungeon…?”

It made no sense. An S-rank large dungeon was a deathtrap, even for the best hunters.

Walking into one voluntarily was as good as suicide.

Yet, if he considered it from their perspective, it was possible they had a plan to survive even in such conditions.

Joshua’s subordinate, watching him silently, cautiously spoke up.

“I heard that one of the suspects, Baek Eun-ha, is a necromancer. Could it be that she’s using her abilities to prepare something inside?”

“…It’s certainly possible,” Joshua admitted.

For an ordinary necromancer, such a feat would be impossible.

But Baek Eun-ha was no ordinary necromancer—she had resurrected Chae Hwa-in, an S-rank hunter thought to be dead.

Perhaps she was on par with the infamous Helena, the Goddess of the Underworld.


“High-level necromancy is an unknown realm. It’s impossible to predict what they might be planning.”

One thing was certain: giving them time would only make their eventual retaliation more catastrophic.

Joshua quickly reported the situation to the upper echelons, then disbanded the pursuit team and summoned the hunters from the raid team.

If the enemy was preparing something, the only solution was to crush it before it could be completed.

This was their moment to make a decisive move.




 
  
    Chapter 96: Revenge dramas are dangerous (5)


We ventured into the depths of the dungeon and immediately moved far away from the entrance, climbing to higher ground to survey our surroundings.

“The air feels pretty heavy.”

“…If a hunter below B-rank were here, even moving around would be difficult.”

As Chae Hwa-in said, the oppressive pressure of mana was overwhelming. It was clear why people made such a fuss over S-rank dungeons.

“This place is… as expected…”

We climbed to a vantage point to scout the terrain, but all we could see in every direction was sun-scorched sand.

In short, the place where we stood was one vast desert.

“I don’t see any monsters.”

“…They might be hiding underground.”

This wasn’t an ideal location for prolonged activity. Clicking my tongue briefly, I descended the sand dune and began moving forward.

“…What’s the plan?”

“We don’t have time. The raiding party might catch up sooner than expected. Let’s keep moving until something shows up.”

After walking for some time, as Chae Hwa-in predicted, a significant mana signature began to emerge from deep underground.

Rumble, rumble, rumble.

Even if it was just a minion, the mana it exuded was immense. It might rival the boss monster of a low-tier A-rank dungeon.

‘So there are hundreds, maybe thousands of these things here.’

No wonder they were objects of terror.

A typical hunter would exhaust themselves fighting these monsters non-stop.

With a sigh, the ground suddenly shook violently, and something burst forth.

Boom!
Fwoosh!

Screeeech!

A giant worm with a crimson body and hundreds of cylindrical teeth—likely a type of sandworm—emerged.

“…It’s a Red Worm. Its hide is tough, and its regeneration is strong.”

“If you know that, great. Go take it down.”

Chae Hwa-in made a reluctant face but unsheathed her sword and charged at the Red Worm.

“Sword of Genesis.”

Slash!
Boom!

Screeech!

The creature suffered a significant wound that caused part of its body to dangle loosely, but the Red Worm kept moving.

It truly had remarkable vitality.

Slice!
Slash!

Thud!

Fwoosh!
Crash!

After about five minutes of battle, the battered Red Worm collapsed onto the sandy ground with a resounding thud.

Boom.
Rustle.

“Ugh, cough! Look at all this sand flying around. Can’t you handle it better?”

“…That was the best I could do.”

Even though Chae Hwa-in had attacked without holding back, it still took quite some time.

This monster would likely be a challenge even for an S-rank hunter in a one-on-one fight.

“Well, let’s try raising it.”

Although Chae Hwa-in had mutilated it considerably, testing came first.

I gathered my mana, focusing it as I chanted a spell filled with necromantic energy.

“Undead Call.”

Whooosh.
Crack.

Dark energy seeped into the massive body of the Red Worm, and slowly, its previously lifeless form began to rise.

Rumble, rumble.

[Screeeech.]

I had been worried that the power might not be enough, but fortunately, I succeeded in reviving it as an undead.

However, the cost was significant.

‘…At most, I can probably manage three of these.’

Once my energy was entirely spent, I’d need to rest before adding to the army.

“…Is it a success?”

“For now. But its movements are sluggish.”

The once-dynamic power of the Red Worm wasn’t fully restored. It was all due to my lack of skill.

Estimating the limits, I retrieved the Book of Death and summoned Khan, an ancient tribal shaman.

Rustle.
Fwoosh!

“Ah, humble elder greets the Lord.”

“It’s been a while. Here, take this thing and heal it. Strengthen it too.”

When I pointed at the Red Worm, Khan examined it closely before nodding.

“It’s a sturdy creature. I’ll handle it.”

As a versatile and knowledgeable shaman, Khan could reinforce almost anything through his spells.

He would likely restore the Red Worm to a decent level of functionality.

After delegating that task to Khan, I called out Gordon, who had been incessantly chattering inside my necklace.

Swish.

Fwoosh!

“Master? What’s the matter?”

“What else? Time for you to work.”

“Well, um, as you know, this place is a bit beyond my level…”

“S-rank hunters are closing in. Is this the time to complain? Just do it.”

With the dungeon’s raiding party chasing us, we couldn’t afford to hold back.

I dragged Gordon to a corner of the desert and pointed at something.

“Do you see those burning scorpions over there? They’re weaker than the Red Worms from earlier, so they’re just barely manageable to control.

From now on, don’t come back until you’ve captured 30 of them.”

“What? 30 of them?”

It might have seemed excessive, but I genuinely believed it was possible and assigned the task with confidence.

Considering the current state of Gordon, who had steadily grown stronger since forming a contract with me, he could undoubtedly handle it.

Perhaps understanding my faith in him, Gordon stopped complaining and headed toward the swarm of scorpions.

‘There’s only about two days left at most.’

Within that time frame, there’s a high chance that the raid team recruited from the U.S. will enter the dungeon.


However, it was fine.

It wouldn’t be easy, but it also wouldn’t be overly difficult.

From here, all we need to do is steadily accumulate experience, level up, and expand our forces.

‘Let them come, if they dare.’

I couldn’t predict how this place would change in two days, but one thing was certain—it wouldn’t be a sight they’d enjoy.

Imagining the scene of that day in my mind, I rallied my morale once again on the trembling ground that felt like an earthquake.

#

“At this point, I believe all the necessary precautions have been conveyed.”

A day after Baek Eun-ha and Chae Hwa-in infiltrated the S-rank dungeon, the Hunters gathered, each having completed their preparations.

The situation was far from relaxed.

Even under normal circumstances, an S-rank large-scale dungeon was a state of emergency.

Now, a massive, unpredictable variable had come to life.

Joshua, the Vice President of the U.S. Association, had spent the night crafting action guidelines based on the Hunters’ advice and conveyed them to everyone.

“Once again, the top priority is preserving our forces and clearing the dungeon. The issue with Chae Hwa-in is secondary, but if she becomes an obstacle to clearing the dungeon, do not hesitate to eliminate her.”

“You don’t need to emphasize that. We have a specialist here for such tasks.”

S-rank Hunter Porden, who had been targeted by Chae Hwa-in, pointed to a man wrapped head-to-toe in bandages.

His name was João Clarke. Known as the Executioner João, he was a dueling genius who had never lost a one-on-one battle.

“According to those who’ve faced her in the field, Chae Hwa-in might possess strength exceeding that of an S-rank Hunter. Are you truly confident?”

Joshua’s question carried a hint of skepticism, but João opened his mouth without hesitation.

“…No problem.”

With that, all preparations were complete.

Joshua requested final approval from the higher-ups and moved the Hunters to the dungeon entrance in Iowa.

Beep!

“Approval has been granted. As planned, the vanguard units should enter in order.”

Even near the gate’s entrance, the overwhelming residual magic was palpable.

Joshua, himself a top-tier B-rank Hunter, couldn’t fathom surviving inside.

Nevertheless, the Hunters gathered before the gate showed no hesitation as they began entering the dungeon one by one.

Step. Step.

Woosh. Woosh!

Watching their resolute backs, Joshua suppressed his anxiety and swallowed hard.

“They can do it. If it’s them, no one else.”

To break through the S-rank large-scale dungeon, known as the manifestation of hell, and capture or kill the two high-profile criminals hiding within.

It seemed like an impossible task, but somehow, he couldn’t believe they would fail.

After sending off all the Hunters, Joshua closed his eyes and began to pray.

That was when a man appeared before him.

It was Lee Jicheol, the Tyrant of Korea, excluded from this raid due to his isolation.

Joshua, now accustomed to his presence, spoke calmly, unfazed.

“As expected, here you are. I’m sorry, but we anticipated this and made thorough preparations. You will not be allowed into the dungeon.”

At the same time, four men emerged from Joshua’s shadow.


They were agents from a special department who had undergone brutal training.

All of them were A-rank or higher, and their leader, Xenon, though not publicly acknowledged, had already been recognized as having S-rank power.

However, Lee Jicheol smiled leisurely at them and spoke.

“Well, I think you’ll change your mind soon enough.”

Thus, the true battle finally began.
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“This… this can’t be happening…”

Deputy Association President Joshua was at a loss for words, stunned by the scene unfolding before him.

“Was it really this overwhelming?”

In truth, the American side had assessed Lee Jicheol’s maximum potential to be in the lower mid-tier of the S-rank spectrum.

This was a level their hunters from the Special Task Division were deemed capable of subduing.

However, seeing it firsthand, the reality was entirely different from the analysis team’s report.

The difference was so stark that it wouldn’t be unreasonable to consider the Lee Jicheol they were witnessing now to be a completely different person from the one known to the public.

“Keuh… kuhuk…!”

“Is this the end of your guards? They weren’t particularly impressive.”

Xenon, whom Joshua had trusted, was already incapacitated and unable to move.

To make matters worse, it wasn’t just Lee Jicheol they had to contend with. Baek Seoha, who had come along, was also there.

She was an A-rank hunter nearing S-rank status. In her fully prepared state, she was far from an easy opponent.

In the end, Joshua had no choice but to let the two enter the gate.

“Nothing will change even if you go there. Your abilities may have exceeded expectations, but the hunters inside are just as formidable. Even so, are you truly turning your back on the United States?”

“How many times do I have to say it? My sister didn’t do it. We’re only doing what we must.”

Sizzle.

Whoosh.

With that, Baek Seoha and Lee Jicheol entered the gate.

As their bodies were enveloped in light and the surrounding landscape began to change, Lee Jicheol suddenly stopped, turning to Baek Seoha.

“I suppose I should say this before we encounter them.”

“…What is it?”

“To be honest, I didn’t intend to bring you along. I didn’t think you had enough strength to leap into a battlefield filled with S-rank threats.”

His words were true.

Baek Seoha was still at the upper A-rank level, not yet an S-rank.

She was undoubtedly underqualified to face America’s raid team.

If she were to suffer severe injuries in the upcoming battles, Lee Jicheol wouldn’t be able to face Baek Eunha.

“Then why didn’t you object?”

Baek Seoha’s puzzled question prompted Lee Jicheol to respond with a serious expression.

“Until recently, I had been steadily gathering information on Korean hunters. My position made it necessary.”

“….”

“That’s why I thought it strange before.”

At this point, Baek Seoha also realized what Lee Jicheol was getting at.

“When you first appeared, your growth rate was so exceptional that it broke nearly every record for hunters worldwide. But at some point, you suddenly faded from sight.”

“…Cases like that aren’t exactly rare, are they?”

“True. That’s why I initially thought it was just a plateau.”

Lee Jicheol’s sharp gaze gradually settled on Baek Seoha.

“But watching you up close, I found it peculiar. You acted as if the slowdown in your growth didn’t concern you at all. For most hunters who risk their lives in combat, that would be a significant issue.”

“…..”

“Especially when I saw you at the banquet recently, I became certain.”

Even in a tense, life-threatening situation, Baek Seoha had exuded an unusual composure.

Her judgment was typically rational and cold, which made it all the more puzzling.

It was as if, instinctively, she didn’t perceive the situation as a crisis.

“Are you, perhaps, intentionally concealing your strength?”

Lee Jicheol’s long-standing familiarity with Baek Seoha, even from her rookie days, allowed him to grasp the truth.

Though Baek Eunha might not have noticed, Lee Jicheol was convinced that Baek Seoha was hiding something. And his assessment was correct.

“…Yes. In a sense, you’re right.”

Baek Seoha admitted it readily.

While her secret might differ slightly from what Lee Jicheol imagined, she indeed had a hidden trump card.

“That’s why I wanted to confirm it. No matter what, knowing an ally’s precise abilities is advantageous in battle.”

But that was impossible.

Baek Seoha firmly shook her head and replied to Lee Jicheol.

“No. I can’t use it here.”

“And why is that?”

“Because it would hurt you.”

Her words brought a heavy silence between the two. Baek Seoha turned her gaze away and opened her status window, calling up the details of one particular skill.

[Restriction: Path of the Martial God]


	Limits one’s growth to expand the vessel of the body.

	Power accumulates with repeated battles, achieving rapid growth upon lifting the restriction.

	The skill vanishes after its first use.

	Upon lifting the restriction, immense power proportional to accumulated experience is unleashed.



After a moment of silence, Lee Jicheol started walking forward.

“Understood. Then I’ll consider us equals in strength.”

Baek Seoha nodded and naturally followed behind him.

‘….’

It might have seemed like an insufficient explanation, but there was no need to elaborate further at this point.

After all, the time to use this power had already been decided.

#

Screech!

Boom!

“Team 2, return to guard against ambushes! Don’t stop searching the ground below! Team 1, deal with the remaining two!”

Faced with an assault from seven Red Worms, raid leader Jacob busily assessed the situation and issued orders to the hunters.

‘Damn, this is tough.’

It was indeed an S-rank large-scale dungeon. Just walking through it meant encountering seven massive worms.

Even with overwhelming firepower on their side, the creatures’ tenacity made them a drain on resources.

‘Still, the power of this raid team is three times that of the one from seven years ago. With some losses, we should be able to clear the dungeon.’

But the real issue was the Chae Hwa-in.

Having been part of the team that dealt with a Chae Hwa-in in the past, Jacob couldn’t help but feel uneasy.

‘I wonder what their true goal is.’

No one would believe the words of a ghost who has already died, but if the issue isn’t resolved quickly, unforeseen problems could arise.

For this reason, Jacob had already spoken separately with Michael and Forden, the key figures from the incident seven years ago.

If the Chae Hwa-in is discovered, they would immediately dispose of her with all their strength, without mentioning the past.

‘I don’t think we’ll be overwhelmed if the three of us join forces, but…? Still, we can’t be sure where she’s hiding in this dungeon, so we have to conserve as much energy as possible until then.’

Jacob led the hunters, who had gathered from various countries, advancing steadily through the dungeon.


During this process, several A-rank hunters responsible for reconnaissance reported in.

“At 12 o’clock! Two Red Worms have surfaced! At 10 o’clock, three Flame Scorpions are visible!”

“We’ll maintain the same formation as before! Saintess, we’ll need your blessing again.”

“Understood.”

Hooooong.

Ssshhhh!

The blessing of Saintess Yesiel, which enhances all abilities, enveloped the raid party.

They once again coordinated their movements as planned to confront the monsters.

However, during this battle, Jacob sensed a strange unease.

‘This isn’t just my imagination. These creatures are stronger than the ones we faced earlier.’

Even if they were the same type of monsters, there was often a power difference between those at the dungeon’s entrance and those deeper inside.

But since the raid party was still near the entrance, encountering such a disparity this early was unusual.

“The Red Worms have all been dealt with.”

“…Same here. Their shells were noticeably tougher than before.”

It wasn’t an illusion.

Yet, it didn’t seem serious enough to cause alarm.

Jacob decided not to dwell on it and pushed the raid party forward.

‘…We can’t waste time here unnecessarily.’

Because of this, they failed to notice the truth—that the monsters they had just faced were deliberately placed as sacrificial pawns to gauge the raid party’s strength.

“It doesn’t seem to be a multi-layered structure. Let’s push forward as far as we can.”

Although they had to remain wary of the Chae Hwa-in hiding somewhere in this desert, the progress made on the first day of a dungeon raid, when their strength was at its peak, was crucial.

Thus, Jacob continued to lead the hunters, pressing onward without hesitation.

Then, he felt it again—a definite sense of unease this time.

‘What is this dungeon?’

No matter how much he thought about it, something felt off, especially with the monsters’ behavior patterns.

Based on Jacob’s prior experience clearing large S-rank dungeons, by this point, the monsters should have recognized the presence of intruders, shared information, and displayed more coordinated and intelligent movements.

Yet, look at the current situation.

They were behaving like mindless scarecrows, repeating the same actions over and over.

After another battle, Jacob suddenly stopped moving, lost in thought.

Others in the raid party, who had similar doubts, began to speak up.

“Something doesn’t feel right, does it?”

“This is significantly different from what we’ve heard. We need to stay vigilant.”

“…It’s possible those two are up to their usual tricks.”

But what happened next was beyond anything they could have anticipated.

Rumble.
Thud.

Shuffle.

Shhhhhh.

“What… what is this…?”


“Everyone, stay on guard!”

The monsters that had just been slain and lay motionless on the ground moments ago began to rise, as if they had only been pretending to be dead all along.

Their broken bodies reassembled, and they turned their mocking gazes toward the bewildered raid party before gathering together and disappearing northward.

“…..”

Faced with this eerie sight, the hunters were left speechless, unable to utter a single word.
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“Hmm, unpleasant.”

“So, there’s definitely something going on.”

“There’s still one left over there.”

A lone Flame Scorpion stood idly, not following its comrades, seemingly dazed.

As the vanguard shared glances, one of the hunters stepped forward and spoke. It was none other than Sanada, known as the swordmaster of Japan.

“There’s no need to be unsettled. It’s just a malicious prank.”

Slash!

Shrrkk!

The moment the sword was drawn was almost imperceptible, but soon, a few sharp lines appeared on the Flame Scorpion’s body, and it was cleanly sliced apart.

Such skill, befitting of the title swordmaster, eased the tense atmosphere among the assault team slightly.

However—

Clatter.

Clatter, clatter, clatter.

Shuffle.

Sh-shuffle.

The Flame Scorpion’s severed body began crawling slowly northward, as if it still refused to die.

“…..”

Slash!

Shrrk!

Boom!

Clang-crash—!

Annoyed by the creature’s resilience, Sanada unleashed a flurry of sword strikes like a storm, and finally, the Flame Scorpion ceased its movements.

Watching this, most of the assault team turned their gazes toward a single woman.

She was Celestia Yessiel, known as the Saintess of France.

“Hey, Saintess. Isn’t that thing undead?”

“I heard the Korean hunter accompanying the Chae Hwa-in is a necromancer.”

“Perhaps he’s targeting us.”

However, Yessiel herself hesitated, answering with an unusually serious expression.

“…I-I’m not sure.”

“What do you mean? Isn’t detecting necrotic energy your specialty?”

“Yes. If those monsters were undead, I would’ve noticed immediately upon encountering them. But…”

“So you couldn’t sense necrotic energy?”

Yessiel nodded slightly.

“There was a definite sense of unease, but I couldn’t feel enough necrotic energy to label them as undead. And during the fight, there was no particular reaction to my holy power.”

Her words were strange indeed. What, then, explained the monstrous vitality displayed earlier?

“I don’t know for sure, but we must remain cautious.”

The hunters tightened their expressions and began preparing their stances.

Nightfall was approaching, and blindly pressing forward was no longer an option.

However, a few hours later, they learned firsthand: the real battle was just beginning.

“2 o’clock direction! An ambush! This time, it’s Sand Snakes!”

Boom!

Boom!

Crash!

By outside standards, it was probably just past dawn.

The assault team’s hunters had endured countless ambushes, leaving them unable to rest properly.

Their exhausted faces said it all.

Screech!

Screech!

Thud.

Thud.

After hastily concluding yet another battle, the hunters exhaled heavily, grumbling in frustration.

“…This reckless war of attrition is insane. Do they have no intention of clearing the dungeon?”

“Damn it. This place is useless now, too.”

“We’ve got wide-area recovery skills, but if this continues, it’s going to get dangerous.”

It was a heinous strategy.

Both sides needed to clear the dungeon, but the incessant interference made an already arduous task nearly impossible.

“…Could a high-ranking necromancer really summon such a force alone?”

“Do they plan to trigger a full-blown dungeon break or something?”

“Perhaps that’s the goal. Cause chaos across the U.S. and slip away in the confusion.”

Faced with this unexpected situation, the hunters began to imagine the worst-case scenarios.

Regardless, they couldn’t keep taking hits like this.

Finally, Michael, an American S-rank hunter, broke the silence, addressing team leader Jacob.

“Jacob, it may be time to make a decision.”

“….”

After a moment’s hesitation, Jacob made the call.

“From now on, our top priority changes. It doesn’t seem like this will end otherwise.”

“Agreed. That might be for the best.”

“…We don’t have a choice.”

Thus, in the early hours of dawn, the assault team prepared their gear and advanced toward the dungeon’s depths—to eliminate Chae Hwa-in and Baek Eun-ha, the two hunters behind it all.

#

“Finally, they’re reacting.”

Signals came flooding in from the undead scattered everywhere for detection purposes.

Unable to withstand the continued ambushes, the assault team had begun to move.

Rising from the back of the Lizard Wolf that served as my chair, I made my final checks on our forces.

‘They’re moving faster than expected, but it’s fine.’

Before me stood hundreds of undead, most resurrected from slain dungeon monsters.

Among them were several special entities the assault team had encountered earlier.

‘I’ve confirmed that they can withstand holy power sufficiently.’

Their names are Demi-Undead.


They are a kind of incomplete corpses created by combining Khan’s sorcery and my necromancy.

These were special entities that, while retaining the unique life-sustaining properties of the undead, had not fully reached the state of death, making them relatively resistant to holy power.

‘Of course, they come with plenty of drawbacks and terrible cost-efficiency…’

But since the opposing raid group had someone proficient in holy power, there was no other choice.

I couldn’t stand to see the undead army I painstakingly created melt away like snow under the sun.

[Kuooo!]

[Kieeeek!]

[Kraak, kak!]

As the legion roared in response to my movements, I let out a deep sigh, my face showing dissatisfaction.

‘Back in my prime, I could handle tens of thousands of them effortlessly.’

Of course, each of these creatures was quite powerful, but moments like this made me keenly feel that I hadn’t yet regained my full strength.

Still, it wasn’t as though I had nothing to show for my efforts.

Hunting the monsters in this S-rank dungeon in rapid succession had exponentially boosted my level, and because of that, I could now pull out new items from the Death Tome.

“Extraction, materialization.”

Whooong!

Fwoosh!

“Kurudalia.”

As I recited the incantation, a staff dripping with ominous energy emerged from the Death Tome already in my hand.

It was the symbol of the Death Lord, my main weapon during my time in Thebes.

Crafted with materials that only appear in myths, like a dragon’s heart and Fenrir’s fangs, it was a staff exclusively for necromancers.

Without this staff, it would have been impossible at this stage to control hundreds of undead of this caliber.

But my preparations didn’t stop there.

On the contrary, the real force wasn’t this side—it was the other one.

Crunch!

Crack!

[Grrr…]

[Ki-shaaat!]

[Kwoooar!]

“Don’t move yet. That’s an order.”

Three undead with distinct forms stood still.

Though they were of different kinds, all three exuded an overwhelming, ominous deathly aura that set them apart from ordinary undead.

They were my trump cards, crafted with the monsters in this dungeon as materials and empowered by Kurudalia’s support.

Next to me, Chaehwa, observing them closely, spoke with a slightly tense tone.

“…Are you sure you really haven’t regained most of your strength?”

“Of course. Compared to my true power, this is just child’s play.”

However, to the hunters who would face them, it certainly wouldn’t feel like child’s play.

As I received updates on the hunters’ movements through reconnaissance undead, I turned to Chaehwa and said,

“Just to remind you, before going after our main revenge targets, you must neutralize that Hunter with the holy power.

These things have no resistance to it and will be wiped out if they face him directly.”

“…I remember it clearly.”

In truth, I probably could handle them without going to such lengths, but there was no reason to take the harder route when an easier one was available.

“Good. I’ll hold them off, so you focus on beating the American bastards and dragging them here.”

After that, we’d simply execute the plan and steer the battle as intended.

Hearing my confident words, Chaehwa nodded without hesitation.

And before long, the raid group hunters finally appeared before us.


Each wore an expression of shock or disbelief.

Activating the power of the ring I’d been saving, I greeted them while perched on the back of a Lizard Wolf.

“Welcome, you idiots.”

These insolent fools, who didn’t even bother to hear me out and immediately pointed fingers, annoying me to no end—

It was time for them to pay the price for their foolishness.
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‘…What the hell am I looking at right now?’

Jacob, the raid leader and an S-rank hunter from the United States, let out a hollow laugh as he stared at the scene unfolding before him in disbelief.

Then, using an artifact he had prepared in advance, he sent a telepathic message to Michael and Forden, the culprits behind the current crisis involving the Necromancer.

-This is beyond our expectations. What should we do?

The two responded with answers tinged with confusion.

-We didn’t think it would just be a simple B-rank situation like the database suggested, but this is… unnerving.

-Tch, quit joking around. That thing is a complete monster!

As top-level hunters who had faced numerous enemies, including necromancers, it wasn’t the first time they encountered such magic.

However, none of them had ever seen someone command such an overwhelming army all at once.

The necromancy of Baek Eun-ha was alien and overpowering.

-Against an army of this scale, it’s nearly impossible to target the Necromancer directly. Michael, we’ll need your help.

If the right circumstances were created, Michael’s skill could isolate the battlefield, separating the Necromancer and their party from everyone else.

Michael and Forden agreed with the plan, and Jacob deactivated his artifact, turning to address the raid team hunters.

-Don’t panic. Sure, I’m surprised, but that’s all. With this team, we’ll wipe them out without much trouble.

It wasn’t an empty boast.

Every hunter present was at least A-rank or higher.

While the battle would consume time and energy, defeat against such an army was not an option.

‘The enemy’s sheer presence is impressive.’

But that was it.

Against an S-rank hunter raid team, no matter how formidable the opposition, they were outmatched. Jacob raised his hand, his entire body surging with magical energy.

Thus began the fateful battle for the raid team.

#

BOOM!
KRA-KOOM!

THUD-THUD-THUD!

‘…This is just ridiculous firepower.’

I had expected this much, but facing it in reality was overwhelming.

Well, with over ten S-rank hunters, who were essentially monsters beyond human limits, gathered together, such a sight was to be expected.

‘We’ve prepared a lot, but at this rate, they’ll be annihilated in under five hours.’

In other words, the battle needed to be resolved within that time frame.

However, this didn’t mean they had to subdue every member of the raid team.

‘We still have to clear the dungeon together, after all.’

Their cocky attitude was irritating, but most of the raid team was technically on the same side.

The goal was clear: suppress the American hunters who were targets for revenge, and through them, reveal the truth to the rest of the raid team.

‘…That way, the justification and cause will shift to our side.’

Inside the dungeon, there was no room for the scheming and information manipulation typically employed by those in high positions.

If they successfully persuaded the hunters here, their position outside the dungeon would be entirely reversed.

The biggest obstacle in achieving this, however, was that woman.

“Celestial Radiance!”

ZZZZT!
BOOM!

[Aiiieek!]
[Graaaah!]

CRACK!

Even from afar, just using her skill sent waves of unpleasant holy energy in every direction.

It was a testament to her immense divine power.

‘Damn it, she’s the one we need to take down first.’

In my prime, I could’ve overwhelmed her with brute force, but unfortunately, that wasn’t an option now.

This meant it was time for the Necromancer to act.

The problem was that the enemy knew this, and multiple hunters were already protecting the saint.

If that’s the case, my role here would be to create an opening.

“Gordon.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Go stir things up in the middle over there and come back.”

“…M-Me, personally?”

“What, you’re not actually going to die anyway.”

Of course, if the saintess dealt with him properly, he might be permanently annihilated, but I could cover for that.

I brought Kurudalia in my hand to Gordon’s skull and cast several powerful enhancement spells targeting a single entity.

Ting.
Fwoooom.

“Breath of Magdala, Seal of Radiance, Baptism of Twilight.”

“Huff…! T-This is…!”

Gordon gasped for air as he accepted the overwhelming power surging through him.

And then, emitting a sinister aura resembling black tears from his hollow eye sockets, he headed toward the battlefield.

“Khehehe, I shall carry out Master’s orders and annihilate all those lowly humans.”

With that, Gordon, brimming with enhanced power, confidently charged toward the S-rank hunters.

‘…Well, he should hold out for about three minutes.’

Predicting the gruesome scene that would follow, I averted my gaze.

In this state, Gordon would be no pushover even for the enemies.

If they focused on beating him down, Chae Hwa-in could use that opening to target the saintess, Yessiel.

And now, it was my turn to face the enemies.

Boom!
Thud.

Step.

“Well, we meet again under unwelcome circumstances, little one.”

“That was quite the prank you pulled.”

“…If I cut you down, this whole army will be useless, won’t it?”

The three S-rank hunters who had come directly to take me, the undead commander, down: Ivan from Russia, Beatrice the Empress of Italy, and Sanada the swordmaster of Japan, all of whom I had clashed with at the banquet.

I glanced at Ivan and spoke in a low voice.

“You, at least, shouldn’t have come.”

“Ahaha. Well, no one would want to face this old man on the battlefield.”

“No, I was just thinking about turning you into a bloody pulp if we ever met.”

Not knowing what sort of delusion he was under, I smirked at the meticulously arranged situation.

“The other two can leave.”


When I raised Kurudalia and pointed at Beatrice and Sanada, something lurking in the shadows lunged at them, colliding with a thunderous roar.

[Krraak!]
[Ki-shaaah!]

Boom!

“Tch.”

“What the…?”

A giant yellow serpent clad in sharp iron armor and a sinister blood-soaked wolf-like beast.

As I mentioned before, these were my carefully crafted undead: the Blood Wolf (혈랑) and the Iron Serpent (황철사).

Although it would be hard for them to win against S-rank hunters in one-on-one combat, they could at least buy me enough time.

“Shall we finish what we didn’t back then?”

“…Hmph, still as insolent as ever. You’ll regret it. This old man shows no mercy to enemies.”

Ivan cracked his knuckles as he approached me with a menacing expression.

Such confidence. It irritated me enough to make me frown.

“It seems like you’re severely misunderstanding something.”

“Hmm? What are you talking about?”

I had no intention of fighting Ivan or settling the score with him here.

“I told you. I’ll turn you into a bloody pulp.”

Ssss.
Ting.

A thin thread of magic, secretly tied to my finger, was flicked.

With a sharp, piercing sound, something aimed straight for Ivan’s legs.

“Hmph!”

Sensing it, Ivan immediately gathered his magic energy throughout his body.

In just 0.1 seconds, he assumed a perfect defensive stance.

Truly worthy of being called a superhuman beyond human limits.

But that didn’t matter.

Slash!
Zing!

Snap!

“Gah?!”

Ivan’s legs, protected by his magic, twisted helplessly, and he let out a pained groan as he collapsed to the ground.

Barely lifting his head, his face was filled with bewilderment.

“What, did you think something would change if I got close to fight you?”

“Ugh, h-how did you bypass my magical defense…?”

“This isn’t the time to be asking questions.”

Ting.
Slash!

Zing!

The mysterious object moved unpredictably, targeting Ivan again. Startled, he hastily activated one of his skills.

“Roaring Tiger Ascends (猛虎出落)!”

Fwoosh!
Boom!

An overwhelming surge of magical energy erupted from Ivan’s body, forming a tangible shape.

It appeared to be an extremely potent physical enhancement skill.

But.

“It’s useless, I said.”

Slash!

Snap!

“Arghhhh!”

Despite his magical defense, Ivan screamed as he rolled on the ground, struck by the piercing blow.

Looking at me as I slowly approached, Ivan’s face betrayed a faint trace of fear he could no longer conceal.

I smirked, crouching before him to meet his gaze.


Normally, such behavior against an S-rank hunter would have been incredibly risky.

But now, it didn’t matter.

After all, at this moment, I was—

[Baek Eun-ha]
▶ Level: 46

Having slaughtered hundreds of monsters in the dungeon, I had gained enough strength to completely overwhelm Ivan.
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The technique that left Ivan utterly defenseless was none other than the effect of Gordon, the Scythe of the Underworld, drawn from the Book of Death.

“A weapon that strikes directly at the soul, not the body.”

No matter how much magic Ivan used to strengthen his defenses, it was futile.

He seemed to realize this as he looked at his unscathed body, despite being wounded.

“Ugh… I never imagined you’d have such an absurd weapon…”

“What are you even saying? I could’ve easily beaten you barehanded.”

Though it was a bluff, it didn’t matter since I was going to win anyway.

Swoosh.
Ping!

Whizz!
Thunk.

With a mere flick of my finger, Gordon, moving acrobatically as if alive, soared into my grasp.

It wasn’t entirely a lie, as I had imbued this place with the soul of my original undead, Jack Callista.

‘Without that level of preparation, even Gordon wouldn’t have inflicted such significant damage on him.’

In some ways, it was similar to the Dragon Breath I had used twice before, which also involved channeling the soul of a light dragon into my body.

Though it was currently a strenuous feat for me, the opponent warranted such measures.

“Well then, shall we begin?”

“W-Wait!”

Ivan, clearly panicking, desperately looked for a way out.

But there was no reason to wait.

The undead restraining the other two hunters were struggling, and delaying could allow Ivan’s supernatural regenerative powers to restore his vigor.

Without hesitation, I kicked Ivan’s jaw as he tried to rise.

Thwack!

“Ugh!”

What followed was a relentless beating.

Ivan writhed in pain and humiliation, desperately channeling all his magical power to mitigate the damage.

However.

Boom!

“Gah…?!”

At this point, even my raw stats were no joke.

After enduring the repeated pummeling, Ivan completely lost his defensive posture and collapsed onto the dirt.

Smash!

“Aaagh!”

“I told you before, didn’t I? If you don’t back off, I’ll turn you into pulp.”

“You… insane… bastard…!”

Crunch!

“Guh!”

By the time I had reduced Ivan to a wreck incapable of putting up a fight, the two hunters who had initially targeted me reappeared.

“…So, Ivan’s down. Hiding your rank in Korea, huh? Impressive.”

“I don’t know what your motives are, but we can’t let you go any further.”

A quick glance showed that Blood Wolf and Hwang Cheolsan were on the verge of annihilation.

It had all happened faster than I expected.

‘How troublesome.’

I wasn’t sure about that Sanada guy, but Beatrice was definitely a problem.

She was the one who had dealt with one target and moved to assist the other.

As I suspected earlier, she must be among the top-tier of S-rank hunters.

“Should we coordinate an attack? She may look cute, but she’s anything but on the inside.”

“…Tch. In an emergency like this, I have no choice. I’ll take the front.”

If I had to face their combined assault, even I wasn’t confident about holding out.

There was a high probability I’d be subdued in a short time.

But it didn’t matter.

I had no intention of continuing a head-on fight with these troublesome S-rank hunters any longer.

‘Chaehwa must have already encountered the targets by now.’

From this point onward, my role was simply to buy time—nothing more, nothing less.

With that in mind, I slammed the ground with Kurdalia and unleashed my last trump card.

Boom.

“Come forth.”

A powerful tremor spread from beneath the feet of the hunters battling the undead.

Rumble.

Crash!

The ground split and crumbled, revealing a massive figure emerging from the depths.

It was a colossal monster, its body partially composed of thick bones, decayed flesh, and scales soaked in necrotic energy.

The Bone Hydra finally revealed itself before the raid party.

[Kiaaaaah─!]

“Incredible… I didn’t expect something like that…”

“Dangerous. This one must be killed without delay.”

Beatrice and Sanada, seemingly startled by its overwhelming presence, took an even more serious combat stance.

I glanced at the two briefly before leaping off the sand dune, more than five meters high.

My destination: the heart of the battlefield, where the hunters and undead were entangled in fierce combat.

“Book of Death.”

Whoosh.
Rustle.

“Extraction.”

Humm.

“Materialization.”

Fwoosh!

During the brief moment I was airborne, I chanted the incantations, pouring nearly all my reserved power into summoning the final soldier to aid the Bone Hydra.

Crunch.
Thud!

“Fenneroche.”

[Kyaaaah─!]

Once summoned before, it was Fenneroche, the apex predator of the Black Forest, an Arachnean.

In an instant, Fenneroche burst out of its cocoon and grew to an enormous size, causing the expressions of the hunters in the raid party to distort without exception.


And there I was, standing atop the massive creature’s back, casting various enhancement spells through Kurudalia, looking down at the hunters in the raid party.

‘…Well, ten minutes should be enough.’

Sensing that this battle was approaching its climax, I launched the signal flare for the final showdown.

#

In a special space surrounded by a radiant golden barrier, one woman and three men stood facing each other.

It was Michael’s group and Chaehwa-in, who had created this isolated battlefield through a special skill.

“Hah, you walked right into it. Has your thirst for revenge blinded you to the bigger picture?”

“….”

In this space, the caster, Michael, received a boost to all his stats and a powerful blessing.

For Chaehwa-in, this was an overwhelmingly disadvantageous battlefield.

“Come to think of it, you lost to us before, didn’t you? Surely the memory of that failure is starting to resurface.”

“Don’t let your guard down, Jacob. Let’s make sure to settle this here and now.”

As Michael’s group, brimming with confidence, looked at Chaehwa-in, she chuckled softly.

“…Don’t you remember?”

Seven years ago, during the incident, Chaehwa-in had been at the forefront of dungeon exploration, exhausting more stamina than anyone else.

On top of that, she had started the battle after losing an arm due to an ambush by Michael’s group.

Even then, if her body had been in better shape…

“…I could’ve sliced you all apart without leaving a trace.”

Chaehwa-in leapt forward with a powerful stomp, clashing swords with Michael, who stood at the forefront.

Kaang!

“Ugh!”

“…Your sword is still light as ever.”

Kaang!
Kaang!

Kwa-ga-ga-kang!

Despite the skill’s effect giving Michael an advantage in all stats, he struggled to keep up with Chaehwa-in’s relentless flurry of strikes, being pushed back repeatedly.

Seeing this, Forden and Jacob rushed to Michael’s aid.

“Throwing Art.”

“Bullet of Bushak!”

An energy orb infused with the essence of waves and a powerful magic bullet flew toward Chaehwa-in with precise angles.

But.

Slash!
Crack!

Boom!

Chaehwa-in casually swung her sword twice without even turning around, effortlessly nullifying the distant attacks.

Her technique was so extraordinary it was almost unbelievable, and the expressions of the three men darkened instantly.

‘Is she really this powerful?’

The difference in skill was undeniable—by at least one tier, no, probably two.

Realizing that brute force alone wouldn’t work, Forden, Michael, and Jacob exchanged subtle glances and began executing a carefully coordinated team strategy.

And it did work—at least for a while.

Screeeech!
Boom!

Crack!

“…..”

“What’s the matter? Have you suddenly lost your confidence?”

“I was caught off guard for a moment, but it’s not like I can’t handle this like before.”

Boom!
Bang!

Booom—!

The fierce, unrelenting battle continued, and the first to sustain a significant injury was, predictably, Chaehwa-in.

Slash!
Swish!

Boom!

Her left arm was completely severed and fell to the ground, struck by Michael’s sword attack enhanced by his skill.

Seeing this, Michael spoke confidently.

“I told you, didn’t I? Over the years, we’ve grown far stronger. Even someone like you can no longer stand against us.”

However, Chaehwa-in’s expression remained indifferent. If anything, she seemed oddly curious.

Watching her, Michael’s group suddenly recalled a crucial detail they had forgotten amid the intense battle.

The difference between the Chaehwa-in of the past and the one standing before them now.

Her body was no longer that of a living human, as it had been when they killed her.

Swoosh!
Snap!

Crunch!

As Chaehwa-in raised her injured left shoulder, the severed arm on the ground shot up, reconnecting with the stump.

With a chilling sound, her arm returned to its original form in mere seconds—no more than seven, to be precise.

“Impossible…”

Michael’s group, shocked by the sight, instinctively took a step back.

By now, they had already realized their fate.

‘We can’t win.’

While Michael’s group was exhausting themselves just to inflict meaningful damage on Chaehwa-in, she could recover from nearly all injuries through her own power.

The gap in their abilities made this an unwinnable game from the start.

As Michael’s group lost their momentum, Chaehwa-in delivered her merciless verdict.

“…I think it’s time for me to admit it.”

“…..”

“I’m already dead. I no longer belong to this world.”

And so…

“…This is how it’s done, isn’t it?”

As she finished speaking, an overwhelming aura erupted from her entire body.

It converged at the tip of her sword, gradually forming an immense, invisible shape.

Chaehwa-in, who had been fighting solely with her skills and undead body, was now finally wielding her aura in earnest.


Hummm.

Shhhhh.

Gathering enough power, Chaehwa-in slowly aimed at Michael’s group, whose faces had gone pale, and gently swung her arm down.

“Sword of Lamentation.”

In an instant, the world trembled.




 
  
    Chapter 101: Revenge dramas are dangerous (10)


“It wasn’t a lie.”

A place slightly removed from the center of the battle.

In a location littered with unidentified rocks, Lee Ji-cheol muttered with a serious expression.

Right before him stood a man, bandaged and bloody, catching his breath in the middle of a crater formed by a massive explosion of power.

‘I know who he is.’

João Clark, known as João the Executioner.

He was undeniably a member of the current raid party and also the man Vice President Joshua had tasked with eliminating Baek Eun-ha’s group.

Lee Ji-cheol and Baek Seo-ha, on their way to join the main force in battle, had been ambushed by João and were now locked in combat.

The infamous figure, said never to have lost a duel, was now…
“Is there any point in continuing this?”

“Guh, urgh…”

He was being relentlessly pushed back by Baek Seo-ha, who had unleashed his full power.

‘I didn’t expect him to be this strong. If I hadn’t acquired the power of Dragon Blood, I might have been overwhelmed too.’

Of course, Baek Seo-ha wasn’t in perfect condition either.

Before she had unlocked her strength, João’s ambush had caused significant damage, and even as she pressed forward, she accumulated injuries from intermittent counterattacks.

Still, managing to hold her own against an S-rank as renowned as João was nothing short of remarkable.

“Don’t… get cocky!”

Whoosh!
Boom!

Bang!
Crash!

As João activated a skill, duplicates of himself erupted from the sand-filled surroundings, drawing magical energy and charging Baek Seo-ha with daggers in hand.

Each attack, even from the clones, carried enough power to destroy a building, leaving no openings.

But—

Ping! Ping!
Ping!

Whoosh!

Thud!

In the blink of an eye, large holes were torn through the clones’ bodies, and all of them were completely destroyed.

Baek Seo-ha, who executed this terrifyingly swift and precise barrage, showed no sign of exhaustion or loss of composure.

Her skill was undeniably of the highest caliber.

Even João, momentarily startled by the display, hesitated just long enough for Lee Ji-cheol to seize the opportunity and join the fight, subduing João.

Whoosh

!Boom!

“Guh! You…!”

“Spare me the accusations of cowardice. We have more enemies to deal with.”

Lee Ji-cheol, having unleashed the power of the dragon, unleashed a flurry of strikes, pummeling João relentlessly.

Having relaxed ever so slightly, thinking Lee Ji-cheol wouldn’t intervene, João was unable to respond in time.

Thwack!

Boom!

“Argh…!”

Finally, João succumbed, unable to endure the damage, and fell unconscious.

“Weren’t you going to stay out of it?”

“I was just curious about how much strength you really have.”

“…For some reason, I feel like you’d get along well with my brother.”

With the sudden battle resolved, Baek Seo-ha and Lee Ji-cheol headed toward the epicenter of the ongoing fight, where explosions still echoed without pause.

To bring an end to this unnecessary fight as quickly as possible.

#

In previous battles against Lee Ji-cheol, it was clear—S-rank Hunters were exceptionally strong.

When faced with several of them, even with thorough preparation, they were nearly insurmountable.

‘Well, if I unleash some of my necromantic power, they’d be easy enough to deal with…

But doing so would leave me unable to use my strength for a week due to the side effects.

With the dungeon still left to clear, I can’t afford such recklessness.’

Besides, they didn’t realize it, but this battle was already nearing its conclusion.

Amplifying my voice with magic so that it could reach every Hunter on the battlefield, I spoke in a low voice.

“Stop and stand down for a moment.”

The undead were the first to comply with the command.

Next, the Hunters, sensing something amiss, paused their attacks, readjusting their stances and turning their attention to me.

Sanada, who had been doggedly pursuing Feneroche and aiming for me, shouted,

“What are you up to? If you’re about to spout nonsense, I won’t listen.”

“Well, whether it’s nonsense or not… you’ll find out soon enough.”

When I gestured with my chin toward a corner of the battlefield, all the hunters turned their heads in that direction.

From that spot, a bright light began to spill out, and someone started to emerge.

It was the Chained Revenant, dragging three hunters whose limbs were either severed or twisted unnaturally, bound together by chains of magic.

“W-What sort of monstrous…!”

One of the A-rank hunters in the center of the battlefield stammered with a trembling voice, while the hostility among the raiding team intensified.

Ignoring the commotion, I signaled the Chained Revenant, and on Fenneroche’s back, I received custody of the captives.

Those reactions of unease? They’d all change completely in just a little while.

Whoosh!

Thud!

“Gahh…”

Among the captives, Forden was completely unconscious, Jacob was struggling desperately to escape the Revenant’s grasp, and Michael, his teeth partly missing, could only gasp for air.

I approached them and spoke softly.

“This is annoying. Come to think of it, I’ve been through hell because of you three.”

Together with the Chained Revenant, I had entered the dungeon, fighting non-stop day and night until I was nearly half-dead, creating an army of undead.

There had been many grueling battles, and it had been utterly exhausting work.

Clicking my tongue, I placed my hand on their heads and unhesitatingly drew upon my mana and aura.

“Urgh… what… are you… doing…?”

“Stay still, unless you want me to rip out your soul too.”

Whoosh.Srrrk.

In an instant, Michael and his group’s expressions turned blank, their jaws slack as if they’d become lifeless shells.

Carefully extracting the memories I needed, I used a memory projection spell I had crafted during my time in Thebes to reveal the truth of the events to all the hunters of the raid team.

Rustle.


[Yes, this is where you die quietly.]

[Do you think people will ever accept such actions?]

[There’s nothing to accept; they’ll never know the truth anyway.]

The hunters who had been brimming with hostility toward me turned their focus to the projected memories, their expressions shifting moment by moment.

When it was over, Yessiel, the saint who had been receiving treatment surrounded by hunters, asked,

“…How can we believe that so easily?”

“Well, don’t believe it if you don’t want to.”

Without further response, I replayed the memories using magic, this time from the perspectives of Forden and Jacob.

After seeing everything, the atmosphere among the raid team had clearly shifted.

The U.S. government must have only told them that I had revived the Chained Revenant and was plotting something sinister, without revealing my true objectives or any detailed information.

“…..”

Meanwhile, I had presented a coherent narrative, albeit unverifiable, that clarified the sequence of events.

It was a compelling story, well within the realm of believability.

Which side they would lean toward was practically a foregone conclusion.

Even as they feigned skepticism, the hunters of the raid team were already half-convinced by me. Their uncertain, wavering gazes proved as much.

“Now that you mention it, there are some questionable aspects to the U.S. stance.”

“…As much as I hate to admit it, it seems to be the truth.”

In reality, the raid team hunters must have already suspected something was off.

Despite the prolonged combat, there had not been a single fatality among them except for a few minor injuries.

Even Ivan, who had been hit the hardest, was not in a life-threatening condition.

If I hadn’t intentionally held back, such a feat would have been impossible.

‘Though it nearly got us all killed…’

It couldn’t be helped. Slaughtering potential allies outright in such a situation was not an option.

Apparently, my efforts had not been in vain, as the suspicious glances were now directed not at me or the Chained Revenant but at Michael and his group.

“Explain yourselves. What exactly is going on here?”

“If all of this is true, the U.S. will face global condemnation.”

“This is an unforgivable act—turning on allies who risked their lives to help…”

Though there was still room for discussion, Michael’s group remained silent, unable to offer a single word.

They must have realized that no explanation would sway the others now.

Observing their silence, the raid team hunters gained confidence in their doubts.

“Damn it. We were duped, completely played for fools.”

“This was such a crucial moment, and they made us dance to their tune.”

“…Tch. Parasites.”


The hunters lowered their weapons, voicing their irritation.

It was only natural after wasting energy on a needless fight.

And now, the most critical task remained.

“…Grrr…”

The true culprits, who had ambushed and killed the Chained Revenant and deceived the world’s S-rank hunters, were now facing suffocating levels of killing intent directed at them.
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“What do you plan to do with those guys?”

“What is there to consider? They’re traitors to the core anyway. We might as well bury them here on the spot.”

“Though it’s complicated, taking them outside after leaving the dungeon’s strategy unresolved isn’t a viable option, is it?”

Indeed, that was true.

The Hunters were already furious, and no one here was willing to defend them.

The American Hunters, who had not been involved in the incident, fidgeted nervously but couldn’t muster any words in this situation.

Seeing their reactions, the faces of Michael’s group turned pale.

Their deaths were visibly approaching before their eyes.

At the same time, Michael, who had been secretly conserving his power until the last moment, began to move, seizing his final opportunity.

But—

Bam!

“Ugh!”

Chae Hwain was not one to stand idly by.

As if she had anticipated it, she immediately restrained Michael before he could fully unleash his power.

After subduing him, Chae Hwain unleashed a terrifying killing intent toward the three of them.

Everyone present could tell—they were all going to meet their deaths at Chae Hwain’s hands, without exception.

“Guh! S-Stop! If the U.S. finds out about this, they won’t just stand by…!”

“Then let them come. I’ll send them all to join you.”

Since even the Hunters in the raid team didn’t seem inclined to stop her, Chae Hwain had no reason to hesitate further.

Drawing upon refined magical energy, she slowly raised her sword with an utterly serene expression.

With a gentle swing, it was over.

Her face betrayed no regret or inner turmoil—just the look of someone completing a necessary task.

Swish!

Thud. Thud.

A spray of blood erupted, and three heads hit the floor.

They were none other than Michael and his group.

After briefly glancing at Michael’s head, frozen in a grimace of terror, Chae Hwain turned away without hesitation.

It was the pitiful end of cowards who had once basked in wealth and glory as S-rank Hunters of a great power.

#

I decided to store the bodies of Michael and his group in the Book of the Dead.

It might come in handy for future disputes with the U.S., and they would serve as excellent materials for undead, so I was quite satisfied with the outcome.

‘……’

For now, the biggest crisis at hand was resolved. Especially significant was resolving the situation without breaking the seal—a considerable achievement.

‘The groundwork is roughly in place.’

Given the numerous witnesses, most of whom were high-ranking Hunters from various countries, we should be able to clear our name.

However, the U.S. wouldn’t easily admit guilt. Since there was no way to verify what had occurred inside the dungeon, they could deny it ever happened or claim their upper echelons had no involvement, even if it were true.

‘I can already guess what those in power are thinking.’

Having sifted through most of Michael’s memories, I had a clear grasp of the key figures involved in the incident.

Among them, the main player was Hudson, the former chairman of the U.S. Hunter Association.

According to Michael’s memories, Hudson retired shortly after the incident seven years ago and had been living in seclusion ever since.

When I mentioned this to Chae Hwain, she shook her head lightly.

“…This is enough. There are more important matters now.”

She was undoubtedly referring to Chae Hwaran, her younger sister and a fellow guild member.

Still, I had a lingering feeling.

My instinct, honed through countless experiences in Thebes, told me something undeniable.

Though Hudson hadn’t appeared during this incident, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I would cross paths with him someday.

When that time comes, I’ll make sure he pays the price as well.

Nodding my head, I approached the members of the raiding party who were taking a break.

Among them were Seoha and Lee Jicheol, who had joined near the end of the battle.

“Oh, Oppa. Are you done talking?”

“Yeah. But what are you doing here? You could’ve gotten hurt.”

“…It wasn’t a serious injury.”

Although they joined near the end of the battle and didn’t contribute much, I heard they had fought against an S-rank Hunter known as the Executioner.

Sure enough, Seoha’s presence felt noticeably different from before.

At this point, her abilities rivaled those of the S-rank Hunters present.

Was it something called the Path of the Martial God? I’d never seen that type of skill before, which piqued my interest.

‘Come to think of it, there was a similar training method among the ancient warrior tribes of Thebes.’

In any case, it was undoubtedly dangerous, and I shot a dissatisfied glare at Lee Jicheol.

In return, he merely gave me a look as if to say,

“What’s the problem?”

“It’s only natural for her to worry about her family. Baek Seoha is also a professional fighter who can make her own decisions. I can’t just restrict her actions as I please.”

“…Tch.”

Since he wasn’t wrong, I turned away and directed my question to Sanada, the temporary leader of the raiding party.

“What’s the situation?”

“We’ve exhausted ourselves in meaningless battles. We still have enough supplies, but if we don’t recover quickly and clear the dungeon, we might be in danger.”

“That sounds manageable.”

“……”

My calm demeanor made the raiding party’s Hunters look at me awkwardly.

There was still some lingering unease, likely because we had been at odds not long ago.

After a day of preparation, we resumed the dungeon raid.

“They said Sand Eaters appear ahead?”

“We only saw a few, so we can’t be sure. What’s left are likely just the monsters in the deeper layers.”

The Sand Eater—a grotesque giant made entirely of sand—was a monster powerful enough to have been spotted in the boss room of a previous A1-rank dungeon.

Given that such creatures had been found, it was clear that breaking through the deeper layers would not be easy.

To make matters worse, some of us were still recovering from injuries, leaving the group vulnerable.

“It’ll be tough, but with your and her strength, we should be able to push through.”

“Huh? I’m not fighting.”

“…What do you mean by that?”

Sanada looked at me as if I had lost my mind, but I was serious.


“I’m drained. I’ll rest until we reach the boss room.”

“Hey, our Hunters are in the same condition. If someone like you, who’s best suited for large-scale battles, refuses to fight, this doesn’t add up.”

“Not my problem. I’m going to follow from behind and sleep. You can borrow Chae Hwain, though.”

“This lunatic…”

Leaving them with that, I lagged behind the group, summoned my Lizard Wolf, and lay down on its back to sleep.

‘I need to recover as much strength as possible.’

I had been deliberately teasing earlier, but it was necessary for the plan.

In the upcoming boss battle, I intended to unleash my full strength through Khan’s necromancy.

‘…That was the most reliable way.’

Clearing the dungeon without further losses was crucial, not just for the current situation but for what lay ahead.

After this incident, the best way to keep the United States in check would be through overwhelming strength.

They could offer excuses for their wrongdoings, but there’s little they could say in the face of undeniable power.

This boss battle would ensure that Hunters from all nations would return home with a heightened awareness of me, sharing their observations with their superiors.

Those reports would inevitably reach the United States through various channels.

With consistent accounts from everyone, the credibility of the information would soar.

They’d describe me as someone who had regained a portion of my sealed power.

And how would they evaluate that?


It would probably be exaggerated beyond belief.

In reality, I become a shut-in for a week after using my power once, but to them, I’d seem like an unstoppable force.

Naturally, if the U.S. had any sense, they wouldn’t dare provoke me.

With those thoughts in mind, I listened to the sounds of the raiding party’s battle like music and slowly closed my eyes.

The long journey was nearing its end.
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Boom!

The temporary leader of the current raid party and Japan’s famed swordsman, Sanada, let out a ragged breath as he dealt the final blow to the Sand Eater before him.

“Phew, phew.”

Though he had taken over as the raid leader due to the absence of the original commander, being the head of a guild in Japan, the S-rank large dungeon was unlike any place he had ever attempted to conquer.

Especially as they delved deeper, every single battle drained his energy to the point of utter exhaustion.

‘Damn it, I didn’t think she’d really avoid fighting entirely.’

Sanada cast a sidelong glance at Baek Eun-ha, who was sound asleep atop an undead creature she had summoned herself.

When he first received her one-sided notification earlier, he thought she might be exaggerating, but Baek Eun-ha really had not participated in any battles, resting peacefully even amidst this chaos.

For Sanada, who was already struggling to manage with their insufficient manpower, her behavior was frustrating beyond words.

‘She shows no signs of waking up.’

Despite his silent pleas directed toward her companions, Baek Seo-ha and Lee Ji-cheol, they could only shake their heads helplessly, as if there was nothing they could do.

There was essentially no way to control her actions.

‘…I hate to admit it, but she’s definitely strong.’

Not long ago, she had shown her formidable presence against numerous S-rank hunters.

Of course, there were several reasons the raid party had tolerated her.

She had entered the dungeon earlier to prepare thoroughly, and the hunters themselves hadn’t been able to unleash their full power due to considerations for the future.

Even so, the fact that she could hold her own against all of them, even briefly, was nothing short of extraordinary.

Moreover, as a necromancer, she was naturally equipped to excel in large-scale battles like this.

That’s why Sanada couldn’t understand Baek Eun-ha’s behavior.

‘She doesn’t seem pressed for time, so why is she being so stubborn?’

With her help, they could reach the boss room much more easily.

Yet, despite Sanada’s intense gaze, Baek Eun-ha remained unresponsive.

Clicking his tongue in frustration, Sanada turned away and began issuing commands to the raid hunters.

“From now on, we’ll proceed straight to the boss room without any breaks. Teams 1 and 2, switch roles.”

The hunters followed his instructions without complaint, but it was clear they were growing weary.

With Saintess Yessiel’s recovery skills no longer available, Sanada observed his team with a heavy expression, letting out a sigh.

‘There might be considerable casualties.’

In S-rank large dungeons, the boss fight was the most perilous aspect.

Once inside the boss room, retreat was impossible. True to the dungeon’s “large” designation, they would face numerous enemies inside.

‘And the boss itself will undoubtedly be incredibly strong.’

He had heard that during the raid seven years ago, most casualties occurred during this stage.

At this rate, some of them might never set foot on their homeland again.

‘But still….’

Despite knowing this, advancing was the hunters’ duty.

Everyone here had already faced countless brushes with death and had long since steeled themselves for such risks.

Sanada, too, pressed forward, once again bracing himself for the possibility of death.

Finally, they reached the boss room. Most of the hunters were visibly exhausted.

After a series of grueling battles, it was only natural that their bodies were worn out.

But there was no time to rest leisurely here.

‘…No choice. The situation isn’t great, but we must push forward.’

Given the hasty progression of the raid, they might have missed some hidden traps.

If they rested and monsters replenished from those places, the raid party would be in dire straits.

“…We’re entering. Does anyone object?”

The hunters nodded silently. Naturally, there were no objections.

At this point, their only option was to overcome the challenge ahead, no matter what.

And just then, as if on cue, Baek Eun-ha woke from her slumber and began to move.

As all eyes turned to her, she casually yawned and strolled toward the boss room.

When Sanada hurriedly tried to stop her, she turned to the raid hunters with a nonchalant expression and spoke:

“What are you all doing, standing there with those sour faces?”

Without hesitation, Baek Eun-ha marched forward and began to open the boss room’s doors.

When Sanada, startled, tried to restrain her, she addressed the raid party:

“Just sit back and watch. I’ll take care of the boss myself.”

It was an arrogant and reckless statement.

Yet, she declared it as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

The moment the raid team’s hunters stared at her in stunned silence, the door to the boss room finally opened.

It was the moment the path to the final battlefield revealed itself.

#

Creaaak.

Rumble.

Without hesitation, I pushed the door open and stepped into the boss room.

Behind me, Sanada came running and shouted urgently.

“Hey, are you seriously planning to take on the boss alone? What are you thinking?”

“Exactly what I said. You were the one urging me to fight earlier, so why the sudden change?”

“The situation is different now! This is absurd. Do you really think that’s possible?”

Behind Sanada, the hunters of the raid team, who had missed the timing to enter, looked at me with dumbfounded expressions.

But their reproachful gazes didn’t last long.

From the depths of the boss room, which resembled the bottom of a deep abyss, a pair of enormous eyes pierced through the darkness with an intense glow.

“This, this is…”

“I sense immense magical energy! Everyone, get into defensive positions!”

A massive creature appeared before us, its scales rivaling those of a dragon and its body stretching well over 15 meters long.

Its forehead bore a white crown-like marking.

The mythical monster, the Basilisk, had revealed itself.

Fwoosh!

Shhh—!

“Materialization.”

Without hesitation, I opened the Book of Death and summoned Khan.

A massive totem materialized and split apart, revealing Khan within.

“You called, my Lord?”

“Begin at once, as planned.”


“Heh, as you wish.”

As Khan began the necromantic ritual, the Basilisk, sensing an unusual aura, let out a deafening roar and lunged forward like a spring snapping back.

Swish!

Surprisingly, it was Sanada who stepped in to block the attack in front of me.

“Damn it! Stop spouting nonsense and form ranks to cooperate! We need your help to defeat this monster!”

“Who are you calling an idiot?”

Clang!

Sanada dashed forward, using a counter skill to parry the charge.

Though it seemed effective at first, the difference in sheer power sent him flying after a moment.

Crash!

“Ugh! I couldn’t block it all! Take cover now!”

But that was enough.

I could feel the chains binding my soul slowly loosening as Khan’s ritual progressed.

Swish—!

Once again, the Basilisk used its powerful body to lunge, aiming its enormous fangs at me.

I calmly raised my right hand and touched its snout.

Thud!

Crash—!

Though I was pushed back slightly, it was enough.

The Basilisk, upon colliding with me, came to a sudden halt, as if it had hit an emergency brake.

The hunters, who had rushed forward to exploit the opening, were wide-eyed with astonishment.

“…Amazing. He stopped that charge with one hand.”

“Now’s our chance! Hit it hard!”

I didn’t stop the hunters from their assault.

After all, emphasizing the enemy’s strength was essential to highlight my power.

As expected, the hunters’ attacks only scratched the surface of the Basilisk’s scales, failing to penetrate deeply.

Clang!

Crack!

“Damn it! It’s tougher than I thought!”

“…One strike isn’t enough. We need to accumulate damage to break through its defenses.”

With their S-rank abilities, the hunters would eventually overpower the Basilisk and clear the dungeon.

They had that level of skill. But the likelihood of avoiding casualties was slim.

And so, it was time for me to take the lead.


Swish!

The Basilisk, beginning to realize something was wrong, flinched as I stood before it.

Smiling faintly, I combined the soul of the death dragon, Nox, into my fingertips through the Book of Death.

Then, releasing my magic in an instant, I softly chanted.

“Dragon Breath.”
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Fwoosh—!

The intense flames filled the front, and soon after, the revealed figure of the basilisk was miserable.

The scales on its body were charred and shriveled as if melting, and the scent of burning flesh was wafting everywhere, unable to withstand the power it had faced.

Shhh—!

The basilisk let out a roar full of rage, but it didn’t seem to have any intention of recklessly charging like before.

It had realized, even from a single exchange, a fragment of the power I held.

A brief silence followed, and one of the hunters, who had been stunned by the overwhelming attack, began pointing toward something deeper inside the nest.

“Everyone, look! The eggs are hatching!”

Crack!

Crack crack!

Just as he said, some eggs hidden deep within the nest began to split, and creatures resembling basilisk hatchlings started bursting out.

It was a large-scale wave, something commonly seen in boss rooms of high-level dungeons.

But unfortunately for the basilisk, even that wasn’t enough.

Due to the dragon’s breath I had used earlier, some of the eggs had already lost their vitality.

Judging that the hunters in the raid party could easily handle the hatchlings, I ignored them and casually walked toward the basilisk.

The basilisk flinched momentarily and then opened its massive jaws, spewing out a poisonous mist.

Fwoosh!

Hissss!

The potent venom was so strong that the walls and floor of the nest began to dissolve.

However, I continued walking without even intending to block it.

Hiss!

Hisssss

“No… no way…”

The hunters of the raid team gasped in disbelief as I strode through the venom unharmed.

The thick aura shrouding my entire body naturally repelled the poison.

The basilisk, seemingly unable to believe I had emerged unscathed, coiled its long body in panic and hastily retreated.

Watching its behavior, I smirked faintly.

“Haven’t even done much yet, and you’re already like this?”

Sorry, but I’m just starting to warm up.

I cast a spell, directing the black mist of aura toward the basilisk.

“Energy Drain.”

Swoosh!

Shatter!

Hissss!

As expected of an S-rank dungeon boss, its immense vitality began flowing into me almost immediately.

I manipulated the energy into a ring that circulated around me, then gestured with my finger toward Sanada, who was positioned in the rear.

Then—

Whoosh! Swish!

“Huh?”

One of the spare swords strapped to Sanada’s waist flew toward me. I easily caught it and unsheathed it.

It was a replication of Beatrice’s psychokinesis skills that I had observed during battles with hunters.

“How can you use my unique skill—?”

But this was only the beginning.

I drew mana from the glowing ring in the air, imbuing it into the sword.

Then, with a light push off the ground, I closed the distance to the basilisk in an instant.

“Let’s see if I’m still good at this after so long.”

Whoosh!

Slash!

The next action was a straightforward upward slash.

Of course, it was no ordinary slash.

The first strike, executed by my mana-reinforced body, was flawless.

Immediately after, a surge of mana followed, delivering a second slash at the exact same spot.

Two strikes at precisely the same location, so synchronized they could almost be considered simultaneous, tore deeply into the basilisk’s flesh.

Slashhh!

Crash—!

Screeech—!

The technique, named Cleave, was the perfected form of the basic “Double Slash” skill taught to warrior-type hunters.

“Not quite perfect, huh?”

Ideally, I had intended to completely sever its tail, but perhaps due to the long gap, it didn’t come out flawlessly.

Still, it was enough to instill fear in the basilisk.

Hisss!

The basilisk let out a frantic cry, retreating rapidly as if on guard.

It had instinctively realized that it couldn’t possibly win against me in a head-on confrontation.

When I unsheathed my sword again and moved closer, the basilisk explosively gathered its mana, focusing it on its head.

A third eye appeared vividly on its forehead. It was clear this was its trump card—a petrifying ability of some sort.

Flash!

Rustle.

“It’s the Curse of Petrification! Everyone, activate your defensive skills!”

“I’ll deploy a barrier! Those without suitable skills, take cover behind me!”

The ability caused chaos among the raid team hunters in the rear, but for me, it was nothing more than a slight tingling and stiffness.

That was the extent of my impression.

Looking at the basilisk, which now perceived me as something indescribable, I smirked again.
“I can do something similar too.”

Whoosh!

Srrrrk!

The sword made of malice-laden black mist coiled tightly around my hand. Soon, an ominous eye manifested on my palm, rolling restlessly from side to side.

Though originally a far more terrifying ability, using even a fraction of its full potential was sufficient to deal with the current opponent.

For now, I only needed it to match the enemy’s level.

If I were to name it on a whim, perhaps something like the Eye of Corrosion would suffice.

Spark!


Crackle!

The eye, having locked onto its target, unleashed a burst of intense malice.

Instantly, the basilisk’s body began to decay, crumbling and melting away.

Combined with the injuries it had already sustained from the dragon’s breath earlier, the basilisk writhed in agony, its massive body twisting violently.

Boom!

Boom!

Thud!

Hiss—!

Its once-pristine scales were now ruined, and its blood seeped out from multiple wounds.

The once-dominant gaze of the predator basilisk now held only a fierce will to survive.

The basilisk continued to thrash in desperation but eventually could no longer endure.

It started digging into the ground to escape below.

“It’s burrowing underground!”

“We need to stop it! Does anyone have a suitable skill?”

Hearing this, Beatrice, who had been dealing with the basilisk’s minions, tried to summon her psychic power.

But Lee Ji-cheol grabbed her arm and shook his head, signaling there was no need for her to act.

Satisfied with his reassurance, I nodded, rotating the magical ring formed from absorbed vitality and unleashing all of its power into the ground.

It was Lee Ji-cheol’s skill, Earthquake, which he had once used against me.

Boom!

Crack!

The sheer force split the ground of the nest, shaking it violently.

A wailing cry of agony echoed from somewhere below, clearly belonging to the basilisk.

Pinpointing its location, I mimicked Beatrice’s skill, dragging the basilisk back up from the ground with telekinetic force.

Wham!

Crunch!

Crack!

Bang!

Hiss—!

The basilisk struggled fiercely to break free of the telekinetic hold, but its massive body had already been hauled completely above ground.

I charged at it, relentlessly slashing with consecutive Cleave attacks, reducing its body to shreds.

Slash!

Slice!

Crunch!

Whoosh!

Though the basilisk resisted with all its might, its struggles were short-lived.

The Eye of Corrosion activated once again, draining its strength completely and leaving it powerless to retaliate.

Climbing onto the battered and lifeless basilisk’s head, I issued its final judgment in a calm, low voice.

“You’re good enough to keep as a pet.”

However, there were too many onlookers to make it an undead minion here and now.

For now, I opted for a clean finish, using Cleave one last time to sever its head completely.

Slice!

Splash!

The venomous blood sprayed over me, causing smoke to rise from my skin, but I ignored it.

Pulling out the Scroll of Death, I stored the corpse within it.

As the boss of an S-rank large dungeon, the basilisk’s body held immense value beyond monetary estimation.

Even so, despite monopolizing such a treasure, none of the raid hunters voiced a single word of objection.

Their faces were filled with shock and awe, with a hint of fear visible among some.

They were utterly overwhelmed by the power I had displayed.

As I casually shook off the blood and let out a small chuckle, the hunters flinched in response.


Considering their reactions, it was only natural they wouldn’t dare to protest.

I glanced around at the faces of the hunters before speaking in a low, deliberate tone.

“Behave yourselves when you leave.”

Finally, I partially withdrew Michael’s head from the Scroll of Death, only to push it back inside and close the page.

There was no one left here who didn’t understand the meaning behind those words.
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Joshua, the Vice President of the U.S. Hunter Association, had been completely overwhelmed by the torrent of explosive news flooding in over the past seven hours.

‘What on earth is going on here…?’

The S-rank mega-dungeon, which had reappeared in the United States after seven years, was fortunately cleared.

Contrary to initial concerns, the hunters emerged from the dungeon after completing their raid at an unexpectedly swift pace.

Up until that moment, Joshua had been relieved, thinking that everything had resolved smoothly.

He had no inkling of the events that would follow.

Bang!

The subordinate who had delivered multiple urgent reports throughout the day burst into the office again, shouting:

“Vice President! It’s a major crisis!”

“…What is it this time?”

“The Hunter Associations from various countries are bombarding us with inquiries.

Not only about this incident and the one seven years ago but also raising questions about other matters…”

“What on earth do you mean? Are you saying there’s still more?”

Although Joshua held the title of Vice President, he had been in the position for barely over two years and didn’t have full knowledge of past events.

“I—I’m not sure. I don’t know if there were actual issues or if they’re simply being swept up in the atmosphere.”

“What kind of nonsense is that?”

“…Apologies. We’re severely short on manpower, and it’s challenging to grasp the full picture.

For now, we need to address what we can as quickly as possible.”

Though it was a sound suggestion, it was far easier said than done.

Even at that very moment, criticism of the United States was boiling over worldwide, and rather than subsiding, it was only intensifying.

“Damn it, why did they do something so foolish…”

This was all the fault of the previous association president, Hudson, and Michael’s team.

Although the details were unclear, hunters who emerged from the dungeon began questioning the truth behind the “Chaehwa-in Incident,” and to make matters worse, most of their claims appeared to be true.

It turned out that American S-rank hunters at the time had indeed attacked Chaehwa-in inside the dungeon.

‘This is maddening. How on earth am I supposed to clean this up?’

For Joshua, it was infuriatingly unfair.

The current association president had been bedridden for about a month, leaving no one to turn to for help, and Joshua had no involvement in the incident from back then.

However, such details were meaningless to the public.

With all the sins now being exposed one by one, they all became America’s sins.

When his subordinate investigated global sentiment, the results were predictably grim.

The world was hurling condemnation at the United States, a nation expected to lead others as a powerhouse of hunters.

‘At this point, excuses won’t work anymore.’

Of course, there wasn’t clear, undeniable evidence.

However, most of the hunters who had entered the dungeon confirmed the truth of the matter through Michael’s group and were speaking in unison.

That alone was enough to serve as evidence.

Like it or not, the public would likely accept it as the truth.

In today’s era, the title of an S-rank hunter carried that much influence.

‘What’s truly troubling, though…’

…is the background behind all this.

A certain individual, capable of aligning the opinions of S-rank hunters—practically uncontrollable human weapons—was at the center of the issue.

This individual was none other than Baek Eunha, who the United States had labeled as a wanted criminal.

The accounts from the American hunters who had entered the dungeon were still hard for Joshua to believe.

[What are you saying? That she defeated the dungeon boss alone?]

[…It’s exactly as I said. Her power is terrifyingly overwhelming. It might have been possible for her to clear the dungeon solo from the beginning.]

While it couldn’t be ruled out that they were mistaken, there were no signs of mental magic or illusions affecting them.

At the very least, it seemed undeniable that Baek Eunha possessed extraordinary strength, even among S-rank hunters.

‘And now we’ve completely turned someone like that into an enemy…’

Indeed, it was a nightmarish situation.

Resolving the crisis through brute force was now practically impossible.

In the end, Joshua sighed and had no choice but to persuade the upper ranks.

What needed to be acknowledged would be acknowledged, and those who needed to be cut off would be cleanly severed.

That was all the United States could do at the moment.

#

“So, they admitted their crimes?”

“Strictly speaking, they just backed down. They pinned the primary blame on already deceased S-rank hunters and cut off a few others like trimming loose ends.”

“Even so, it’s impressive. They must have been under quite a lot of pressure.”

Samuel, an S-rank hunter from Italy and the guild master of Florence, the nation’s top guild, was receiving reports from Beatrice, the vice guild master, who had just returned to Italy after completing a raid.

“Well, they wouldn’t have had time to breathe. Rival nations probably seized the opportunity to tear into them.”

Of course, Italy, where Samuel’s guild resided, also contributed to the pressure.

When such a delectable feast is laid out, who wouldn’t want a taste?

However, even so, it was rare for every nation to unite and voice their opinions like this.

And the reason was not hard to deduce from what Beatrice had previously shared.

“They must have been that concerned about that Korean hunter.”

Hunter Baek Eun-ha, who had displayed unrivaled prowess in the recent S-rank large-scale dungeon.

It was also reported that the victim of the incident, Chae Hwa-in, was aligned with her.

There was no need to risk offending them by taking a dissenting stance.

On the contrary, if a few words here and there could leave even a slightly positive impression, that would clearly be advantageous.

“But it’s hard to believe. Is she really that extraordinary?”

“Yes. Honestly, it’s astonishing. Even you would be taken aback if you saw her in action, Guild Master.”

It was rare for Beatrice, known as the Empress of Italy, to speak so highly of someone.

Samuel’s expression turned serious as he asked again.

“Even compared to you?”

Recently, rising stars like the Slayer Fabio and the Spear Knight Godwin had caught attention, but in Samuel’s mind, Beatrice was still Italy’s top hunter.

Beatrice responded with a meaningful smile.

“Well, if I focused solely on defense, I might endure, but I’d have no desire to fight.”

“Hmm, so you’re saying she’s practically above you in skill.”

Among S-rank hunters, excluding the seven who were considered exceptional, there weren’t many who could definitively surpass Beatrice.

Moreover, five of those seven were always untraceable.

Baek Eun-ha was effectively one of the most formidable active hunters.


“It would be troublesome to make an enemy of her.”

Not only was she a necromancer strong in large-scale battles, but she also had a temperamental streak.

Judging from how she resolved the recent crisis, she wasn’t lacking in cunning either.

Although she was a newcomer, it seemed wiser to build a friendly relationship with her.

“The sooner we act, the better. Come to think of it, didn’t you exchange a few words with her?”

“I just looked after her when she got drunk at the banquet.”

“Did you notice any particular likes or dislikes? Even a small personal connection could bring about a positive impact down the line.”

Beatrice pondered briefly before responding with a slightly unsure expression.

“She… seemed to really like video games.”

“……”

It was a surprisingly odd remark.

Samuel’s face twisted into a subtle expression as he asked her, just in case,

“Do you play games yourself?”

“Of course not.”

“…Figured as much.”


As the two continued their somewhat trivial conversation, someone beneath the floor where they stood, quietly eavesdropping, tilted their head curiously.

“…Hmm, strange. That doesn’t quite match her level of skill.”

It was Fabio, an S-rank hunter from the same guild, who had encountered Baek Eun-ha during the recent Brenner terror incident at the request of Parvosa.

After a moment of contemplation, Fabio smirked meaningfully and discreetly contacted someone.

On the inside of his wrist, the same strange sigil as before glowed ominously.
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The aftermath of the incident was truly turbulent.

Not only the United States, the party directly involved, but also the entire world was in chaos, and South Korea, unsurprisingly, was swept up in an even more intense fervor.

[Shocking questions raised about the incident from seven years ago. What is true, and what is false?]

[The death of Chae Hwain revealed to be intentional—intense criticism directed at the U.S. Hunter Association.]

[Vice President Joshua: “The authorities were unaware of the detailed circumstances. This is entirely the Association’s mistake, and we deeply apologize to everyone.”]

The person killed in the incident was none other than Chae Hwain, South Korea’s first S-rank hunter and a national hero.

Citizens, who still remembered the grief of sending a hunter who had devoted their life to the nation off to another country, only to receive back their lifeless body, were overcome with rage.

-Wow, seriously, those bastards are unbelievable.

-I told you this would happen, haha.

Where are those people who told us to stop writing conspiracy theories back then? Let them come back and say the same thing now.

-I’m so mad. Just because they’re a superpower, does that mean they can act like this? They’re nothing but beasts wearing human masks.

Joining the chorus of global condemnation, South Korea issued an official statement, fiercely protesting to the United States.

Given that the blame clearly lay with the U.S., they were unable to offer any rebuttal this time.

“Damn it, I never thought things would escalate this much. It was just the foolish actions of a few individuals acting on their own judgment.”

“This situation is looking grim. For now, we should just bow our heads…”

The upper echelons of the U.S. were thrown into disarray, and those even remotely connected to the incident were gripped with anxiety.

Although the murder of four S-rank American hunters involved in the case was intended to quell public opinion, it was far from enough.

“…We take full responsibility. We sincerely apologize to everyone hurt by this incident.”

In the end, the United States issued an official apology to South Korea, accompanied by significant material compensation and a promise of full support in future crises.

While public criticism did not entirely subside, it was widely acknowledged that South Korea had obtained everything it could from the situation.

Meanwhile, certain individuals gained significant attention due to this incident.

At the center of it all was none other than Baek Eunha.

Baek Eunha, known in South Korea as a promising B-rank hunter, had reportedly made a major impact in an S-rank dungeon raid. This rumor spread like wildfire.

Naturally, the repercussions were immense.

[Hunter Baek Eunha: Official arrest warrant withdrawn. But what of her extraordinary achievements?]

[Does she have the strength of an S-rank? International hunters who participated in the raid speak highly of her.]

[South Korea’s Hunter Association to review Baek Eunha’s rank following resolution of the situation.]

The world turned its focus to Baek Eunha, investigating her background, and was stunned by unbelievable testimonies from witnesses.

[Sanada, Japan’s Sword Saint: “She doesn’t make a fuss, but there’s no doubt she’s a formidable force.”]

[Saintess Yesiel: “She possesses truly fearsome power. I hope she uses it for the good of the world.”]

Initially, many were skeptical upon hearing the news, but when world-renowned S-rank hunters provided consistent testimonies, disbelief turned to acceptance.

As a result, Baek Eunha’s reputation skyrocketed, making her a sensational topic of discussion.

One significant revelation also contributed to the buzz: the claim that Baek Eunha had resurrected Chae Hwain through necromancy.

-Wait, isn’t that basically disrespecting the deceased? Is this even okay?

-No, I heard she’s regained her memories and her personality. It’s just called undead, but it’s essentially resurrection.

-Wow, that’s insane. Is there anything Baek Eunha can’t do?

Already renowned as an exceptional talent, Baek Eunha had become so widely recognized in South Korea that it was difficult to find anyone unfamiliar with her name.

Amid endless praise and ever-rising expectations, Baek Eunha, now the center of attention, was currently—

“Can’t you two just go without me?”

“No. Just show your face briefly. Oppa, you have to come too.”

Reluctantly leaving her home, Baek Eunha was heading out with Chae Hwain and Baek Seoha to face an awkward meeting with Chae Hwain’s younger sister, Chae Hwaran.

#

“…I had many thoughts, but thank you for bringing my sister back. I won’t forget this debt.”

“Oh, no, it’s not like it’s something you owe me for.”

Thanks to meeting Chae Hwain privately after the U.S. dungeon raid, Chae Hwaran seemed to have come to terms with her feelings.

Still, it was clear she couldn’t completely shake off her discomfort.

After all, it was undeniable that her family member had been turned into an undead.

Even so, Chae Hwaran appeared more genuinely happy about being reunited with her family than concerned about such issues.

She even easily understood why the truth had been kept hidden.

“If she hadn’t regained her memories, it couldn’t be helped. It would’ve only caused more confusion.”

“…I’m glad you think so.”

Having temporarily lost her powers due to the side effects of unsealing something, Baek Eunha could only gauge Chae Hwaran’s facial expressions without being able to read her inner thoughts.

However, Chae Hwaran didn’t seem to be lying, so it felt safe enough to let go of her worries.

“So, what do you plan to do moving forward?”

“Well, I’d like to let her go, but since she’s undead, I can’t do that. But she’s very autonomous, so I heard she’ll come to meet us whenever contacted.”

“Yes. That should be enough. The association didn’t raise any concerns?”

“They did.”

The Hunter Association, upon learning the truth, offered to restore Chaehwain’s records and grant her Hunter status, but she refused.

Whatever her past may have been, it seemed she had decided to fulfill her duties from her current position, now as my undead.

Instead, measures were taken to allow her to exercise S-rank Hunter authority in emergencies, so there likely wouldn’t be any issues.

“That’s unfortunate. If possible, I’d have liked to bring her into our guild. As I mentioned before, Eunha, do you have any plans to join us?”

“…Not particularly for now.”

I had no intention of affiliating with anyone at the moment, and with the association acknowledging my S-rank status, I probably wouldn’t need a guild’s support either.

Similarly, finding it meaningless, I had already contacted Kim Seungmin’s party to let them know I was leaving.

The party members, as if they had anticipated this for a while, accepted my decision without much surprise.

Instead, during our last meeting, they asked me for autographs.

After hearing everything she needed, Chae Hwaran nodded and, after some idle chatter, left with Chaehwain to spend time alone together.

Once everything was resolved and I returned home, I collapsed onto the bed, feeling utterly drained, clutching the necklace containing Gordon.

“So, have you recalled anything more?”

After defeating the basilisk in an American dungeon, I had attempted a method I had researched to restore Gordon’s memories.

Although there had been trial and error, it seemed somewhat effective, so I had been waiting for his response since that day.

[There are moments where it feels like something might resurface. At the very least, the imagery from that time has become much sharper.]

“Try to recall it as soon as possible. If too much time passes, it might fade back into obscurity.”

[Understood, Master. I will do my best.]

After a brief silence, Gordon hesitated as if deliberating, then added one last thing.

[This isn’t certain, but there’s something I should report.]

“What is it?”

[Do you recall the mysterious entity controlling Shin Doyoon last time?]

“I do. Do you have any leads?”


At my question, Gordon responded with an unsure expression.

“The presence feels somewhat similar to a figure in my memory.”

“So, are they the same person?”

“No. Quite the opposite. Although they resemble each other, I am certain they are entirely separate entities.”

“…”

This was news to me. It was also the first time Gordon had spoken with such conviction.

‘So, they’re definitely different beings, but their auras feel similar?’

If true, this could be incredibly useful information. The one who erased Gordon’s memories and the one manipulating Shin Doyoon from the shadows—there might be some kind of connection between them.

“Interesting. Tell me more.”

That was it?

“…Then don’t speak to me until you’ve remembered something useful.”

I tucked the necklace back into my shirt and lay back down, fiddling with my phone.

Last time, I thought I might finally get somewhere, but he was reverse-summoned before anything useful came up.


Useless as ever.

Killing time by watching the broadcasts I had been putting off, I was startled when someone suddenly knocked on my front door.

Since I was the only one home, I had no choice but to answer, though it was a hassle.

With a sullen expression, I activated the ring’s effect and approached the door—only to grimace.

For some reason, there was an overwhelming, unpleasant holy energy emanating from the other side of the door.
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“Wh-Who is it?”

“Excuse me. I heard that Baek Eun-ha lives here, so I came to find them.”

“…….”

A dazzling divine aura shone so brightly it felt like the entire door was glowing, accompanied by a voice that somehow felt familiar. 

It wasn’t difficult to guess who the person behind it was.

With confidence, I locked the door tightly and declared to her, “I don’t take newspapers. Same goes for religious solicitations.”

As I turned to leave, the woman, the French saintess Yessiel, who had been silent for a moment, spoke again, sounding puzzled.

“It’s definitely a voice I’ve heard somewhere before.”

Realizing the situation wasn’t something I could continue to deny, and knowing it was likely we’d meet sooner or later with Seo-ha returning, I sighed and resigned myself to opening the door.

“Come in, if you must.”

“As I thought, I was correct. I deeply apologize for showing up unannounced.”

Yessiel timidly followed me into the living room. She sat at the table and began speaking.

“Let me get straight to the point. I will be staying in Korea for the time being to observe your actions.”

“…..”

I quickly understood what her words meant. 

Although the recent situation had been resolved relatively cleanly, the weight of my actions in the process wasn’t light. 

I had aided Chae Hwa-in in killing several S-rank Hunters and had even attacked the raid team inside the dungeon. 

Adding to that were suspicions about whether I had been concealing my power all this time. 

It seemed that a global organization had sent her to monitor me for a while.

A priestess was practically the nemesis of a necromancer. 

Yessiel was undoubtedly the most suitable choice for the job. 

Having expected something like this might happen, I nodded reluctantly with a grim expression.

“So, where are you staying?”

“In the same building as you, Building 4. Luckily, there was a vacancy.”

That meant she was practically next door, within walking distance. 

Realizing this, I frowned and said to her, 

“Move. Make sure it’s at least two blocks away.”

“Excuse me? Why is that?”

“Your divine power leaks out and irritates me.”

“……”

Although she hadn’t been able to fully unleash her strength due to being marked by Chae Hwa-in in the U.S. dungeon, her divine power was considerable, even by the standards of the priests of Thebes. 

Without partially releasing my necromancy seals, she posed a sufficient threat to me.

“Ah, I understand. Quality of life is important, after all. I’ll move as soon as possible.”

She seemed reasonable enough to listen, which made her seem less annoying. 

She even seemed like the type who would agree to most requests.

After some thought, I stopped her before she left and asked, “By the way, I need something to drink. Could you get me ten cans of cola downstairs?”

“Cola? But why should I…?”

“My health’s been weak lately.”

Yessiel agreed without much hesitation and returned with the cola. 

Seeing this, I allowed her to stay in Building 4 after all.

At that moment, I had acquired a first-rate S-rank errand runner.

#

The next day, as I lay sprawled on my bed scrolling through my phone, another guest arrived—Song Ha-yeon.

“It’s been a while. Are you feeling better?”

“I’m fine, just powerless.”

Song Ha-yeon seemed noticeably more confident since the last time I saw her, likely due to diligent training while we were apart. 

Looking at her indifferently, I reluctantly asked, “So, did you accomplish anything?”

“Yes. I’ve gained enough strength to assist Master now. Would you like to see?”

“I’m not sure I can make an accurate judgment right now, but go ahead.”

“Yes.”

Whooong.

Puhwaak.

A faint hum was followed by a puff of energy. 

What Song Ha-yeon summoned was a small skeleton, just the size to fit in the palm of her hand.

It was cute, almost endearing, with a childlike charm. 

As I stared at it with a skeptical expression, Song Ha-yeon hastily shouted, 

“This is just the beginning! Look here!”

Then, something entirely unexpected happened. 

The tiny skeleton in her hand suddenly developed a will of its own and began to speak.

“Greetings, Master.”

“Did you hear that? Look at it! Isn’t this a high-level undead?”

After observing it for a while and hearing it speak a few more words, I was certain it was a sentient entity. 

However, something was off. 

I had never taught Song Ha-yeon how to create a high-level undead.

“What process did you use? Tell me everything.”

“Well, I did this and then…”

After listening to her explanation, I finally identified the nature of the mini skeleton.

“This isn’t a high-level undead.”

“Then what is it?”

“It’s just a skeleton imbued with a spirit.”

But in a way, that was even more impressive. 

Achieving such a feat with a basic undead required immense effort and years of practice.

‘And you managed this in less than three years?’

This was a completely unprecedented case, even for me. 

It seemed her affinity for skeletons was no joke. 

Though I couldn’t sense it now, the likelihood was high that her power had created a degraded soul and infused it into the skeleton.

If she could fully control it, she would be capable of much more in the future.

“Can you make it larger?”

“Not yet. But I feel like I’m close to succeeding.”


Song Ha-yeon seemed slightly dejected. 

Understanding her frustration, I shook my head and reassured her, 

“You can do it.”

“What?”

“You’ve reached this level. You can make a high-level undead.”

Though it would be limited to skeletons, her potential was undeniable. 

Hearing my encouragement, Song Ha-yeon lit up and asked me many questions. 

We eventually agreed to set a date to create an undead together.

After she left, I wrapped myself in my blanket, thinking deeply about her progress.

‘She’s growing fast.’

It was both a compliment and a question raised at the same time.

No matter how I think about it, the growth of the hunters here is abnormal. 

Especially recently, the speed has become even faster.

Of course, I had a hunch about the reason.

“The nature of the planet itself is changing.”

When I first returned here, Earth wasn’t brimming with this much energy. 

But now, it’s undeniably growing denser, noticeably so.

To put it simply, the Earth itself is turning into a kind of spiritual hotspot.

If one repeatedly trains and battles in such a place, it’s only natural for growth to accelerate, isn’t it?

‘Even just comparing the magic mixed in the atmosphere, it’s already much denser than that of Thebes.’

It’s hard to guess exactly what this phenomenon is predicting. 

However, it was possible to roughly anticipate what would happen soon.

“Dungeons will open. Bigger. And more of them.”

Judging from the recent acceleration of dungeon occurrences, which has been a hot topic, it was certain.

Even the S-rank dungeons, which had been extremely rare until now, might start appearing closer to trouble us.

‘If this dungeon crisis is part of some massive plan, it means that plan is finally entering its main phase.’

To respond to this, above all else, I had to quickly resolve the backlog of tasks.

Eliminate the remaining forces of Hades, uncover the identity of the person who supported the returnee Shin Doyun, and figure out the being hidden within Gordon’s lost memories.

In the process, we would undoubtedly gain more clues and information, bringing us closer to the truth.

As if to answer my determination, Gordon, who had remained silent since my scolding some time ago, finally spoke from within the necklace.

[Master.]

“Did you remember something? Even a small clue is fine. Explain in detail from the beginning.”

[No, it’s just that the spell we cast in the U.S. seems to be losing its effect. What should we do?]

At Gordon’s words, which he uttered with a series of awkward coughs, I stared blankly for a moment before casually walking out from under the blanket.

And then—

Clink.

Step.

Step.

Slide.

“Let’s just leave it at that for now.”

[Master? Master? If we try one more time, I’m sure I can—]

Clink.


Whoosh!

Without hesitation, I threw the necklace, which served as Gordon’s life force vessel, out the window.

 Then, as if nothing had happened, I returned under the blanket and fiddled with my smartphone again.

“Sigh.”

He truly was a useless fellow.
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After a few days had passed, I finally regained my strength. It was perfect timing, as my body had already been itching to move.

“Certainly, the power I can wield in my normal state has increased quite a bit.”

Having gone through the recent ordeal, my level had risen to 48, allowing me to manipulate quite formidable energy without even breaking any seals.

Of course, it was still far from enough, but with my skills added in, I could now rival an S-rank hunter even in my regular state.

Unless something extraordinary happens, I should be able to gain recognition in the upcoming rank reassessment.

“…This is going too smoothly, and it’s making me uneasy.”

I rolled around on the bed, clutching my pillow with a sullen expression.

Sure, everything going well was a good thing, but I had been through so much turmoil that it was hard to simply accept it.

If I were acknowledged as an S-rank hunter, I could obtain permission to tackle dungeons alone and further increase my level.

With that, I could achieve growth at a much faster pace than before.

Even though everything seemed to be going well, I couldn’t shake off the restless feeling.

“This is all because of those damn Hades bastards.”

Come to think of it, there were still unresolved matters, so it wasn’t strange that I couldn’t feel at ease.

Honestly, I expected that they might take advantage of the recent dungeon crisis in the U.S. to conduct their ritual.

However, thanks to Helena’s vigilance—or perhaps for some other reason—they had shown no particular movement so far.

‘Or maybe… they’re still not fully prepared?’

That was entirely possible. In fact, it seemed like the most plausible explanation.

As I was lost in deep thought, Gordon, who had been watching me carefully, sent me a telepathic message.

-Is there really a need to think so seriously about it? In the end, they’re nothing but candles in the wind before you, Master.

“Didn’t I tell you to keep quiet for a month?”

Of course, Gordon wasn’t wrong.

Frankly, given that I could summon 40% of my peak power through necromancy, there weren’t many who could stand against me.

However, as Lee Jicheol had mentioned before, the leader of Hades, who was also said to be a necromancer, seemed to know my past.

If that was the case, and they still carried such confidence despite knowing my past glory, wasn’t that something worth noting?

‘Thinking about it is just giving me a headache.’

Helena had promised to contact me as soon as she figured out their movements, so for now, all I could do was wait.

Clink.
Thud.

As I lay sprawled on the bed, a sudden gust of cold wind slapped against my body as the window swung open.

It was Chae Hwain returning from a visit to Chae Hwaran’s house.

“…You’ve regained your strength.”

“It’s been a week, after all.”

“Are you planning to raise your level again from now on?”

“Of course, I have to.”

Feeling a sudden curiosity, I asked Chae Hwain about her level when she was still human.

She answered without hesitation.

“The last time I checked, it was 72. I don’t know about now.”

“…..”

As I had expected from her strength, her level was quite high.

At that point, seven years ago, she likely had no equal.

‘So if someone has talent, they can grow this strong simply through awakening.’

As I’ve mentioned before, this world has been accumulating an unprecedented amount of energy.

Conversely, this also means that seven years ago, becoming stronger was much more difficult.

Even so, for her to achieve such growth back then meant that if Chae Hwain had survived, she might have reached an even higher level by now.

‘In other words, if there’s someone else with as much talent as Chae Hwain, they could reach a similar level.’

If several individuals like that were to gather, even with 40% of my peak power, I might not be able to guarantee victory.

It was a somewhat far-fetched thought, but complete complacency was dangerous.

‘Now, this makes me curious about those “Seven Stars” as well.’

The seven hunters regarded as exceptional even among S-ranks.

If my assumption was correct, they might be cases similar to Chae Hwain.

Still, that’s for later.

A significant portion of The Seven Stars would undoubtedly pose a threat to me if they were to gather. It was a deeply displeasing thought.

“…I suppose I’ll just have to level up some more,”

I muttered, grumbling into my pillow as I lay sprawled on it.

At that moment, a notification arrived—it was the schedule for my test to verify my qualification as an S-rank hunter.

#

“Hello. I’m Rodrick Coleman from the International Awakened Response Agency, and I’ll be assisting with your evaluation today.”

“Alright. But isn’t it a bit tedious to bother with a formal assessment?”

“Regulations are regulations, after all. I appreciate your cooperation.”

I didn’t mind, as long as I could secure my S-rank qualification.

Arriving at the Awakened Center in Gangnam, Seoul, I followed Rodrick and a staff member to the testing grounds.

There, I encountered some familiar faces.

“Well, this is unexpected.”

“Oh, Choi Hanmin?”

“It’s Choi Hamin. Did you forget my name already?”

Choi Hamin, known as Geumgang, was an S-rank hunter and a returnee from Korea.

I had met him before when I accompanied Seoha to an international event at a hotel.

Another familiar face was waiting in the observation room.

I had noticed her leaving early in the morning, seemingly in a hurry.

“Hello again. Nice to see you.”

“…If you were coming here too, couldn’t we have just left together?”

“I had a few preparations to make beforehand.”

Yessiel, the saint from France who had come to Korea to monitor me, was also here, seemingly as an observer.

‘That’s right, the special exception requires testimony from two S-rank hunters.’

In other words, these two would serve as witnesses to my test results.

“Since everyone here is busy, let’s get started without any delays,” Rodrick said.

Though the process was a bit tedious, I was admittedly curious about how S-rank evaluations were conducted. I nodded and began following Rodrick’s instructions.

To be honest, the evaluation itself wasn’t particularly special.

‘It feels more like a formal procedure than anything else.’

Perhaps my case was unique. After all, I had already proven my abilities to many hunters during the events in the U.S.


Once the tests were completed, Rodrick approached me, holding a report.

“Thank you for your effort. Based on this, there shouldn’t be any issues with your ranking.”

“Good.”

“But if you don’t mind me asking, did you hold back during the test?”

“Well… something like that.”

Given what I had displayed in the U.S., my current performance might have seemed underwhelming.

Still, there was no reason to unseal my power for something so trivial.

After receiving all the necessary information, I was ready to head home.

However, a sudden question crossed my mind, and I called out to Choi Hamin.

“What level are you?”

“73. It’s the highest in Korea.”

“Impressive.”

As expected of a returnee. Level 73 was even higher than Chae Hwain’s level when she was alive.

While I suspected Chae Hwain might be slightly stronger now, Choi Hamin likely wasn’t far behind.

Nodding, I decided to get to the point.

“How do you compare to those Seven Stars?”

“The Seven Stars? Why the sudden interest…?”

“Just curious.”

Choi Hamin seemed to deliberate for a moment before cautiously replying.

“I haven’t really interacted with most of them. Most of them rarely even show up in public. But I did encounter one of them once.”

“And? What did you think?”

His response was unexpectedly straightforward.

“They’re strong. At least stronger than me.”

“…”

“Though I can’t say it’s an overwhelming difference. It’s hard to tell unless you actually fight them.”

If even Choi Hamin admitted as much, then the strength of those seven was likely the real deal.

Knowing that some of them were stronger than a returnee S-rank hunter left me with mixed feelings, considering how hard I had worked to achieve my power.

‘I have a feeling I’ll cross paths with them sooner rather than later.’

Although they were technically allies of humanity, conflicts could always arise—who knows how things might play out?

It wouldn’t hurt to gather information and prepare myself for such scenarios.


After chatting with Choi Hamin for a while longer, I left the center as fatigue began to settle in.

That evening.

“So, you’re telling me that one of The Seven Stars is your mentor, and they’re coming here soon?”

“Yes. I’m sorry. I only just heard the news myself…”

Listening to Yessiel, who had abruptly shown up at my door, I couldn’t help but feel a headache coming on.
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“Xavier Jean Marc.”

According to what Yessiel told me, he also uses divine power as his main weapon and is known around as a Paladin—an awakened knight of the Holy Order.

For me, this is nothing but a tiresome situation.

“Tch, what a tangled mess…”

The reason he’s coming to visit? Well, apparently, it’s out of curiosity about none other than me.

Of course, I wanted nothing to do with such a bothersome matter, but considering his status, he’s not someone who would refrain from coming just because I told him not to.

With a sigh, I sent Yessiel on one last errand to stock up on all the necessities from the mart.

After all, no matter how much of a pain this so-called “mentor” is, I couldn’t just exploit my student in front of him without any forethought.

Ring ring!

Click!

Thunk!

“Here you go. Is this enough?”

“Yeah, good job.”

From the start, Yessiel seemed to have a pure and unblemished disposition.

She willingly carried out almost any favor I asked of her without hesitation.

I’m confident that even her so-called mentor probably took full advantage of her helpful nature.

You could tell just by looking.

She seemed so accustomed to running errands that it was practically second nature to her.

“So, when is he arriving?”

“You really shouldn’t address him like that. He’s in his 40s, and he’s actually quite sensitive. He’d definitely take offense.”

“You’re worried over nothing. Someone in their 40s is practically a baby.”

“Pardon?”

Talking about this any further was just a waste of energy.

As I pressed for an answer, Yessiel paused for a moment before finally replying.

“I received word yesterday, so he’ll probably arrive in Korea today. After that, we’ll hear from the Association.”

“I’ll meet him once, just to see his face, but after that, you’re on your own. I don’t want to deal with him.”

“Understood. I’ll handle it from there.”

Unlike some people, she always listens well, which I truly appreciate.

If only she didn’t keep exuding that draining aura of divine energy, she’d honestly be the perfect assistant.

After sending Yessiel off, I sat alone on the couch, lost in thought.

‘Now that I think about it, I’ll probably get my S-rank certification soon.’

If that Xavier guy becomes a nuisance, I might as well just dive into a dungeon to avoid him.

As I was lounging on the couch, Seoha came home early from work and eyed me with suspicion.

“…Oppa, have you even gotten up from there once today?”

“Uh… maybe?”

After spending a week drained of energy, I’d naturally developed a habit of just lying around.

I sluggishly sat up and spoke to Seoha.

“Did you hear the news?”

“Yessiel told me. She said he’s not a bad person, but just in case, stick close to Hwain unnie for a while.”

“Got it.”

Whatever happens, I’d win if it came to a fight, but that was probably the more sensible approach.

“Oh, and I’m scheduled for my rank adjustment evaluation tomorrow.”

“Huh?”

Come to think of it, Seoha already possessed strength on par with other S-rank hunters.

I looked at her in mild surprise and nodded absentmindedly.

“I figured it’d be better to announce everything at once if my rank’s going up anyway.”

“True. No need to deal with the hassle twice.”

A reasonable decision. Now that I think about it, it made perfect sense.

With only three S-rank hunters in Korea, the news would undoubtedly stir things up again.

While Seoha went off to shower, I turned on the TV and flipped to the news.

Just then, a call came in from the Association.

The news was none other than the arrival of the Paladin, Xavier, in Korea.

#

“Sir Xavier, it’s been a while.”

“Oh, Rodrick, is that you? A familiar face, how pleasant.”

A middle-aged man with a neatly trimmed beard and shoulder-length hair stood there, exuding presence.

Xavier Jean Marc, an S-rank hunter from France and one of the “Seven Stars,” inhaled deeply and spoke to Rodrick.

“So, does your presence here mean you’re in charge of assessing that individual’s qualifications?”

“Yes, you’re correct.”

“Hmm. So, tell me honestly, what did you think?”

It was customary for events during evaluations to remain confidential, but such formalities held no weight before this man.

Rodrick, knowing it would only be to his detriment to provoke Xavier over something so trivial, delivered his honest opinion.

“Well, there’s no doubt they’re S-rank caliber, but they didn’t quite live up to the formidable reputation I had heard of.”

“Oh? Is that so? My disciple gave them quite the stellar evaluation, though.”

“He might not have given his best effort during the measurement process. He struck me as someone with a rather troublesome personality.”

“So, there’s no choice but to confirm it directly, is that it?”

Xavier, who rarely concerned himself with worldly affairs, had come all the way to Korea for one reason only—to uncover the truth about the existence known as Baek Eun-ha.

There was no particular trigger.

It was simply his extraordinary intuition, honed to the level of a superhuman, that led him here.

“Is there something bothering you?”

“To be honest, yes. The fact that they’re a necromancer, of all things, and the suddenness of their appearance both stand out to me.”

Perhaps this Baek Eun-ha was connected to the mysterious necromancer Xavier had encountered in the past.

“In any case, I hope you’ll exercise caution in your actions. Your presence alone tends to attract attention.”

“Hmph. Don’t worry. I’m not as full of energy as I used to be, you know.”

Rodrick cast a skeptical glance at Xavier, who seemed unfazed.

After briefly catching up, the two exchanged greetings with the vice president of the Korean Hunter Association, completed a few formalities, and went their separate ways.

Xavier’s first destination was none other than a gukbap (Korean soup and rice) restaurant in Seoul.

“Enjoy your meal, sir.”

“Ah, yes. This is exactly it. The taste that haunts me even in my sleep.”


In truth, Xavier had visited Korea a few times for work before becoming a hunter.

To him, this city didn’t feel unfamiliar.

After finishing his meal and rising from his seat, an unusual sensation abruptly brushed past his senses.

A slender yet explosive flow of mana—an unmistakably familiar feeling.

RUMBLE.
RUMBLE-BOOM.

“Well, it seems today’s not my lucky day.”

SWOOSH!

In the blink of an eye, Xavier, along with the nearby civilians, was sucked into a dungeon that had suddenly materialized.

The blossoming dungeon seed had claimed them all.

From that moment, no one witnessed Xavier again.

#

Although he had supposedly arrived in Korea, no further news came, no matter how long we waited.

“Damn it. I just wanted to meet him quickly and send him on his way.”

Eventually, unable to shake my concern, I called Yessiel, who was staying in the unit below mine, to ask about Xavier’s whereabouts.

However, she, too, seemed just as puzzled.

“I’m sorry. I haven’t been able to reach him at all… He’s not the type to get sidetracked, so I have no idea what could have happened.”

Ironically, the reason for his disappearance was relayed to us not by Yessiel but by the vice president of the Korean Hunter Association.

“So, you’re telling me that he got caught up in a dungeon creation?”

[Yes, that’s correct.]

“Is it really something to worry about? He’s supposed to be one of the top S-rank hunters, isn’t he? He’ll probably clear it and come out on his own.”

Glancing to my side, I saw that Yessiel shared the same sentiment.

“If it’s my mentor, there’s no need to worry. He’s incredibly strong.”

Despite our words, Vice President Choi Da-hye showed a somewhat uneasy expression.

[Normally, we would think the same. However, while it’s still under evaluation, the dungeon’s level seems to be quite… substantial.]

“What, is it S-rank?”

[There’s a strong possibility.]

This was rather shocking news.

How long had it been since the last S-rank dungeon appeared in the United States?

And now, another one had surfaced on this small piece of land?

[Fortunately, it’s predicted to be relatively small in size, but if it truly is an S-rank dungeon, sending reinforcements would be advisable.]

That seemed to be why they had contacted Yessiel, Xavier’s disciple, first.

Hearing Choi Da-hye’s words, Yessiel nodded.

“Understood. Thank you for informing me. I’ll head there immediately.”

She hung up and cast a glance at me.

“What? No. I’m not going. It’s not even a large-scale dungeon, right?”

Lately, my mental stabilization ring had been acting up, and I had no desire to make things worse.

But Yessiel spoke to me with an earnest look.

“Because he’s from another country, there are some sensitive matters involved. It’s a bit tricky for me to handle alone.

I also heard your qualifications were officially recognized today. Could you help me out just this once?”

“…Ugh, it’s such a hassle.”

Still, her pleading, coupled with the fact that she had been running errands for me over the past few days, made me hesitate.


On top of that, her reasoning wasn’t entirely wrong.

‘…Well, if there’s an opportunity, I might as well level up.’

S-rank dungeons aren’t the kind of places you can just enter whenever you want.

In the end, I was convinced and decided to join Yessiel in assisting Xavier.

Thus, I unexpectedly found myself setting foot into my second S-rank dungeon.
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“We’ve completed the inspection! The rank is S4, small. The detailed measurements are included in the data.”

“Phew, understood. Good work.”

An S4-ranked small dungeon.

Although I had anticipated it, hearing it confirmed left me with a sinking feeling.

Thankfully, the size was small, and the rank was the lowest within the S-rank category, but calling it a silver lining felt inadequate—the title of an S-rank dungeon itself carried an unbearably heavy weight.

Shin Yoon-chul, the head of the Dungeon Management Department, looked at the portal rippling before him like the entrance to hell with a complicated expression.

“Minister, there’s a risk of being exposed to the magic emanating from the gate. Please step back.”

“I know. It’s just… my heart feels stifled.”

The thought of having to send more of Korea’s capable Hunters into this place weighed heavily on him, as expected.

But even so, it had to be done.

That was the path of a Hunter, and the most effective way to protect the citizens.

“…Are you worried?”

“It would be a lie to say I’m not.”

So far, there had been several joint operations with foreign nations, but this was only the second time an S-rank portal had opened within Korea’s territory.

During the first S-rank dungeon, even with support from neighboring countries, the damage had been catastrophic beyond words.

Although the overall quality of Hunters had improved since then, there was no guarantee that such an event wouldn’t happen again.

As Shin Yoon-chul wore a troubled expression, one of his subordinates spoke up.

“Still, it’s true that the situation isn’t entirely grim. We now have a new S-rank Hunter, Baek Eun-ha, and even Chae Hwa-in has been resurrected as her undead companion.”

“Indeed, those two will be a great asset. However…”

Shin Yoon-chul still couldn’t place full confidence in Baek Eun-ha.

It wasn’t that he doubted her, but rather that there was too little information about her.

‘You can’t know someone’s true capability until you see it for yourself.’

Shin Yoon-chul was in a position that required caution. Even with reinforcements, he couldn’t afford to be complacent.

However, his worries soon became meaningless.

Right after that, he received word from Choi Da-hye, the vice president of the Korean Hunter Association, that Baek Eun-ha was already heading for the dungeon.

And even more surprising, she was going into the dungeon with France’s S-rank Hunter, Celestia Yessiel, and no one else.

“Did you approve this? Do you really think it’s possible?”

[If it weren’t, she wouldn’t have stepped up in the first place. That’s just the kind of person she is.]

Since Choi Da-hye had interacted with Baek Eun-ha a few times before, she likely knew more about her than Shin Yoon-chul did.

Without any authority to overturn the decision, Shin Yoon-chul could only choose to trust them and see how things unfolded.

“This doesn’t sit well with me.”

“One of the Seven Stars, Javi, is also said to be inside the dungeon. I believe there’s enough potential for success.”

It wasn’t an unreasonable statement.

Although Shin Yoon-chul hadn’t witnessed it himself, Hunters referred to as the Seven Stars were said to possess incomprehensible strength.

‘…There’s no other choice.’

Shin Yoon-chul sighed in resignation and withdrew.

The situation was already beyond his control.

All he could do now was fervently hope that Baek Eun-ha’s reputation wasn’t unfounded.

#

Vwoooom.
Sssshhh.

“This is practically a palace.”

The path to the dungeon wasn’t difficult.

It seemed everything had been arranged beforehand, and there were no unnecessary procedures.

Now that I had reached S-rank, no one stood in my way.

Inside the gate, I found a passageway of an unfamiliar, antique design.

“They said it was small, but it’s larger than I expected.”

“True. But if the inspection data is accurate, there shouldn’t be too many monsters.”

As I slowly walked, observing my surroundings, Yessiel beside me suddenly began chanting while exuding holy energy.

“I’ll cast a blessing on you before we proceed.”

“What? A blessing for what?”

Then, I felt a sudden dizziness and instinctively leaped up in shock, flailing mid-air.

“Haha!”

Whoosh.
Crackle.

Sizzle!

“Ouch! It stings! What… what are you doing? Turn it off, quick!”

Yessiel, startled by my reaction, immediately withdrew the blessing, but the pain lingered for a while, tormenting me.

After roughly dispelling the holy energy that had seeped into me, I glared at Yessiel with a look of annoyance.

“Are you crazy? Why the sudden team kill?”

“I-I’m sorry. It was just out of habit…”

Well, casting blessings before a battle was practically second nature for those of the cleric class.

But for me, a necromancer, it was of no use. If anything, it was a hindrance.

“…Now that I think about it, this party has the worst synergy.”

“I-I’ll be careful.”

“Just focus on staying in front and taking hits. I’ll handle the attacking.”

If the holy energy was only used for self-recovery, it wouldn’t be such a big issue.

But ever since we entered the dungeon, it was more irritating than I had anticipated.

We kept a moderate distance between each other as we cautiously proceeded through the corridor.

“There are too many paths. Can’t you sense any distant holy energy or something like that?”

“It’s a bit difficult. My master doesn’t let their energy leak out unless they’re using a big skill, and the mana flowing through the dungeon interferes.”

“Useless.”

I’d heard that several civilians were caught up when the dungeon seed bloomed, so it was likely that Xavier was gathering and protecting them.

That left us with two choices: find Xavier and join him, or head to the boss room on our own to clear the dungeon.

“Let’s just clear it. If we’re lucky, we might run into him on the way. Either way, clearing it solves everything.”

“Yes, that seems like the best option. Someone of your caliber, Eunha, should have no problem handling it.”

“…..”

Though she spoke with confidence, we weren’t exactly in a relaxed situation.

‘I really don’t want to use necromancy again.’

Having just regained my strength, I didn’t want to spend another week in a state of lethargy.

And who knew when Hades might bare his fangs again?


If possible, this dungeon needed to be cleared with the power I currently had at my disposal.

“I sense some kind of presence.”

“Yeah, me too.”

But as the monster soon revealed itself, I realized what this dungeon truly was—and had to admit how arrogant my earlier thoughts had been.

Clang.
Clang.
Thud.

“Full armor? And holy energy? Don’t tell me…”

“Ugh, no wonder I’ve felt uneasy since earlier.”

What appeared before us was a living statue, seemingly modeled after a holy knight.

The theme of this dungeon was clear:

“Don’t tell me this is… an actual temple?”

“…This is bad.”

A temple, the dwelling place of a god—none other than the nemesis of a necromancer like me.

#

Thud!
Crash!

Crack!

“Hmph. How pathetic.”

The middle-aged man who swiftly destroyed three statues in front of him reassured the trembling civilians behind him as he spoke.

“Don’t worry. Even if a whole truckload of these came at us, they wouldn’t be a problem.”

“…Wow, you really are strong.”

The civilians had initially thought Xavier was either a senile madman or someone who had lost his mind from fear.

And who could blame them?

How likely was it that the foreigner who had shared a meal with them at a soup restaurant was actually an S-rank hunter known to transcend human limits?

It was akin to being struck by lightning while walking down the street.

But Xavier was truly strong.

Not just strong—he was terrifyingly so, enough to make their skin crawl.

‘I’ve only seen S-rank hunters in videos before…’

Even with their limited knowledge, the civilians could instantly recognize one thing:

This man named Xavier possessed a strength that surpassed other S-rank hunters.

“I thought for sure we were all going to die… Thank you so much. You’re our only hope.”

“Still, don’t let your guard down too much. This dungeon is likely of a high rank, and we don’t know what dangers might be lurking.”

Though he didn’t tell them outright, Xavier had been certain from the moment he was caught in this dungeon.

Its rank was undoubtedly S-rank.

‘It might not be easy to handle this alone.’


Especially since he had to protect the civilians, clearing the boss room was practically impossible.

All he could do was wait for someone’s support.

‘I hope my disciple hurries and gets here.’

At this level of mana density, it wouldn’t take more than half a day before the civilians started experiencing problems.

Praying that reinforcements would arrive in time, Xavier walked forward with a hardened expression.
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Crack!

Snap.
Crackle.

“Come on, do better!”

“Even if you ask me to do better here…”

Luck was simply not on my side.

Of all things, encountering a holy power-based monster in an S-rank dungeon was something I never could have anticipated.

Even if I hastily summoned an undead, the statues of paladins would shatter it effortlessly with a single blast of holy power.

Clicking my tongue, I hid behind Yessiel’s back. Then I immediately regretted it.

“Radiance of Heaven!”

“Ouch, hot! Hot!”

Come to think of it, this one also fights by unleashing torrents of holy power.

Finding myself suddenly out of options, I wandered aimlessly, darting across the battlefield.

“Don’t you have any undead with resistance to holy power…?”

“That… that takes time to create, so it’s not possible now.”

It had been a sudden mission, and I had no clue this dungeon would turn out like this.

Naturally, there had been no time for preparation.

After barely surviving the first battle, I stopped and started thinking carefully.

“It’s not like they’re entirely unbeatable, but…”

Pushing forward recklessly would sap too much energy.

Eventually, by the time we reached the boss, I would have no choice but to break the seal to survive.

‘And of all things, I don’t have Chaehwa with me.’

It was because, just before Xavier arrived, I had gone into the dungeon alone after a brief visit to see Chaehwaran.

I could have sent a signal to regroup, but I didn’t think it was necessary.

Now, I deeply regretted that decision.

“…If that’s the case, wouldn’t it be better to find and regroup with your mentor first?”

Yessiel cautiously suggested, but I shook my head again.

“Look at the mana concentration here. Regular people can’t last long.”

Teaming up with Xavier would certainly make clearing the dungeon easier, but if we wasted too much time finding him, things could go south fast.

Xavier was likely heading toward the boss room anyway, so it might actually be better to head in that direction to increase the chance of meeting him.

‘And scouting undead are useless in this environment.’

Ultimately, after deciding again, we began calmly advancing deeper into the dungeon.

When we sensed the presence of more monsters, I swiftly summoned the Book of Death and prepared a summoning ritual.

Fwoosh!
Shhh.

“Extraction.”

There was no way I could let such weak enemies have their way.

Enemies wielding holy power were nothing new; I had encountered plenty of them in Thebes.

Though my current strength wasn’t sufficient for optimal countermeasures, I wasn’t entirely without options.

“Materialization.”

Hooooom.

Fwoosh!

Holding three eyeballs in my hand, I scattered them onto the ground while chanting.

From that spot, an undead with three enormous heads emerged, towering over the ground.

[Ke-hehk. I, Greek, the Warrior of the Earth, stand before my Lord.]

A variant cyclops with three heads, each possessing a distinct personality.

Looking at the middle head, which had its eyes open, I spoke.

“Sorry, not you. Get Hakim out here, quickly.”

[…As you command.]

Each personality had unique abilities, and the youngest, Hakim, possessed immense resistance to holy power, even as an undead.

In fact, he emitted an aura that drained holy power, rendering him a nemesis to paladins.

[Ke-hehk. You called, my Lord? Your humble servant Hakim stands before you.]

Unlike his brothers, Hakim, the most intellectual of the three, spoke fluently.

Upon receiving my command, Hakim glanced at the statues surrounding us and charged without hesitation.

Thud.

Thud thud.

Boom!

[Those who block my Lord’s path… all shall perish.]

Chaeng!

Jjeojeojeok!

As the battle began in such a violent manner, Yessiel also displayed her full abilities, destroying the statues one by one.

Indeed, with the distraction in place, it seemed much easier to move around compared to before.

Clink.

Clink.

Boom.

Crack!

The statues in the form of holy knights continued attacking Hakim with divine power, but such a simple and brutish method couldn’t possibly deal damage.

In the end, the second battle ended much more anticlimactically compared to the first.

After the fight, Yessiel, inspecting her weapon, spoke to me with a somewhat surprised expression.

“To think there’s an undead like this… But why didn’t you summon it earlier?”

“I didn’t really want to use it. This one consumes an especially large amount of energy since it’s equivalent to three souls.”

The fact that I summoned the Cyclops triplets essentially meant I was determined to clear this dungeon swiftly.

“There’s no time to rest. Keep moving forward.”

“Yes. We can’t afford to linger while the citizens are in danger.”

Though I had meant something else, her reasoning wasn’t exactly wrong.

We continued destroying the statues we encountered as we gradually made our way deeper into the dungeon.

Finally, we discovered a passage leading to the dungeon’s innermost depths.

“I haven’t sensed any particular presence along the way.”

“They’re probably all gathered inside.”

“I’ll take the lead.”

The passage was fairly dark, so Yessiel emitted divine power to illuminate the path, and we quickly proceeded inside.


Before long, we found traces of Xavier, who had gone ahead.

“Clean work.”

“Yes, these are definitely the Master’s traces. He might have already reached the boss room.”

Even from the shattered remains of the statues, it was clear Xavier’s skills were at their peak.

Most of them seemed to have been dealt with in a short amount of time.

‘…Impressive.’

Carrying civilians as burdens should have made things far more difficult, but accomplishing this much was undeniably extraordinary.

I roughly confirmed the direction of the remaining traces and led Yessiel further into the dungeon.

“If the pre-measured size is correct, the boss room shouldn’t be far from here.”

“Most likely.”

Still, one thing had been bothering me for a while now—the central theme of this dungeon.

‘What’s the deal with this place?’

It was fine that the statues of holy knights using divine power appeared; it was enough to deduce that the dungeon’s theme revolved around a temple of clergy.

But since entering the dungeon, aside from the knight statues, there hadn’t been any convincing enemies.

For a simple temple, the layout seemed suspiciously off.

Even the statues themselves were hard to classify as proper monsters.

This made it likely there was something hidden in this dungeon that we hadn’t yet uncovered.

‘Statues… Statues, huh…’

Among the numerous sects of Thebes, there were some who used techniques to breathe intent into inanimate objects and employ them as guardians.

These guardians were known as “Golems.”

If I wasn’t mistaken, the statues here likely belonged to a similar category.

And as far as I knew, while they professed themselves to be a clergy, the group was closer to shamans in essence.

As we continued battling and moving, I became increasingly convinced that my theory was correct based on the changing surroundings.

‘Indeed, people tend to build things in similar ways everywhere.’

While this area had a similar structure to the dungeon’s entrance, the finer details revealed architectural styles that differed.

This place now seemed more like an altar than a temple.

“The traces of battle have stopped.”

This meant Xavier’s group must be nearby.

As there didn’t seem to be any more knight statues in the vicinity, I summoned reconnaissance bugs with my remaining energy to scout the surroundings.

Finally, I found their location.

‘There they are.’

Their expressions were all tense, and they seemed to be nervously watching each other.

Surveying the area further, I quickly realized why.

‘So it’s saying you can’t proceed without offering a sacrifice.’

For the civilians, this was undoubtedly devastating news.

Excluding Xavier, it essentially meant that one of them, who were practically non-combatants, had to sacrifice themselves to clear the dungeon.

“Did you find something?”


“I did. Let’s go.”

Having confirmed the situation, I strode toward the area without hesitation.

Whatever tricks had been set up, I was a necromancer.

‘…How arrogant.’

Unfortunately for the dungeon’s boss, this field happened to be my specialty.
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As we approached the area where most of the group was gathered, Xavier noticed our presence and came over to greet us.

“…You’re here. And the person next to you is?”

“This is Baek Eun-ha. The one you mentioned you were curious about.”

“Oh, I didn’t expect to meet you in a place like this, but it’s a pleasure. Are there only two of you as support?”

“A follow-up team is being prepared, but it might be difficult for them to arrive any time soon.”

I glanced briefly at the civilians and noticed their condition didn’t look great.

Nodding slightly at Xavier’s words, I quickly got to the point.

“We need to offer a sacrifice, don’t we?”

“You’ve already figured it out, I see. That makes things quicker. It’s a gate constructed in a particularly malicious way, so brute force destruction isn’t a viable option.”

“Tch, I can imagine what you mean.”

I motioned for the civilians to step back and approached the altar, carefully analyzing the spell matrix engraved on it.

After about a minute, I came to a conclusion.

“I can break this.”

“Really? It looked like a high-level spell.”

“If it’s me, it’s no big deal.”

Of course, it would seem astonishing to Xavier.

Even as one of the top S-rank hunters, he couldn’t do anything about this spell, yet I claimed I could.

It was hard to believe.

But in my prime, I was a force feared even by the so-called “heroes” of an era—an absolute being that no one dared to face.

To me, this level of sorcery was nothing more than a child’s play.

“However, breaking this will drain a lot of energy, so you’ll need to cover the front while I handle it.”

“Leave it to me. With Yessiel here, it’ll be enough.”

Nodding, I stepped up to the altar and began channeling my mana and willpower.

‘This is indeed vicious.’

The spell was designed to only open the path to the boss room by sacrificing the lives of five humans—an altar of death.

For an S-rank dungeon, where every hunter was a precious asset, this kind of progress would entail massive sacrifices.

‘It could even cause internal division among the group.’

The dungeon’s monsters, resembling knight statues, followed a simple pattern, but they were sure to be replenished over time, attacking anyone trapped here.

It was a fitting display of the cruelty of an S-rank dungeon.

But this time, the dungeon had chosen the wrong opponent.

‘As he said, brute force isn’t an option.’

Instead, I needed to trick the altar into believing it had received the required sacrifices.

“Undead Call.”

What I needed was a spell combining necromancy and witchcraft, using a Spirit Doll—an artifact inspired by the infamous witch Ophelia, who once terrorized the continent.

‘It’s not a complex process.’

It was somewhat similar to the autonomous skeleton created by Song Ha-yeon previously, but far more refined.

It needed to be flawless to deceive the spell on the altar.

Using magic, I crafted stone dolls, embedding strands of my hair into each one and infusing them with fabricated souls.

Ssshhh.

Hoooong.

By the time all the preparations were complete, about 20 minutes had passed.

Without hesitation, I offered each spirit doll as a sacrifice to the altar.

Thud.

Snap!

Crack!

As each doll disintegrated, the massive door leading to the boss room began to respond.

Clank.

Rumble.

“…You really opened it. This is incredible.”

Xavier marveled as he resumed his position at the front.

Meanwhile, Yessiel cast a wide-area blessing on the civilians, who were visibly weakened by the dungeon’s oppressive energy.

“Blessing of Light.”

Hoooong!

Whoosh!

With that, all preparations were complete.

However, we couldn’t risk dragging the civilians into the boss room, so someone had to stay behind to guard them.

Naturally, that responsibility fell to me, having expended considerable energy on the altar.

“We’ll finish this and reopen the door within an hour.”

“I trust you’ll be fine, Miss Eun-ha, but please still be careful.”

With that, the two headed into the boss room for the final battle, while I sighed and sat down on the ground to rest.

“Um, excuse me.”

“Don’t worry. The only enemies here are a few statues. Besides, I’m sure that guy can handle the boss just fine.”

“Is… is that so? But there’s one thing I need to tell you…”

Hearing the bespectacled young man among the civilians speak hesitantly, I gestured for him to continue, curious about what he had to say.

And the response that followed was completely unexpected.

“…Umm, until now, I thought it was just my imagination, so I couldn’t bring it up, but there was something strange among the statues that attacked us.”

“What was strange?”

“One of the statues had a pattern on its helmet, which struck me as odd. The design seemed to resemble the pattern carved on the altar up ahead…”

Hearing this, I furrowed my brows slightly and asked again.

“Xavier, did you know about this?”

“Well, you didn’t mention it, but it’s likely you didn’t notice because you struck the statues from a distance.”

“…That’s definitely strange.”

If what this young man said was true, it wasn’t something to brush off lightly.

The fact that it shared the same pattern could mean there was some connection to the curse hanging over this altar.

‘Could it be…?’

I didn’t need to think too hard; the simplest possibility was right before my eyes.

What if the altar of sacrifice wasn’t just designed to weaken intruders and sow discord among them?

What if it was intended to use the life energy of the sacrifices to trigger some kind of effect?

‘…….’


Hooooong.

Pooof!

Gripped by a sense of urgency, I immediately pulled out the Book of Death and summoned the Cyclops trio once more.

Not long after, I began to hear slow footsteps echoing from the passage Xavier had presumably come through.

“If you don’t want to die, retreat to the entrance of the boss room.”

“Y-yes, understood!”

This dungeon truly was vicious to the very end.

Fixing my gaze on the approaching paladin statue radiating an ominous sacred aura, I quietly drew upon my death energy.

#

‘This is strange.’

Having entered the boss room of the dungeon, Xavier and Yessiel advanced cautiously, puzzled by the unexpectedly massive interior.

For such a small dungeon to have a boss room of this size was far from normal.

“I can’t sense any energy that seems to belong to the boss monster.”

“Neither can I. It doesn’t seem to be just our imagination.”

Both were S-rank hunters with exceptional sensory abilities.

It was strange that they couldn’t pick up on the boss’s presence, no matter how vast the room was.

Venturing deeper into the room, they finally arrived at its far end.

“…It looks like this is the end.”

“I’ve spread sacred energy throughout the space, but there hasn’t been any response.”

Something was definitely wrong.

As this realization crept into their minds, something unexpected happened.

[Well, well. It seems we have some welcome guests.]

From behind them, where there should have been no one, a figure suddenly appeared.

An old man with ashen, pale skin, almost corpse-like, was standing there in a priest’s robe that seemed out of place.

His gaze was fixed on Xavier and Yessiel.

“You…?”

“So, you’re the master of this dungeon. I’ll eliminate you quickly.”

Despite her words, this was the first time Yessiel had felt so tense since entering the dungeon.

A humanoid boss with intelligence.

This type was notorious for being the most challenging among high-rank dungeon bosses.

Moreover, the fact that no aura or energy could be felt from the figure standing before them only added to the sense of dread pressing down on Yessiel.

[There’s no need to rush. After all, there’s nothing you can do.]

“What do you mean by that?”

[Exactly this.]

Tsuzuzu.

As the old man finished speaking, his form began to waver, as if it were merely an illusion.

Seeing this, the two hunters finally understood why they had been unable to sense any presence or energy from him.

“He’s not the real body?”

[Correct. Therefore, there’s no way for you, trapped here, to harm me.]

That was unthinkable.

For a boss monster to not be present in its own boss room defied the established laws of dungeons.

However, Xavier, quick to notice inconsistencies, saw through a critical flaw in this scenario.

“This isn’t the boss room, is it? We’ve been completely deceived.”

[Correct. It seems you have quite a sharp mind.]

But…

[It doesn’t matter. Now that you’ve entered this place, your fate is sealed.]

“What?”

[This space serves as a sort of isolation chamber. And while you’re here, your strength will gradually flow out to my true body outside.]

Hooong.

Srrrk.

Srurrurk.


At those words, life energy began to visibly drain from the two hunters.

In that moment of crisis, Xavier cast a worried glance toward the entrance of the fake boss room.

‘They’ll have to hold out somehow on the outside.’

Exhausted from her earlier efforts, Baek Eunha now bore the responsibility of protecting the civilians’ lives.

Everything depended on her.
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Crash! Thud!

Caught in a massive shockwave infused with divine power, I couldn’t fully block the attack and was swept backward, nearly rolling on the ground.

“…Damn it, seriously.”

From inside the mysterious statue, an enigmatic old man revealed himself.

His pallid, corpse-like complexion hinted at his unnatural state.

Yet, the overwhelming power he displayed left me cornered.

‘What a cursed bastard.’

Under normal circumstances, he’d be no match for me—a lightweight at best.

But now, my strength had been severely drained due to repeated battles and the sacrifices required for spellcasting.

To be honest, even at full power, I wasn’t sure I could defeat him without resorting to necromancy.

‘This isn’t an S4-rank level, is it?’

Though we hadn’t exchanged many blows yet, it was clear: this guy was stronger than the Basilisk, the boss of the S4-rank dungeon. I could guess why.

‘He must have converted the earlier sacrifices into his own power.

Considering the strength of the statues, this dungeon was probably the kind where the boss was exceptionally strong.’

Not only was his form humanoid, but he also clearly possessed intelligence.

As expected, the old man spoke to me as I rose from the ground.

“Impressive. Out of the three, you seemed the weakest. Does even a bug have its own unique talents?”

“What did you just say?”

Judging by his tone, he already knew about Xavier and Yessiel.

Perhaps those two were trapped in some kind of trap deeper inside the boss room.

“If you’re hoping for reinforcements, you’d better give up. They’re trapped, having their energy drained until they’re empty husks. They won’t escape.”

“…We’ll see about that. They’re not as easy to deal with as you think.”

I hadn’t seen their full power either, but Xavier was undoubtedly strong.

I was confident he wouldn’t go down easily.

Still, something about this guy felt off.

I’d been carefully observing him while deflecting his attacks, and the divine power he wielded had an unusual structure.

“You, are you really an orthodox priest?”

“How rude. I am nothing less than a true priest acknowledged by God.”

“For someone like that, your power feels strange.”

At my skeptical glare, the old man let out a quiet, chilling laugh before speaking again.

“My name is Kelshifid. I once modestly led a small order. And…”

Kelshifid’s voice trailed off as his divine power transformed into something even more grotesque.

It spread outward, twisting the ground like rippling water, and a foul aura began emanating from the area.

Having established his domain, Kelshifid finally revealed his true identity.

“I am also the foremost priest of the God of Silence.”

Ripple.

Splash!

From the foul-smelling puddles that formed on the ground, knight-shaped statues began emerging.

Unlike before, their entire bodies were covered in moss and filth.

Their nature had completely changed.

‘A priest of a dark god, huh.’

It explained the strange sensation I’d been feeling all along.

Seeing his completely corrupted divine power, I immediately recognized the true nature of the god Kelshifid served.

‘The God of Silence, huh.’

Not particularly impressive, but still, faint traces of divinity were now present in his physical body.

This meant he had nearly reached the pinnacle as a priest.

“Undead Call.”

Whoosh.

Thud!

I quickly summoned undead creatures to counter, but the power disparity was stark, and I was being clearly overwhelmed.

‘…I can’t draw out my full strength right now.’

I’d already been drained too much in such a short time.

To make matters worse, Kelshifid was amplifying his divine power even further, creating another violent storm of light.

“Impressive. You held out quite well, but it seems your strength has finally run out. Let’s put an end to this.”

Whoosh.

Kwa-ga-ga-gak—!

As the wave of divine power surged toward me, I mustered the last of my strength and rapidly chanted a few spells.
But for some reason, the output kept increasing, and I couldn’t block it all.

Zheooong!

Bang! Crash!

I was thrown violently to the ground and rolled miserably, tasting the metallic tang of blood in my mouth.

‘This is infuriating.’

The deliberation didn’t last long.

I hadn’t been humiliated like this since coming to Earth.

Helena had warned me that Hades would soon take action in earnest, but my patience wasn’t long enough to endure such beatings in the meantime.

“Gordon. Come out.”

-What?

“Go buy me some time.”

Swoosh.

Fwoosh!

Without hesitation, I materialized Gordon from the necklace he resided in, threw him at Kelshifid as a distraction, and immediately began the summoning ritual.

“Book of Death.”

Fwoosh!

Shrrrk!

After completing all the processes, a massive totem emerged from the ground and split open, revealing the figure of the shaman Khan.

Without hesitation, I gave my order.

“Use necromancy.”

“Are you sure? I heard your power hasn’t fully returned yet.”

“Doesn’t matter. Just do it.”

Even if it leaves me in tatters, I’ll make sure to pummel that insolent guy first.


Glaring at Kelshifid’s obnoxious face, I drew on Khan’s help to partially release the seal on my power.

Instantly, an overwhelming surge of deathly energy coursed through me as if I had never expended any before.

Seeing this, Kelshifid hesitated slightly before speaking.

“Ho, so you still had something up your sleeve?”

“…Still can’t grasp the situation, can you?”

His attitude, as if no matter what I did, I would remain beneath him, was utterly infuriating.

I let out a faint chuckle and continued,

“Hey.”

“……”

“How about taking ten times what I took and dying?”

In my outstretched palm, an ominous eyeball radiating a dark aura had risen.

#

Kelshifid was the highest-ranking priest who once served the God of Silence, Halipha, on the planet Dianne.

He didn’t know why he had ended up as the guardian of a dungeon in this place, but he was certain it was part of divine providence.

For this reason, Kelshifid showed no complacency, meticulously leading intruders to their deaths in the swamp.

‘Everything should have gone as planned…’

He had torn apart the three strongest humans among the intruders, driving two into traps completely.

Though one girl had escaped the traps, her power was not significant compared to his.

He thought he could easily overpower her using the strength gained from the Sacrificial Crown and the traps.

Yet now, for the first time since becoming a true servant of the God of Silence and gaining an immortal body, Kelshifid was reminded of death.

Kwaaaang!

“…This… This is impossible. How can a mere human possess such power?”

“There’s no need to be so shocked over this much.”

Kelshifid continued summoning guardians, but none of them posed any threat to the girl standing before him.

Despite their divine nature, which should have been effective against her, she inexplicably ignored their fundamental incompatibility.

The only plausible explanation within Kelshifid’s understanding was this:

‘Her deathly aura is so overwhelmingly potent that divine power cannot penetrate it.’

Even on his home planet of Dianne, Kelshifid had never encountered such a monster.

Her level was akin to the legendary heroes of ancient myths.

Abandoning the composure he had maintained until now, Kelshifid frantically drew upon every ounce of his strength.

‘Don’t be deceived by her appearance. She’s a true monster.’

The Death’s Eye, high-level necromancy, and unheard-of shamanistic arts—she had demonstrated abilities that would each qualify her as a superhuman, over and over again.

To face her, Kelshifid, too, had to bring out everything he had.

“Oh, great Halipha, exalted God of Silence, your servant offers you this hymn!”

Chanting the incantation to summon the true servant of Halipha, Kelshifid transformed the ground into a massive pit and began summoning a grotesque beast from its depths.

‘…It worked perfectly.’


Though he had rarely used this spell, this time, the feeling was exceptional.

He was certain he had summoned a high-class servant of extraordinary power.

But soon, Kelshifid could only watch in despair.

“…Oh, my god.”

From the ominous book the girl had once again pulled out, something incomparable to his summoned servant began to emerge, exuding an aura of absolute dominance.
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“Materialization.”

The unfolding page is the 44th chapter.

And within it lies the right hand of the legendary demon, Volcanus.

I materialized it and retrieved the temporarily stored corpse of an American S-rank hunter to begin the summoning ritual.

“Undead Call.”

Whooong.

Fwoooosh!

As the spell neared completion, Volcanus’ right hand and the corpse burned together, gradually forming into a massive flame.

Eventually, Volcanus revealed himself, his piercing blue eyes gleaming within the flames as he looked at Kelshifid and the divine minion he had summoned.

[You insolent creature, how dare you act so rudely in the presence of the great Lord of Death?]

With a slight nod from Volcanus, the deep-sea monster-shaped minion, which had just appeared, immediately burst into flames.

Fwoosh!

Sizzle!

Screeeech!

The fire clinging to its body showed no sign of extinguishing.

The minion’s relentless attacks, accompanied by agonized screams, were futile against the fiery barrier Volcanus had created.

[I’ve restrained my power, so it won’t die easily. Let it writhe in regret until its soul is consumed by the flames.]

Arrogance befitting his character, but Volcanus had the power to justify it.

It was inevitable—Volcanus was once one of the overlords of Planet Thebes, a being I could only challenge after reaching the level where I could wield the sigil of the Underworld.

Of course, he later pledged loyalty after being moved by my power, but his skill never diminished.

“This… this can’t be…!”

As his summoned minion collapsed without any resistance, Kelshifid’s pale complexion twisted noticeably in panic.

The confidence that once filled his demeanor was gone, and his trembling limbs betrayed his terror.

A powerful being in his own right, Kelshifid quickly recognized Volcanus’ overwhelming strength.

“This is impossible! How could a mere necromancer command such a formidable entity…!”

Kelshifid shouted in denial, rejecting the reality before him. But nothing changed.

I opened my mouth, my expression filled with weariness, addressing him.

“You should’ve known when to stop. As promised, I’ll burn you exactly ten times.”

As I waved my fingers, Volcanus, silently observing, once again conjured flames into the air.

Kelshifid, panicking, hastily chanted various spells to escape, but it was futile.

In the end, he too was engulfed in the overwhelming flames, unable to resist.

Fwoosh!

“Kaaargh!”

After about five minutes, nothing remained before me. Only a pile of ashes scattered like dust.

“Well done.”

[No need for thanks. I merely did what was required.]

Volcanus briefly glanced at me, then spoke with a curious expression.

[It seems your power is still sealed.]

“Roughly, yeah.”

[An unpleasant aura lingers. Can it be removed?]

“I’ll figure it out soon enough.”

Ending our short conversation, Volcanus disappeared once again, leaving only his right arm within the Book of Death.

While partially breaking the seal on my power allowed me to summon him, Volcanus remained a significant burden in my current state.

“…Damn. Looks like I’ll be bedridden for another week.”

I hadn’t planned on using necromancy, but the situation had spiraled out of control.

If Hades were to act during this time, it would surely cause major trouble.
But what was done was done.

Putting my thoughts aside, I moved to where the evacuated civilians were.

By the time I arrived, Xavier and Yessiel were already there, speaking with the civilians.

“We were about to pursue them after hearing the details. Are you hurt?”

“I won, so don’t worry.”

“Impressive. I didn’t meet the main body, but it seemed like a formidable opponent.”

Ignoring Xavier’s admiration, I quickly gestured toward one side of the dungeon.

The gate for immediate escape appeared in that direction.

“So, the corridor with the altar was actually the real boss room.”

“Hah, dungeons truly become craftier as time goes on.”

Having used necromancy, we had to leave the dungeon before completely exhausting our strength.

After gathering everyone, we moved toward the gate and finally emerged outside.

Click!

Click-click!

“We’re out!”

“Xavier! The Seven Stars of Italy, Xavier!”

Looking at the reporters scattered everywhere and the incessant flashes of their cameras, I let out a small sigh.

For the next week, during which my strength would fade, I hoped Hades wouldn’t make an appearance.

#

At the time Baek Eunha was escaping the S4-ranked small dungeon, three figures were moving frantically in a hidden lair deep within the planet Thebes.

“I’ve gathered everything. You can send it now, right?”

“Well, technically it’s possible, but doing it a second time is…”

“Oh? Why is this half-rate goddess suddenly changing her tune? Do you need another wake-up call to get it together?”

“Ugh, fine! This was something I shouldn’t have done in the first place. But since it’s you two, I’ll do it just this once, for real.”

It was a lie.

After clashing with the two of them once before, Cerezia was already certain they had surpassed her level.

‘How could they, at such a young age…’

The two, Astrid Luminion and Henesia Loven, displayed growth rivaling that of legendary heroes.

Even though they had already been hailed as the youngest Swordmaster and Tower Lord in history, they had now reached a level halfway to transcendence.

No matter how talented they were, such progress should have been impossible.

‘If there’s a reason, it must be…’

Baek Eunha.

It was undoubtedly due to the influence of the person who had once accompanied them.

Having once sent Baek Eunha back to Earth, the demigod Cerezia admitted there was no other choice and promised to cooperate with them.


To be honest, having succeeded once before in researching this, it wasn’t that difficult with the necessary materials.

‘Though finding those materials is the real challenge…’

Despite her attempts to stall, the two scoured the world to find the sacred artifact required to power the dimensional teleportation magic circle.

Even Cerezia was surprised at their success.

“Fine, I’ll do it. But you understand I can’t take responsibility for what happens after you cross over, right?”

“Yes, that’s good enough.”

“Enough talk. Let’s get on with it. The teacher must be waiting.”

“Knowing him, he probably doesn’t care at all…”

Muttering under her breath, Cerezia averted her gaze from their sharp stares.

Given the circumstances, it seemed better to help them leave Thebes as soon as possible and eliminate any further anxiety.

Thus, two days later, the two heroes disappeared from Thebes.

Strangely, no one witnessed their final moments.

#

After clearing the S4-ranked dungeon, Korea once again captured global attention and experienced significant upheaval.

【Hunter Baek Eunha clears S4-ranked dungeon with a three-person party!】

【Seven Stars’ Xavier reappears after two years, will remain in Korea for the time being.】

【What is the relationship between Saintess Yessiel and Necromancer Baek Eunha?】

It wasn’t surprising.

An S-rank dungeon was still an S-rank, even if it was classified as small.

Clearing it with just three people was almost unheard of.

-As expected, the Seven Stars are on another level.

-They don’t show up much, but when they do, it’s insane.

-Damn, where are these people when others are in danger?

-I get it, though. If I were them, I’d skip it too with how much people bother them, lol.

While most attention was on Xavier of the Seven Stars, Baek Eunha also garnered considerable interest.

This was due to her notable performances in two recently emerged S-rank dungeons in both the U.S. and Korea.

-She’s definitely a standout among the new hunters lately.

-Baek Eunha is insane. Wasn’t she just C-rank a year ago?


In truth, the public perception was quite off, but to them, Baek Eunha was an unusual figure among hunters.

And right now, Baek Eunha was—

“That’s not it. Didn’t you waste a spell? You made the wrong call.”

“…Sh-shut up. That was a tough situation, okay?”

—still engrossed in a game with Xavier, who had now started living at Yessiel’s house.
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A dark underground space where even light cannot penetrate.

In that place, a man was intently staring into the void, communicating with someone.

“…I see, understood.”

The person he was conversing with was Fabio, an S-rank hunter from Italy known as the Butcher.

The man had tasked him with monitoring a certain individual.

“As expected, the strength hasn’t fully returned yet.”

However, based on recent events, it was clear that this individual was rapidly regaining their former power.

The man slowly rose from his seat, recalling Baek Eun-ha, the terrifying necromancer once known as the Lord of Death in Thebes.

He approached an unidentified altar.

“If there’s an opportune moment, it must be now.”

Though uncertain, the current Baek Eun-ha seemed to suffer from a significant decline in condition when forced to use their power excessively.

According to Fabio’s report, it was likely that a similar state had occurred while resolving the recent S-rank dungeon incident.

Meanwhile, the ritual to summon an ancient entity was entering its final stages.

Now, all that was left was to wait for the right moment to act.

“The time has come to face them once more.”

Recalling the despair he experienced before the arrogant and insolent tyrant, the man steeled his resolve.

He then delivered his orders to all remaining members of Hades.

“Everyone, gather. The ritual will be executed soon.”

In a world already struggling with the weight of dungeons, chaos was about to descend once more.

#

“Oppa? What’s with you lately?”

“…Nothing to do.”

At Seo-ha’s concerned question, I just lay sprawled on the sofa, endlessly flipping through TV channels.

Normally, I’d be deeply immersed in gaming in my room, so it was understandable for someone to find my current state odd.

But, unusually, I had lost interest in games.

The reason wasn’t complicated.

Ding!

[Aren’t you playing today? If you join, matchmaking will be a bit easier.]

“Geez. I told you I quit.”

Xavier, one of the hunters known as Seven Stars and the mentor of Yessiel, an S-rank hunter.

Honestly, I had hit a wall I couldn’t overcome in his gameplay.

“…Natural talent.”

I had given him a spare diamond-ranked account just to get him off my back with his unsolicited advice, but in just two days, he’d climbed to the top rank and was competing in the leaderboards.

It was safe to say he’d already surpassed me.

“Everything feels pointless.”

Thanks to the aftereffects of necromancy, I couldn’t delve into dungeons, nor was there any game that particularly interested me.

As a result, I was simply idling my days away, eating three meals a day and doing nothing else.

“Want to exercise at the park while you’re heading to the store?”

“Too lazy…”

“Alright. Watch the house, then.”

As Seo-ha left to run errands, I found myself completely alone at home.

How long had I been aimlessly lazing around when my phone suddenly rang loudly?

The caller was Joseph, a European informant and my gaming buddy.

Click.

“I quit gaming, though.”

[What are you talking about? That’s not important right now. I have critical information to share.]

“Let me guess. Hades?”

Speak of the devil, and they appear.

I’d asked them to stay quiet for at least a week, but apparently, they couldn’t sit still.

Clicking my tongue, I got up from the sofa to listen to Joseph.

However, his response was unexpected.

[They’re making moves, but that’s not what I wanted to talk about.]

“Not them? Then what is it?”

If it wasn’t Hades, there weren’t many possibilities left.

A new S-rank dungeon opening, or perhaps an incident tied to me.

Joseph’s news turned out to be the latter.

[Yesterday, a secret Russian military base was attacked.]

“Russia?”

[There weren’t many casualties, but during the clash with the intruder, several high-ranking hunters were injured. Naturally, Russia is furious.]

“Okay, but what does that have to do with me?”

I thought hard about it, but I had no ties to Russia.

At most, I had beaten up Ivan, a Russian S-rank hunter, in an American dungeon.

However, it didn’t seem like that had much to do with the current situation.

Joseph’s response was, frankly, beyond anything I could have imagined.

[Well, I’m not sure either, but I heard that the two intruders mentioned your name.]

“What kind of nonsense is that?”

The idea that someone mentioned me while attacking a secret Russian military base was absurd.

There were only a handful of people on Earth with that level of power that I knew of, and none of them seemed likely to pull something like this.

“It must be a misunderstanding or an attempt to shift the blame onto me.”

[That’s what I think, too. No offense, but you’re one of the hottest stars these days.

Maybe they were trying to create confusion in the investigation by dragging your name into it.]

“What a hassle.”

The real issue here was that, regardless of the truth, my name being mentioned could cause problems.

From our perspective, it was just nonsense to brush off, but from Russia’s point of view, that wouldn’t be the case.

As if to confirm my thoughts, Joseph nodded and continued.

[Like I said earlier, Russia is furious about this incident. Whether you’re actually involved or not, they’ll likely approach you to get a statement.]

“It’s fine. I’ll let the Association handle it.”

[…That’s what I thought, too—until two hours ago. But now, it’s not that simple anymore.]

“Ugh, stop being vague and get to the point. What’s the problem?”


No matter how angry Russia was, they couldn’t demand excessive accountability from me, who had been minding my own business halfway across the world.

Besides, South Korea, where I resided, wasn’t an easy target these days, especially with Yessiel and his mentor Xavier recently staying here and showing goodwill.

But Joseph’s hesitant voice suggested even that wasn’t enough.

[About two hours ago, new information came in. Apparently, the same thing happened in a classified area in the U.S.]

“Again?”

[It’s likely the same pair of intruders. And this time, I heard your name was mentioned even more explicitly. So, what do you think will happen now?]

“There’ll be people who seriously suspect that I’m behind this.”

[Exactly. That’s the reaction we’re seeing from both countries right now. I think you know what I’m about to say.]

Russia already had tensions with Ivan, and the U.S. had openly clashed with me in the past.

Given these circumstances and the fact that my name was reportedly mentioned at both sites, it was no longer just baseless nonsense.

I had now become a plausible suspect.

Frowning, I asked Joseph,

“Who are these guys? At this point, it seems like they’re deliberately framing me.”

[Looking at how they targeted these two countries, that’s probably their intention.]

And the timing was terrible.

For the next four or five days, I wouldn’t be able to use my powers.

If someone decided to attack or provoke me, I’d have no way to respond.

“Gordon, come out.”

[Yes, Master.]

With a faint hum and a soft sound, I called Gordon out from the necklace, materializing him during the call.

Right now, I was as weak as an ordinary person. Letting my guard down could be fatal.

[The U.S. is still cautious because of past events, so Russia will likely make official contact with South Korea soon.]

“I’d like to buy a few days if possible.”

[A day or two might be manageable, but beyond that, you may have to face them directly.

That depends on South Korea’s upper management. Until the misunderstanding is cleared up, don’t stir up any trouble.]

Not that I had any other options. For now, I’d have to keep a low profile.

“…How annoying.”

With a loud sigh, I hung up the phone.


Thud. Bang.

I kicked the back of the sofa in frustration, my expression twisted with displeasure.

Whoever was playing games, I didn’t know yet.

But once my powers returned, I’d destroy them all.

With that thought, I viciously bit into the Pepero in my hand.
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“Henesia, what information did you gather?”

“Hold on, I’m sorting through it right now.”

In a desolate open field devoid of any structures or signs of civilization, two women in peculiar attire stood in the middle.

One of them, holding a staff exuding immense power, spoke. She was Henesia Roben.

“Almost done. There are some useful bits here. I think I have an idea of the next destination.”

“…And the teacher’s trail?”

“It seems certain that they’re on this planet, but I still don’t know the rest.”

With Cerezia’s help, the two had traveled from Thebes to Earth, only to end up in the midst of an unknown human settlement. Unintentionally, they were caught in a fierce battle.

Although the situation was unexpected, it wasn’t entirely bad, as they managed to extract knowledge from their enemies, learning the language and culture of this planet in the process.

“Well, it’s not a bad start.”

After their initial battle, they used the memories they had acquired to strike another key location for information.

It wasn’t exactly a gentle approach, but in this unfamiliar realm, efficiency was paramount.

The woman casually stroking her sword, Astride, asked,

“…So, where’s the next destination?”

“A place called Korea. Some details in the memories stood out to me.”

“Is the teacher there?”

“At the very least, we might uncover more information.”

From the memories of the humans at the military base in this country called America, they learned of a recent national conflict involving a necromancer named Baek Eunha.

Although the name matched, nothing else about the description aligned with the Baek Eunha Henesia knew.

Still, something about it bothered her, so it warranted investigation.

“No issues with stamina. Let’s move immediately.”

While organizing their thoughts, the two simultaneously turned their gazes southward.

Click.

Shing.

Astride rose from her seat, partially unsheathing her sword, and spoke.

“We have guests.”

“Hmm. Could they be those ‘hunters’? Some of them were supposed to be quite strong.”

“Yeah. They don’t seem that weak.”

“You can sense that from this distance? You’re still a monster.”

Henesia smiled faintly.

For Astride, who had high standards, to react this way meant the visitors were likely those S-rank hunters she’d read about in the humans’ memories.

But she wasn’t particularly worried.

“We should at least check them out.”

They were among the top five strongest individuals on the planet Thebes.

Even if these hunters were renowned within one country, there was no way they could pose a threat to them.

“Don’t kill them. We need more information.”

“…Alright.”

As three adversaries appeared in the sky, Astride and Henesia quietly began to draw upon their magic.

#

Just as Joseph had informed me, I soon received a call from the association.

[Yes, we thought so as well. So, Eunha, you’re saying you have no involvement in this.]

“Of course. Why would I bother with something so troublesome?”

The Korean Hunter Association believed my words easily, but resolving everything wouldn’t be that simple.

Russia and the United States would likely continue pressuring Korea.

After some thought, I shared my plan with the association.

“Don’t waste energy pointlessly. Instead, why not actively cooperate and send a message to that effect?”

[Actively cooperate?]

“Just say I can’t make an appearance until four days from now due to personal matters—training for enlightenment or something. We have plenty of excuses.”

Though it was an excuse, S-rank hunters often did such things.

By expressing such cooperative intentions, even the United States and Russia would hesitate to push further.

‘By then, my strength will have returned.’

Once that happened, there would be no need for subtlety.

I could resolve everything, sweeping away any obstacles that annoyed me.

Pleased with my perfect plan, I peeled an orange on my bed, satisfied, as a response came from Da-hye, the deputy head of the association.

[It’s not a bad idea. We’re also concerned about those claiming to impersonate your name.]

“I’ll try contacting the upper levels for this matter.”

“Alright. Let me know when you reach a conclusion.”

“Understood. Have a peaceful day.”

Click.

After ending the call, I folded my arms and fell into thought.

‘It’s definitely bothering me.’

I don’t know who is spreading my name so fervently, but the incidents they’re causing are anything but ordinary.

‘Could it really be Hades?’

A group that opposes me and wields significant power. Honestly, Hades is the only one that comes to mind.

Still, it doesn’t make sense for two nations to stage an elaborate charade together, does it?

‘……’

But even if Hades is the culprit, there are quite a few things that don’t add up.

If their purpose were clear, it would be one thing, but not knowing their intentions is deeply frustrating.

“…Whatever. Why am I even bothering to stress over this?”

In any case, everything will be resolved in just four days.

I just need to hold out for four more days.

As I was thinking that, someone came to visit me. It was none other than Song Ha-yeon.

“Hello.”

“You’re early.”

“So, I just have to stick by your side for the next four days, right?”

“Don’t expect too much. You’re just here to buy time if necessary.”

From what I’ve gathered, the enemy likely has S-rank level skills. It’s obvious that Song Ha-yeon can’t handle them yet.

“Come on, I’ve improved a lot recently. You never know.”

“Then give it a try. If you die, I’ll turn you into a skeleton chair and carry you around.”


“……”

Though there was a more convenient option like Yessiel, I didn’t want to reveal my weaknesses to her, given her strong moral compass and reliance on divine power.

Since I currently lacked any spiritual energy, I couldn’t summon a Chaehwa either.

Unfortunately, Song Ha-yeon was the best option for now.

“…I’m a valuable asset too, you know. Look at Lee Ji-cheol over there. He’s so busy he doesn’t even glance this way.”

“That’s because he really is busy. He has a younger sister to take care of.”

“And what about me? You think I’m a freeloader?”

“When you’re not dungeon diving, you kind of are.”

Since she couldn’t deny it, Song Ha-yeon grumbled as she went off to get her coffee and my hot chocolate.

Despite her words, she was incredibly attentive when she showed up. It was clear she was naturally a kind person.

Maybe next time, I should stop putting it off and let her help with making a high-tier undead.

“Since there’s nothing else to do, should I turn on the TV? What do you want to watch?”

“The news.”

“Alright, I’ll switch to that channel.”

The screen soon displayed footage of a helicopter filming an intense storm from a distance.

Faint traces of magical energy and the rapidly changing surroundings made it easy to deduce that a battle was taking place.

“Huh? What’s going on? Judging by the commentary, is it happening in America?”

“…This is a significant fight.”

At this level, it was highly likely that at least one S-rank Hunter was involved. Judging by the traces, it wasn’t just a one-on-one fight but a large-scale battle.

For such a confrontation to happen in broad daylight, it must mean…

Ring, ring.

As expected, my phone rang, breaking my thoughts. The caller was none other than Joseph.

Click.

“What’s going on?”

[We’ve got urgent news. A massive battle is unfolding in America in real-time. I’m guessing you’ve seen it by now?]

“I was just watching it on the news.”

[Alright, listen carefully. The fighters include the intruders from before and America’s S-rank Hunters.]

I figured it might be connected, and sure enough, it was.

Joseph wasn’t finished and hurriedly continued.

[And just now, the fight ended.]

“How did it turn out?”

[All three of America’s S-rank Hunters were defeated. One of the intruders barely even lifted a finger.]

“……”

That was shocking news.

If true, it meant they fought a three-to-one battle against S-rank Hunters and won.

Unless there was a massive skill gap, such a result was impossible.

“It seems they’re far from ordinary nobodies.”

“Three against one… isn’t that basically Seven Star-level strength?”

“That’s right.”

I focused intently on the ongoing broadcast of the battle.

Though much of the energy had dissipated, there might still be clues to uncover.

Then, I noticed something odd.

‘Huh?’


A powerful sword strike left traces of energy near the helicopter’s position.

I distinctly remembered that technique.

And.

‘Could it be…’

As far as I knew, there was only one person in Thebes capable of wielding such a technique with that level of perfection.
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After finishing the call with Joseph and reviewing the aftermath of the battle captured on screen, I fell into serious contemplation.

‘…No matter how I think about it, it seems to be true.’

At first, I thought it was a misunderstanding, but once I caught on, I was soon convinced.

The owner of that swordsmanship was indeed the person from Thebes I knew.

‘How could this be?’

It was bewildering, but when I thought about it, it wasn’t entirely impossible.

After all, Cerezia, who helped me during my dimensional transfer, is also in Thebes.

If the right conditions were met, achieving something similar wouldn’t be too difficult.

‘Could it really be?’

The intruders who attacked Russia and the United States were reportedly a mysterious duo.

If so, there was a high possibility that another person I knew was also here.

‘…Astride and Henesia, perhaps.’

As I mentioned before, I had no official disciples in necromancy.

However, there were a few people I took under my wing for a while to help improve their circumstances—Astrid Luminion and Henesia Loven.

If those two were the mysterious attackers, I could easily guess why they mentioned my name.

‘They’re probably looking for me.’

I had assumed they were living quietly somewhere, but this turned out to be quite a nuisance.

Moreover, this makes things significantly more complicated.

I’ve been insisting that I have no connection to the attackers, yet it turns out I do.

‘Will they recognize me as I am now?’

It would be easy to convince them if I demonstrated a few skills, but even that is impossible for now.
At least until I regain my power, it seemed best to avoid contact with the two of them.

“Master, isn’t this a pretty dangerous situation? Things are escalating too much.”

“…I don’t know. Let’s just hold out for four days and see what happens.”

For now, the fact that I know those two must remain a secret to everyone, including those around me.

Four days.

I had to somehow endure without conflict for at least four days.

Resolving to stay home and not even visit the convenience store, I crawled back under the covers of my bed.

#

BOOM!

“What on earth is going on here?”

At the current moment, the upper echelons of the Hunter Association in the United States were utterly furious.

They were already dealing with headaches from recent incidents, and now, out of nowhere, mysterious attackers had appeared, leaving three of the country’s S-rank hunters in tatters.

Three of them, no less.

“Does that even make sense? Have S-rank standards dropped to the ground while I wasn’t looking? Someone explain!”

“Please calm down and lower your excitement. This isn’t a matter to think about so simply.”

“What?”

Joshua, the vice president, rubbed his temples and spoke, looking exasperated at the newly returned association president, McKinn, who had just gotten involved in the situation.

“It’s hard to believe, but it seems the attackers are incredibly skilled.

The three S-rank hunters sent this time were all seasoned veterans. They’re not ones to be easily taken down by mediocre opponents.”

“That’s exactly why this doesn’t make sense! Where on earth did these people come from?”

“That’s the question. At first, I suspected it might be someone from the Seven Stars pulling a stunt, but that doesn’t seem to be the case either.”

“This is truly a headache.”

McKinn shook his head and collapsed into his chair.

The higher-ups have been relentless with their criticism recently, but McKinn had to tread carefully.

If three S-rank hunters had already fallen, sending a hasty pursuit team would only end in the same result.

“Forming an alliance with Russia still seems like the best course. How are negotiations progressing?”

“Russia is firmly committed to cooperation. South Korea has also offered to assist in tracking down the perpetrators.”

“What about the connection to that Baek Eun-ha person?”

“To be honest, we’re not sure. Apart from the attackers mentioning the name, there’s no clear evidence linking them.

I’ve also heard that Baek Eun-ha has gone into training and is avoiding any public contact for the time being.”

“…I can’t make any firm judgments. Let’s try reaching out when contact becomes possible.”

“Understood. That sounds like the best option.”

The United States had long been a dominant force as a hunter powerhouse, leading the world.

Recently, however, it had been facing instability on multiple fronts.

So, this time, they had to resolve the situation as quickly and accurately as possible.

And news came to them that a powerful ally had joined their cause.

Thunk.

“You’re still here. I just got an urgent message.”

“William? What is it?”

He was William Scott, a man holding a significant position in the U.S. National Security Agency.

And if it was important news coming from the agency…

“Don’t tell me, it’s him…?”

“As you suspected. Somehow, we made contact and managed to secure his willingness to cooperate.”

A first-generation hunter who gained fame since the early days of the Day of Chaos, one of the Seven Stars, and known by the alias “Thunder God,” Ryan Bristol, had declared his involvement in the matter.

#

Whoosh!

Above a coastline where waves roared from all directions, two women flew through the skies.

They were Astride and Henesia.

“I think I’ve got a rough idea of what this planet is like now. In some ways, it’s far more advanced than Thebes, but the average combat abilities of its humans are much lower.”

“I’ll leave the course of action to you.”

“Well, I guess I’ll have to. You’re bad at handling these kinds of situations.

With a spell, we should be able to avoid detection here entirely. Let’s quickly track the teacher’s traces.”

As it had been in Thebes, the two women were considered transcendent geniuses in their respective fields.

Henesia, leveraging her expertise, had already grasped most of Earth’s systems and adapted perfectly in terms of knowledge.

“So, what did you think of those S-rank hunters earlier?”

“They weren’t weak.”

“That’s a boring assessment. I guess it’s rare to find someone who can genuinely threaten you.”

Henesia had been observing closely and understood.

Those S-rank hunters were undoubtedly strong.


They would undoubtedly hold prominent positions even in Thebes.

But even that wasn’t enough to surpass Astride.

Her sword was overwhelmingly powerful and fearsome, reaching a level that was hard to compare even within Thebe’s long history.

‘Of course, even so, they’re still far behind the teacher.

At least, both of them have grown much stronger than before. I’d like to proudly show this progress to Baek Eun-ha.’

“We’re almost at our destination, Korea. Let’s keep a low profile and sneak in quietly.”

“Got it. I’ll suppress my magic.”

Whoom.

Rustle.

In an instant, the traces of magic vanished, leaving no sense of their presence even though they were right next to each other.

Her control over magic was still spine-chillingly precise.

“You’re such a monster.”

“…I just practiced to avoid embarrassing myself in front of the teacher.”

Soon, a distant stretch of land came into view.

Double-checking the concealment spell, Astride and Henesia gradually hid themselves among the clouds.

#

“…I’m bored.”

It was the second day since I had resolved to stay home.

Rolling around on the sofa, I kept grumbling.

There were still two days left before my strength would return, but I was too restless to sit still.

Since there hadn’t been any additional problems, I had slightly let my guard down.

“Maybe I could just go out?”

“Seoha would worry. She’s not coming back until tomorrow because of that A-rank dungeon.”

“You’re here, aren’t you? Protect me.”

“Ugh. You said I wasn’t skilled enough not too long ago.”

Still, thanks to the intensive training during my period of weakened strength, Song Hayeon had become much more refined in her necromancy.

It was a bit surprising, but honestly, she seemed close to reaching S-rank now.

“You really do have talent. Even without much input, you grow on your own.”

“…That’s just another way of saying you forgot about me for a while, isn’t it? No wonder you didn’t respond to my messages.”

“You don’t get it. True growth requires solitude sometimes.”

Of course, that was a lie.

I’d been busy with other matters recently, and, ultimately, I’d just found it too bothersome.

Regardless, since Astride and Henesia were quieter than expected, and Song Hayeon had improved significantly, I thought stepping out briefly wouldn’t cause any issues.

Grabbing Song Hayeon, I headed to the door.

“I’m going to the arcade. Come with me.”


“…Well, just for a little while, I guess.”

And within just one minute of making that decision, I had no choice but to regret it.

Whoom.

Ding.

As the elevator doors opened on the first floor, two women with strangely familiar faces were staring at Song Hayeon and me.
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Faced with an unexpected situation, my mind went blank as I stepped outside the door, unable to react.

Meanwhile, Astride casually passed by me and boarded the elevator without hesitation.

‘…Could it be that they didn’t notice?’

Judging by the fact that they made it this far, it was clear they had gathered some information about me.

Yet, they didn’t spare me even a glance.

Thinking that it might actually be for the best, I naturally headed toward the apartment exit with Song Ha-yeon.

That’s when Henesia, who had been with us, spoke up.

“Stop right there.”

“Huh? Are you talking to us? What’s the matter?”

With a deep sigh, Henesia shook her head and motioned for Astride, who was still in the elevator, to come out.

“Where do you think you’re going? No matter how you look at it, the target is over there.”

“…Sorry, I was lost in thought for a moment.”

“Being overly focused can be a problem too, huh.”

As expected, Henesia had already figured us out. Realizing that the inevitable confrontation had arrived, I turned to face them.

“Master? Are these people acquaintances of yours?”

“More or less.”

Henesia took a few steps toward me and Song Ha-yeon before speaking in a low voice.

“Are you Baek Eun-ha, the necromancer?”

“Yes, that’s me.”

“I’ve got some questions. What’s your relationship with your teacher—the one who taught you necromancy?”

Tilting my head at the question, I quickly pieced together what was happening.

‘So, they think of me that way.’

My appearance had changed, and my power was far weaker than before.

Astride and Henesia seemed to have concluded that I was a student of the “Baek Eun-ha” they believed had returned to Earth.

“At first, I wasn’t sure. But after watching some circulating videos, I could tell. You’re definitely connected to your teacher.”

“Well, I am connected in some way.”

The teacher they spoke of was none other than me.

However, Henesia, unaware of the truth, pressed me further.

“Then you’ll have to tell me where your teacher is. And let me make it clear—I won’t back down.”

What teacher? I’m literally standing right here!

I looked at Henesia, who was spouting nonsense, with an exasperated expression.

This was turning into a very tricky situation.

Even if I revealed my true identity, I couldn’t prove it without my necromantic powers, which were temporarily unusable due to the side effects of my craft.

If they believed me, fine, but if not, things could get dicey.

Noticing my hesitation, Henesia sighed again and began summoning a vast amount of magical energy.

Wooong.

“So, you’re not planning to talk. Then I guess we’ll have to find out by force.”

“N-No, it’s not like that…”

There was no way Song Ha-yeon could handle these two.

Fully aware of this, I subtly shifted my gaze toward the building’s interior, silently hoping for help.

As if answering my silent prayer, someone opened a window and leapt toward us.

Shhh!

Thunk!

“What’s going on? Who are these people…?”

It was Yessiel, the French saint who lived in the same building as me.

I urgently asked her in a hurried tone, signaling her with my eyes.

“Where’s Xavier? Why isn’t he with you?”

“Master went to the PC café and hasn’t come back yet.”

“Ugh, seriously? Nothing’s going my way today.”

What kind of grown man goes to a PC café in a situation like this?

Yessiel was a formidable ally, but she wasn’t enough to take on Astride and Henesia. Knowing this, I clicked my tongue and spoke up.

“Wait a moment.”

“Why? Are you finally going to talk about your teacher?”

“There’s no need to get worked up. He’ll be back in two days. There’s no reason to cause a scene.”

In the end, I chose to stall for time again.

In just two days, my power would return, and I’d be able to prove my identity with ease.

It’s only two days—surely they wouldn’t be reckless enough to escalate things.

“…….”

As expected, Henesia seemed to hesitate after hearing my words.

Thinking I was connected to their teacher, they likely didn’t want to risk unnecessary conflict.

‘How did it end up like this?’

As I let out a sigh of relief, Astride, who had been still all along, began to move.

In the blink of an eye, like a mirage, Astride bypassed Yessiel and Song Ha-yeon and occupied the space behind me.

She then slipped her hands under my armpits and lifted me up.

Swoosh.

“Huh?”

“Henesia, this kid is strange. She’s lying.”

Yessiel and Song Ha-yeon immediately raised their guard in response to Astride’s mysterious movement, while Henesia nodded as if she had anticipated it.

“So, it was just flattery after all? You were probably trying to buy time to hide.

Sorry, but tricks like that don’t work on Asti. Her intuition is unusually sharp compared to ordinary people.”

I underestimated that.

To be fair, I hadn’t outright lied, just avoided the main point.

It seemed that Astride’s unique cognitive abilities had grown significantly during the time I hadn’t seen her.

Holding me aloft, Astride inexplicably cradled my entire body and murmured in a languid voice.

“This kid feels familiar. I like her.”

“W-what are you doing? Let me go! How dare you—”

My feeble protest was nothing more than a silent cry that scattered into the air.

As the standoff resumed, Henesia sighed and quietly spoke.

“This won’t get us anywhere. I can’t let the teacher’s associate get hurt, no matter what I said earlier. That leaves us with only one option.”


Whoosh.

Swish.

Henesia raised her mana and chanted a spell, causing the three of us—except for Yessiel and Song Ha-yeon—to float into the air.

It was a flawless flight spell.

“Well, if we keep her with us, won’t the teacher reach out to us first?”

“…Agreed.”

I shot a desperate look at Yessiel and Song Ha-yeon, who were still on the ground, but the distance between us had already grown too great for them to do anything.

In the end, I was helplessly carried away by the two of them.

#

Bang!

“What on earth happened?”

Baek Seo-ha burst through the front door with Lee Ji-cheol, directing his question toward Yessiel and Song Ha-yeon, who were sitting in a gloomy mood.

Song Ha-yeon replied with a guilty expression.

“It’s just as I told you. The teacher was taken away by those two.

They seemed to have some sort of prior acquaintance, but the exact relationship is unclear…”

Though Baek Seo-ha was visibly agitated, he calmed himself with a deep breath before speaking again.

“Even with Yessiel there, they were that formidable?”

“They didn’t even fight, really. They just snatched her away in an instant…”

Song Ha-yeon sighed deeply, and Yessiel added her thoughts.

“To be honest, even if we had fought, I doubt we could’ve won. Both of them possessed an unbelievable level of strength.”

“……”

Despite the brief encounter, Yessiel had sensed it clearly—the overwhelming ease and pressure radiating from the two.

It was a sensation she had only felt before when her master, Xavier, got serious.

“You must have noticed it too. They moved so fast that we couldn’t even track them.

And it didn’t even seem like they were using their full capabilities.”

“That’s true…”

For Song Ha-yeon, who wasn’t even close to their level, it was all too overwhelming to grasp.

After some thought, Yessiel concluded decisively.

“We have to assume they’re at a Seven-Star level of skill. Even if all four of us went after them, I can’t guarantee success.”

If someone as rational as Yessiel said so, it was likely the truth.

This deepened Baek Seo-ha’s concern.

“So, you’re saying we have no choice but to rely on Xavier’s help?”

“Yes. Without the teacher’s help, it’ll be impossible.”

Yessiel spoke with a hint of irritation.

Recently, her master had been neglecting their training, absorbed in worldly games, and wandering outside all the time.

No matter how great he was, she found it increasingly embarrassing.

Soon enough, the very man in question, Xavier, opened the front door and stepped inside.

Click.


Creak.

“I heard what happened. It seems there’s been quite a commotion.”

He was dressed in a shabby tracksuit, black slippers, and holding what looked like a vegetable hotdog from a PC café.

Seeing his unimpressive appearance, Yessiel muttered silently to herself.

“When I return to the homeland, I must prevent him from setting up a computer in his quarters at all costs.”
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In front of Seoha’s house, we had been locked in a tense standoff for nearly two hours.

Now, I found myself in an uncomfortable conversation with two others in a floating house somewhere in Earth’s skies.

‘…You’ve really improved.’

This sky house was created by Henesia’s magic. With just a swirl of her hand, a simple house had materialized.

Seeing that, I was convinced—these two had grown since the time we had been together.

‘Well, that’s to be expected.’

They were the kind of people who evolved daily, constantly changing before my eyes.

Moreover, considering the different time scales of Thebes and Earth, it was likely that ten years had passed on their side since I left.

Such a span was plenty for their significant growth.

“So, what’s your connection with the teacher, anyway?”

“……”

“Agh, you’re as tight-lipped as ever. Is it that hard to explain?”

“…Don’t pressure them too much. There might be a reason.”

“Asti, sorry, but our problems are more important right now.”

Henesia clearly didn’t like how I was dodging her questions in silence.

But I had no choice. I was caught in a situation where saying anything would only make things worse.

‘Ugh, this is so frustrating. I’m going to lose my mind.’

Above all, the thought of enduring this chaos for two more days was driving me mad.

This is why I had avoided necromancy—it was all because of that cursed fake priest.

“Seriously, you’re not going to say anything? I’m about to lose my temper here. Even my patience has limits.”

No, like I said, I can’t explain it right now!

My silence was irritating even to myself, but ignoring her any further would have led to Henesia exploding for real.

In the end, I averted my gaze and muttered weakly.

“Just, um, give me two days…”

“Two days? What’s supposed to happen in two days? Are you going to wake up with a miracle?”

“…..”

It seemed she had already picked up on local expressions, using proverbs as she relentlessly cornered me.

At that moment, I made a vow:

Once I regained my strength, the first thing I’d do would be to teach this cheeky kid some manners.

“Oh? You’re making that annoyed face again? Are you really in a position to act like that? Should I really turn you into a dog right here?”

“…”

Once again, I dropped my gaze and stubbornly remained silent, swearing that I’d return this humiliation in two days.

The turning point came at that exact moment.

Flash.

Boom.

Crackle!

A sudden lightning strike shattered the floating house into pieces.

I was too slow to react, but thanks to Henesia’s protective shield over the three of us, we were unharmed.

Startled, I hastily summoned Gordon and retreated.

“Protect me!”

“…This opponent seems to carry an unusual aura.”

The figure that appeared was a tall, blond man with a striking presence.

His well-proportioned muscles and sharp eyes left a strong impression.

But most eye-catching of all was the blue sparks dancing around his body.

“I’ve finally found you. You’re the infamous duo, aren’t you?”

“Not sure, but probably.”

“Though, it looks like you’ve picked up a third member.”

“This one’s unrelated. I’m just holding onto them temporarily.”

From the casual tone of the conversation, it seemed he was a U.S. hunter chasing after Astride and Henesia.

His confidence against two people who had already taken down three S-rank hunters, combined with his apparent mastery of lightning, gave away his identity.

‘Ryan Bristol. Known as the Thunder God.’

He was a first-generation hunter, shrouded in rumors, though he had recently been more reclusive.

For some reason, he had joined forces with the U.S. upper echelon to capture the duo.

‘His power should be around Xavier’s level, right?’

If so, he was certainly not an easy opponent. However, in a two-on-one situation, it would be a different story.

Astride and Henesia were much stronger than I had imagined.

Even in a one-on-one fight, Ryan would likely be overwhelmed.

Unfazed, Ryan kept his composure as he spoke to the two of them.

“The U.S. government wants me to bring you in, but I have a different idea. You’re more valuable as allies than enemies. How about it? Interested?”

“Don’t know what you’re talking about. We don’t work under anyone.”

“Is that so? Still, if you change your mind at any point, feel free to let me know.”

Having said this, Ryan finished his words, summoning an explosive surge of magic at his fingertips and adding:

“You might change your mind soon enough.”

Flash!

BOOM—!

The earlier strike seemed to have merely been a greeting, as the sky darkened and massive bolts of lightning began to descend.

The lightning grew even more intense, and now a storm was raging.

Amidst the chaos, Ryan softly activated his skill.

“Thunder Blossom (雷華).”

CRACK!

BOOM!

Although I had already retreated a considerable distance with Gordon since Ryan adopted his battle stance, the two opponents facing him directly were struck by an overwhelming barrage of lightning.

Frankly, it exceeded my expectations by far.

I haven’t yet seen Xavier’s full power, but at least in terms of sheer attack strength, this seems to be a cut above.

“…Impressive. Aside from my master, I’ve never seen anyone cast such a powerful spell here.”

“I feel the same.”

Although Xavier has been showing some disappointing moments lately, the Seven Stars hunters are undoubtedly formidable.

Even if those two were celebrated heroes in Thebes, this attack isn’t something they could easily shrug off.

However, as the lightning ceased, the two emerged surprisingly unscathed, with only minor scorch marks on parts of their clothing.


“Huh. Impressive. For someone who shows up out of nowhere spouting such clichéd lines, you’re quite strong, aren’t you?”

“Yeah. Stronger than the S-rank hunter we met last time.”

Henesia, who had briefly changed her expression, gestured Astride to step back and spoke again.

“I’ll handle this. Astride, stay over there just in case.”

“…Understood.”

Well, there’s no need for that—I’m just observing quietly.

I ignored her as she moved behind me and clung to me once more, instead focusing my gaze on the murderous intent emanating from Henesia.

If Ryan is this skilled, it’ll be a good opportunity to gauge Henesia’s full strength.

“Lightning magic must be your specialty. Or wait, you call it a skill here, don’t you?”

“That’s correct. But don’t mistake that for being my full power.”

“Oh, that’s good to hear.”

Henesia, with an annoyed expression, swung her staff and created a massive magic circle in midair.

“If that was your full power, you wouldn’t even make for a decent warm-up for me.”

CRACK!

BOOM!

Henesia also unleashed lightning magic.

Gigantic beams of light transformed into multiple thunderbirds, which began flying toward Ryan from various directions.

“Well, this is troublesome.”

Ryan attempted to dodge by flying through the air but soon realized the thunderbirds adjusted their course to pursue him.

Recognizing this, he stopped moving.

“Discharge.”

CRACK!

BOOM!

Lightning burst outward from Ryan’s body, shooting down the thunderbirds one by one.

Henesia furrowed her brow, visibly irritated.

She must be a little flustered now.

Unlike Thebes’s structured magic, the skills used by Earth’s Awakeners are much freer in their composition and form.

It makes quick judgment critical in these situations.

Now I understand why other hunters couldn’t even put up a fight against him.

But for Henesia, this isn’t over yet.

“…Ah, is that so?”

Her irritation now fully visible, Henesia’s anger was palpable.

I had a feeling part of her frustration stemmed from my continued silence, which made me break out in a cold sweat.

Henesia is seriously angry now.

“Just so you know, when Henesia is this mad, she’ll use Grand Magic.”

“Do we really need to back off this much?” I asked, confused by Astride pulling both Gordon and me further from the fight.

“…Yes, we do. When Henesia casts Grand Magic, it’s no joke.”


I knew of the Grand Magic spells used in Thebes, but I’d never seen anyone so cautious about them.

Soon, however, Gordon and I understood why.

CRACK!
RUMBLE!

CRACKLE!

Even though we had retreated far more than before, the blinding white lightning that engulfed the sky made it almost impossible to see anything ahead.
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‘When I was around, there was no such spell.’

That made it easy to guess—Henesia must have personally improved and created this magic.

Watching the majestic white lightning painting the sky, I nodded in satisfaction.

Indeed, with magic like that, it would be impressive no matter where it was shown.

Although not my apprentice, I couldn’t help feeling proud, as if it were my own achievement, because I had taken care of her in my own way.

After a while, the thunderous sound echoed and the sky began to clear as if it had all been a lie.

Astride let go of me and briefly spoke.

“I’ll go take a look. Stay here; I’ll cast a spell to keep you in place.”

Leaving me with a flight spell, Astride quickly disappeared toward the source of the battle.

Watching Astride’s retreating figure, Gordon turned to me and remarked,

“For a swordsman, she’s remarkably skilled in magic. The world really isn’t fair.”

“True enough.”

Though not as good as Henesia, Astride was skilled enough that she seemed capable of handling most opponents with magic alone.

This is what overwhelming talent must look like.

‘She might one day reach a level comparable to mine.’

The thought annoyed me immensely.

While my power remained sealed and I was reduced to this humiliating state, others around me were growing and progressing.

To make matters worse, Astride and Henesia had crossed over to this place with their powers fully intact.

It was grossly unfair.

Fuming with frustration, I stomped my feet.

“Calm down, Master. You’ve made some progress recently, haven’t you?”

“It would’ve been much better if you’d recalled things properly. Thinking about it now, it just makes me angrier.”

“……..”

Regretting his words, Gordon coughed awkwardly just as a beam of light suddenly flew toward us.

Crackle.

Boom!

A deafening roar, reminiscent of a sonic boom, erupted, and there appeared Ryan, his hair singed as if he’d just had an unfortunate encounter with lightning.

“Where did a monster like that come from?”

“…Seriously.”

“Hey, kid. Let’s stick together. It seems like we should relocate for now.”

After clashing with Henesia several times, Ryan seemed to realize he couldn’t win and decided to escape.

I glanced at Gordon, signaling with my eyes, but Ryan’s lightning shot out immediately, forcibly dismissing Gordon.

As the battle escalated, I found myself increasingly useless.

Sighing heavily, I raised my hands in surrender.

“I’m just a civilian. This is a violation of international law.”

“What nonsense are you spouting? You’re Baek Eunha, Korea’s S-rank. The government briefed me thoroughly.”

Of course, it was hopeless.

It seemed that when the U.S. summoned Ryan, they had also shared my information.

“No time to waste. You’re coming with me.”

“At least put up a shield for me!”

“…..”

In the end, I found myself being dragged off by Ryan, feeling an inexplicable sense of déjà vu.

Everything was spiraling out of control.

#

“So, what’s your connection with them? From what I’ve heard, you claimed to have no ties whatsoever.”

“I have no connection. They’re the ones who dragged me into this.”

“Still, you seemed to be getting along well with them.”

Brought to an unknown location, I responded with a bitter expression to Ryan’s persistent questions.

“What do you expect me to do? Should I pick a fight with kidnappers you couldn’t even handle?”

“Watch your tone. It was merely a tactical retreat. It seemed difficult to take on both of them at once.”

It might have looked pathetic, but it was a reasonable decision.

Honestly, I thought it was nearly impossible for him to defeat both of them.

Regardless of his reasoning, it was infuriating for me.

Once a being untouchable to anyone, I was now being dragged around like a baton in a relay race.

‘……’

How had I, the former Lord of Death, ended up like this?

The thought left me more than just annoyed—it was downright depressing.

Seeing me sink into gloom, Ryan muttered softly,

“Don’t worry. I’m not planning to do anything to you. You’re just bait to lure them in.”

“After running away once, what do you plan to do now?”

“You’re saying strange things. If it’s hard alone, I’ll just call for reinforcements.”

His words made me look at him with a slightly puzzled expression.

For someone of his caliber, he seemed strangely unconcerned with pride—very different from the other high-ranking hunters I’d met.

“Do you even have someone to call? Not many could help in a fight of this level.”

“I have an old friend. I’m sure even you’ve heard of him.”

If there are people Ryan could claim to have known for a long time, honestly, there aren’t many candidates.

And the most likely one is probably…

“Julian Czenviltz, known as the Hero of Germany and a fellow Seven Star. He’s the one I’ll call.”

Thus, the scale of the suddenly erupted battle continued to grow without end.

#

“…I can’t even begin to understand what kind of disaster this is.”

“The matter has escalated far more seriously than expected.”

McKin and Joshua, the president and vice president of the Hunter Association in the United States, were deeply troubled by a message from Ryan, the most powerful hunter in their country.

“This situation is too large to be considered a mere conflict between individual hunters. In reality, this is practically a small-scale war…

Recognizing the severity of the situation, the U.S. government declared an alert equivalent to wartime and convened an emergency meeting.

It might have seemed excessive, but such an assessment wasn’t entirely wrong.

‘Ryan Bristol, that monster, claims there are two opponents equal to him?’

According to Ryan’s firsthand report, the two individuals who had previously attacked Russian and American military bases each possessed the skills of a Seven Star.

Moreover, they showed no intent to surrender or negotiate, leaving no choice but to confront them.


‘They are far too dangerous to national security. If they cannot be persuaded, they must be eliminated.’

No one knew where these powerful individuals had come from, but their refusal to abide by international rules made them walking nuclear bombs.

Several nations had already agreed on the necessity of eliminating them.

“The problem is, how on earth do we subdue such powerful enemies?”

“Indeed. Julian Czenviltz, the German Seven Star, has expressed his willingness to cooperate, but honestly, even with just the two of them, victory isn’t guaranteed.

We must secure support from other high-ranking hunters in various nations.”

Thus, the United States began spreading articles worldwide, rallying public opinion to cooperate against this unprecedented global threat to peace.

The proposal wasn’t entirely unreasonable, and despite its prior missteps, the world’s political climate leaned in favor of the U.S.

Not long after, a message arrived from Korea, which had some involvement in the matter.

“We have good news. Korea has agreed to send two S-rank hunters, and Xavier of France, a Seven Star, along with Saintess Yessiel, who are currently staying there, have also expressed their willingness to help.”

“Is that true? That Xavier?”

If the information was correct, three Seven Stars, excluding the S-rank hunters, would be gathering in one place.

This was an unprecedented event, something that hadn’t occurred since the early days of the Seven Star designation.

McKin and Joshua couldn’t help but gulp nervously at the growing scale of a situation rapidly out of their control.

To think that three Seven Stars, individuals one might not encounter even once in a lifetime, would gather and unite… Such a scenario would have been unimaginable just days ago.

“…Now, all we can hope for is that the damage doesn’t grow any further.”

“Agreed. Whether we win or lose, we must ensure minimal losses.”

National pride was no longer a priority.

The situation had escalated to a level of danger comparable to that of an S-rank dungeon appearing.

With heavy hearts, McKin and Joshua left to attend the meeting.


Two days later.

Hooong.

In a quiet corner, where she had been silently observing the situation, Baek Eunha’s entire body began to fill with a faint, subtle energy.

Srrrk.

As her eyes slowly opened, a gentle glow of magical power swirled within them.
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Strength is gradually returning to me.

Strangely enough, this decisive battle, involving countless powerful figures, began just as the side effects of necromancy were lifting.

I clenched and unclenched my fists a few times, sighed deeply, and turned my gaze to the two hunters nearby.

Ryan Bristol from the United States, a Seven Star, and Julian Czenviltz from Germany, also a Seven Star.

The two of them alone were formidable forces, but now, with the information restrictions lifted, even Xavier, Yessiel, and other S-Rank hunters would gather here.

“I didn’t expect things to escalate this much.”

In truth, when Ryan first dragged me off somewhere, I thought Astride and Henesia would soon come looking for me.

But Ryan’s side wasn’t that easy to handle.

Whether they had the resources to make such a bold move from the start or not, they completely evaded the pursuit of the two.

And today marked the limit of their evasive tactics.

In many ways, the situation had aligned perfectly.

“Ryan, do you really think they’ll come to such an obvious trap?”

“They will. You haven’t seen them like I have. Those two chased me for two days straight without a wink of sleep. They won’t stop.”

Ryan wasn’t wrong.

I agreed that they would come here, trap or no trap.

They were skilled enough to handle it and, no doubt, furious as well.

As expected, before the foreign hunters who volunteered to support arrived, Henesia and Astride were the first to appear.

Henesia, radiating a fierce killing intent, quietly opened her mouth.

“You gave me a hard time. I thought you were just a nobody, but you sure know how to run.”

“Sorry to disappoint you, but that ends today.”

Ryan must have prepared countermeasures since their last battle.

Moreover, if a fight broke out now, the foreign hunters would arrive just as both sides exhausted their strength.

That was Ryan’s strategy.

“Let’s see this through to the end this time, no running away.”

“That’s rich coming from you.”

Clearly enraged, Henesia didn’t waste a second and unleashed tremendous magical power into her staff.

She immediately began firing merciless spells.

Boom!

Boom!

Crackle!

Crash!

In response, Julian summoned numerous translucent steel spheres, each the size of a fist, forming a defensive barrier.

The layered magical shield effectively blocked Henesia’s attacks.

Clang!

Clang!

“Ryan, you weren’t wrong. Those two are strong. We can’t guarantee victory on our own.”

“That’s why we have reinforcements. We just need to keep the fight balanced.”

Ryan’s exceptional offensive power, combined with Julian’s ability to cover his defensive weaknesses, made them a stable and effective duo.

It was evident they had fought together several times before.

Frustrated by her inability to break through, Henesia clicked her tongue and began drawing a massive magic circle.

She spoke to Astride nearby.

“I’m casting a grand spell. Protect me.”

“…Understood.”

This forced Ryan and Julian to act quickly.

Having witnessed her devastating magic in a previous fight, Ryan signaled Julian as he gathered power.

“Here we go again. We have to stop her.”

“Leave it to me.”

Rumble!

Ryan summoned dark clouds, covering the sky, as enormous steel pillars descended and struck the ground.

It appeared to be Julian’s skill.

“The Pillar of Destruction. Resonance.”

Wooong!

As Julian activated his skill, the steel pillars emitted a tremendous shockwave aimed at Astride and Henesia.

Simultaneously, Ryan’s lightning fiercely struck toward them.

Flash!

Boom!

Astride threw one of her swords into the sky, running directly at Julian.

The enchanted sword absorbed the lightning, while Henesia endured the shockwave with double casting and continued drawing her spell.

Julian responded to Astride, who was rapidly closing the distance, by activating his skill again.

“Columns of Destruction. Strike.”

Crack.

Crack.

Whizz!

Drills separated from a massive column and attacked Astride at a speed resembling cannon fire.

However, Astride drew another sword from her waist and slashed them all apart at a speed too fast to see.

At that exact moment, Henesia’s grand magic was completed.

Whooosh.

“…Freeze everything.”

Crack!

Crack-crack-crack!

A vast magic circle spread in an instant, unleashing an enormous amount of mana.

With a dazzling light, everything within its range began to freeze.

Three seconds later, a massive ice wall with a single side measuring over 50 meters came into view.

Julian and Ryan, who had been caught in the range, were nowhere to be seen.

‘……’

The sheer destructive power was overwhelming.

To cast a spell of this scale with just about 40 seconds of chanting—Henesia was undeniably in the top tier, even compared to the best magicians I’d met.

After sealing the movements of Ryan and Julian, the two slowly approached me, exhaling deeply as they spoke.

“…Good. You don’t seem hurt.”


“That took long enough. The two days you mentioned are already up. Shouldn’t you tell us about the teacher now?”

Hearing their words, I calmly responded with a single quiet statement.

“I think it’s too soon to say that it’s over.”

At the same time, the ice wall cracked, revealing a steel sphere just large enough for two people.

From inside, Julian and Ryan emerged, speaking as they stepped out.

“…These two are far more dangerous than expected. Ryan, we need to eliminate them here and now.”

“Agreed. On the plus side, it seems our reinforcements arrived faster than expected.”

As I raised my senses slightly, I felt several presences approaching nearby.

All of them were strong, clearly S-rank hunters from various countries who had promised to assist.

Seeing the hunters reveal themselves one by one, Astride and Henesia’s faces showed subtle tension.

“Can you handle this?” Astride asked.

“…Those two were stronger than expected, and now there’s one more at their level. If I don’t go all out, it’ll be difficult,” Henesia replied.

As the standoff began to solidify, I took a step back, a faint smile playing on my lips.

“About ten seconds left.”

Conveniently enough, the power that had disappeared from my body was nearly back.

“Brother! Don’t just stand there; come over here!” Seoha called to me from where she stood with Javienna and Yessiel.

Henesia subtly glanced at me, gauging my reaction.

Without rushing, I began to walk—not towards them but straight into the center of the space where everyone was preparing for battle.

All eyes turned to me in confusion.

Meeting their gazes, I first turned towards Astride and Henesia, speaking softly.

“It’s been a while.”

“What?”

“I thought I’d suffocate. Even if I look different now, am I really that unrecognizable?”

Henesia gave me a bewildered look, as though she thought I’d lost my mind.

Unable to hold back, I lightly knocked on her head.

Thunk!

“Ow! What was that for? Are you crazy?”

“Who’s crazy? You’ve been acting so arrogantly lately…”

Henesia seemed even more confused by my reaction, while Astride, standing beside her, stepped forward and spoke.

“…I had a feeling this might be the case.”

“Astride? What are you talking about?”

“Could it be… the teacher?”

Unlike Henesia, Astride’s extraordinary intuition had apparently allowed her to suspect my true identity.

I nodded slightly, confirming the truth.

“Yes. I couldn’t say anything due to circumstances, but it’s me. You’re as sharp as ever, unlike her.”

“…Wait, Astride. Are you serious? This little guy is really the teacher?”

“You and I are having a long talk later.”

Regardless, there was something more pressing to deal with at the moment.


I turned around to face the hunters, whose expressions had grown stiff.

The situation had already escalated beyond control, and this could very well mark the true beginning of the fight.

But it didn’t matter.

‘After a good rest without any interruptions, I feel refreshed.’

No matter who showed up, I was confident I could crush them all underfoot.
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As I stood at the center of the opposing factions, countless gazes naturally turned toward me.

Seoha was looking at me with a worried expression, while Yessiel and Lee Jicheol were giving me looks that clearly said, “Here we go again.”

On the other hand, the S-rank hunters from various countries who had come as Ryanforcements, along with Ryan’s group, directed nothing but wariness and hostility toward me.

“There were suspicions, but were you really connected to them all along?”

“What exactly are you scheming?”

“……”

At those words, I frowned in thought.

When the U.S. and Russia launched their initial attacks, I had no idea about the situation either.

It just turned out that they really were connected to me.

“I wasn’t scheming anything. It’s just that we happened to know each other by chance.”

“Do you think that explanation makes sense right now?”

He was right. At this point, no one would believe me, no matter how much I tried to excuse myself.

That’s why I decided to face the situation in an entirely different way.

“So what?”

“…What?”

“What does it matter if you know or don’t? If it’s not true, then it’s not true.”

Such arrogance and audacity.

Hearing this, the hunters, of course, scowled even more, increasing the hostility directed at me.

“How insolent. With all the praise you’ve been getting lately, do you really think you’re something special?”

“There are nine S-rank hunters here right now. This is no place for you to act out on your own. I suggest you watch your words moving forward.”

Their reactions were expected, but they were mistaken about something.

“Who said I’m alone? I’m not.”

Even with simple calculations, I had Lee Jicheol and Seoha on my side, along with Astrid and Henasia—four allies in total.

Although Yessiel and Xavier were uncertain, at the very least, they wouldn’t attack us outright.

In other words, those opposing me here, including Ryan and Julian, totaled five.

If it came down to a fight between our five and theirs, there was no reason we’d lose.

Hearing my words, Seoha and Lee Jicheol quickly moved to my side, while the hunters tensed up and readied for battle.

“Are you planning to defy the judgment of the global organization? This isn’t something that can be dismissed as a personal matter. South Korea will face severe criticism as well.”

“Oh, really? Then where are you from?”

“I am Gustavo, an S-rank hunter from Brazil. If you proceed with such actions, I will formally lodge a complaint with the government.”

Smirking at Gustavo, I gave him a warning.

“Are you prepared to take responsibility for your words?”

“What are you implying?”

“What do you think? I’m saying your careless words could ruin your country.”

“What… what did you just say?”

Gustavo glared at me with a mix of disbelief and murderous intent, but I continued indifferently.

“This situation is annoying and frustrating for me too, so if you keep acting up, I might just bury you in the nearest ocean.”

“…I can’t help but laugh. Are you out of your mind?”

Supporting Gustavo, Ryan, one of the Seven Stars from the U.S., who had remained silent until now, finally spoke up.

“Hey, kid. I think you’ve been crossing the line for a while now. This isn’t the time for bluster—you should be looking for an excuse.”

Come to think of it, I had never shown my strength in front of those two due to the side effects of necromancy.

It was no wonder he underestimated me.

But, unfortunately for him, I don’t particularly enjoy being looked down on.

“…Come to think of it, I owe you something, don’t I?”

After daring to kidnap me and repeatedly throwing me flavorless canned food when I was starving, he had the audacity to enjoy turkey legs brought in from the city.

It had infuriated me back then.

“Thinking about it now, it’s really irritating. I haven’t let anyone treat me like that in the last fifty years.”

“You’ve been spouting nonsense for a while now. Don’t complicate things. I don’t like hitting kids.”

“Then how about getting beaten instead?”

First, I would take down Ryan, one of the Seven Stars, to intimidate the other foreign hunters.

With my plan firmly in mind, I calmly approached him, exuding an aura of menace.

#

Ryan, a first-generation hunter from the U.S. and one of the Seven Stars, observed Baek Eunha before him with growing suspicion.

‘What the hell is going on? His presence is entirely different from before.’

At the time when Baek Eun-ha was restrained, there was no significant sense of threat from her.

The transcendent instincts of someone like me instinctively determined that she wasn’t a match.

But now?

Even before the battle has properly begun, the ominous aura emanating from her is overwhelming.

Ryan realized it immediately. Baek Eun-ha’s attack would undoubtedly reach him.

If it were Gustavo, who had just been arguing with Baek Eun-ha, Ryan would have achieved an overwhelming victory without much difficulty.

Yet, for some reason, such an image didn’t come to mind against Baek Eun-ha.

‘And earlier, those two…?’

Though he couldn’t grasp the precise context of their conversation, Astride and Henaesia had clearly referred to Baek Eun-ha as “teacher.”

Astride, in particular, didn’t hide the respect brimming in her gaze.

If those two, who had reached such fearsome heights, treated her with that level of deference, it was possible—no, probable—that Baek Eun-ha was far stronger than Ryan had imagined.

‘It’s entirely possible.’

In this day and age, transforming oneself into the appearance of a young girl or concealing one’s power isn’t something unimaginable.

For this reason, Ryan didn’t let his guard down.

As a warning not to come any closer, he summoned a bolt of lightning and fired it at Baek Eun-ha—this time, with sincere force.

Boom!

Crackle—!

Yet, for some reason, the lightning didn’t strike Baek Eun-ha.

It simply struck the ground two steps away from her.

‘What?’

The moment he confirmed it, Ryan immediately summoned another bolt of lightning and aimed it at Baek Eun-ha.

Boom—!

But the result was the same. At that moment, Ryan strongly felt that something was off.

“…What trickery is this?”

No matter how experienced and seasoned a warrior might be, such a situation would leave anyone flustered.


Ryan, now devoid of any semblance of a smile, conjured thick storm clouds and unleashed dozens of lightning strikes.

Boom!
Boom!

Crack—!

However, most of them didn’t even reach Baek Eun-ha, slicing through empty space instead.

A few bolts managed to head in the right direction but were blocked by Baek Eun-ha’s defenses, rendering them ineffective.

‘This can’t be.’

As Baek Eun-ha watched Ryan’s gaze begin to falter, she smirked faintly and spoke.

“What’s wrong? Don’t understand what’s happening?”

The truth was, while Ryan was a seasoned master of combat, that was only in the context of Earth.

In contrast, Baek Eun-ha had fought life-and-death battles every day for a hundred years in Thebes.

For decades, even centuries, she had clashed with the greatest warriors, unmatched powerhouses, and even transcendental beings that had lived for millennia.

There was no need for further explanation.

When Ryan realized that Baek Eun-ha was already right in front of him, he hastily surrounded himself with a barrier of electricity for protection.

Looking up at him, Baek Eun-ha gave another faint smile before speaking.

“What’s wrong? Aren’t you done already?”

“…I told you, I have no habit of attacking children. But that bad attitude of yours? That needs fixing.”

Contrary to his words, Ryan now had no strength left to hold back.

Baek Eun-ha was far more threatening than he’d expected.

If he didn’t press her down, she would press him down instead.

Crackle—!

In an instant, a surge of immense power erupted from Ryan, electricity wrapping tightly around his entire body.

What emerged was Ryan, enveloped in a subtle blue light.

Zap.

The electricity around him was restrained, occasionally sparking with static, but it was evident at a glance that its power was incomparable to before.

“…I wasn’t planning to use this skill if I could avoid it.”

It was an awakening skill—one that consumed an enormous amount of magic to temporarily boost all abilities, much like a doping effect.

Shaking off some of his initial panic, Ryan slowly approached Baek Eun-ha and began speaking.

“I admit it. You’re definitely not just anyone.”


“I’ll admit it too. This won’t be as easy to block as before.”

Yet, for some reason, Baek Eun-ha still didn’t lose the composure on her face.

Ryan soon realized why through her next words.

“Of course, that’s only if I use the same methods as before.”

At that moment, an ominous eye emanating a sinister energy emerged from Baek Eun-ha’s hand.
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Objects commonly referred to as “Death Eyes” (사안) or “Magic Eyes” (마안) in the world.

I first began to take a serious interest in such abilities after I had spent seventy years in Thebes.

There wasn’t much of a reason behind it—back then, I was simply bored.

‘If I didn’t do something, I felt like I’d die of boredom.’

By that time, no one dared to challenge me anymore, and I had grown tired of everything.

So, whenever something piqued my interest, I would spend time researching or observing it.

Over several years, I eventually succeeded in integrating the power of magic eyes into my necromancy.

Sometimes, I directly extracted them from ancient creatures, and other times, I sought out individuals rumored to possess similar abilities and pried information from them.

The result of my efforts was something far more dangerous than I had initially expected.

Though, to be fair, it wasn’t all that surprising—by then, I had reached an absurdly high level of mastery.

“There’s a skill that’s just perfect for someone like you.”

“…..”

The eye embedded in my palm shifted colors, radiating intense energy. Ryan, too, wasted no time, charging straight at me.

“…I told you already—it’s useless now.”

Fwoosh!

Crackle! Zzzzzap!

A massive surge of electricity burst forth from him, radiating outward.

At a glance, it seemed impossible to avoid.

However—

Zzzzt!

Fwooom!

“What?!”

Ryan’s electricity, as if alive, avoided the space I occupied entirely, instead striking the empty air around me.

To an unknowing observer, it might have looked like he deliberately missed.

I smirked at Ryan.

“See? All you have to do is change your approach.”

“…What kind of trickery is this?”

“Who knows? Maybe it’s because your way of using your power is just too predictable.”

To be honest, Ryan did possess impeccable control over his abilities, befitting his title of a “Seven Star.”

However, even he hadn’t transcended the limits of an awakened being.

The power he wielded wasn’t something he had cultivated himself, and the image of his power was far too rigid and defined.

‘Your methods of using power are so one-dimensional and straightforward.’

From my perspective, it made exploiting him far too easy.

With a disinterested expression, I summoned a lizard wolf and sat atop its back.

“Let’s wrap this up. It doesn’t look like anything is going to change here.”

“…Damn it!”

Judging by the raised levels I observed,

I had expected as much. Still, my overall power ceiling had risen noticeably, even without actively using necromancy.

I had been considering resorting to necromancy again, but I might not even need to use it to handle the situation.

Drawing upon my spirit and magic, I prepared to finish things in one swift strike.

But, just as expected, interference came.

Swish!

Clang! Crash! Crash!

A dozen steel pillars suddenly struck down around me, as if to contain me.

Their owner was, of course, Julian—the Seven Star from Germany, who had been keeping a close eye on Ryan.

‘…Honestly, this guy’s a real hassle.’

Julian was a different type compared to Ryan.

I couldn’t gauge the raw strength of his power, but his ability to control it was second to none.

Moreover, his attributes weren’t as compatible with mine as Ryan’s were.

The tricks I had used earlier likely wouldn’t work against him.

However, Julian didn’t seem inclined to continue fighting. After securing Ryan’s safety, he calmly spoke.

“Let’s hear what you have to say.”

“What? Julian, are you out of your mind?”

“Ryan. Calmly assess the situation. A desperate battle here would benefit no one.”

It seemed Julian had concluded, after seeing me easily overpower Ryan, that aligning with Henesia’s side wouldn’t lead to victory.

“I want you to clarify the situation. Two nations have been harmed because of the two individuals behind you, yet no one can pinpoint a clear motive for their actions. What happened in those attacks?”

“…..”

He was surprisingly rational.

This development was unexpected, but I had no reason to refuse if it meant avoiding further conflict.

After all, recklessly resorting to necromancy here would only attract unwanted attention from Hades.

“I know them, yes. But I had no idea they were the ones who attacked the U.S. and Russia.”

“What nonsense! Such absurd claims—”

“Did you say Paulson of America? Calm down. What she said is probably true.”

Paulson, dispatched by the authorities, was outraged by my words, but Julian stopped him once again.

Even Paulson could not argue further against the hunter known as Seven Stars and fell silent.

“Then, my next question. Just what exactly are they? We requested cooperation from every country in the international organization, but we couldn’t find any matching information.”

For Julian, this was likely the most puzzling aspect.

It didn’t need much explanation—those two people weren’t from Earth to begin with.

But figuring out how to explain this was proving difficult.

At that moment, Astride, who had been quietly observing from behind, stepped forward.

“…I met the teacher over there. We only arrived on this planet a few days ago, so it’s natural you wouldn’t know about us.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“…We’re the same as those you call returnees.”

While her explanation wasn’t detailed, Julian seemed to grasp what Astride was trying to convey.

For the first time, he looked visibly surprised and said, “Is that truly possible?”

“…There may be complex variables depending on the situation, but at least for us, it was possible.”

Artificial interdimensional travel was possible. That fact alone was enough to cause an uproar.

Julian fell into deep thought for a moment before speaking again.

“It doesn’t seem like a lie. Believing that would explain the previous incidents as well.


The attack must have occurred because you were unfamiliar with this world.”

“What, you actually make sense. We weren’t trying to cause any trouble. Things just happened to unfold that way,”

Henasia, standing nearby, spoke brazenly, and Astride nodded reluctantly.

The two seemed to have realized that achieving their goal of finding me made it unwise to stir up further conflicts with this society.

“Then, can you promise not to create any more unnecessary disturbances?”

“As long as we’re not bothered, sure.”

“Good. I’ll persuade the higher-ups. However, I ask that you maintain at least minimal communication through a recognized country from now on.”

“Understood.”

The conversation progressed astonishingly quickly, to the point that it was hard to believe these were the same people prepared for a life-or-death battle moments ago.

It seemed I wasn’t the only one thinking this, as other hunters, apart from Julian and Ryan, openly expressed their objections.

“What an absurd farce. Since when did you have such authority?”

“This insults the other hunters here and the nations they represent. Would you say the same before Russia?”

“You speak of two powerful figures with no affiliations and unknown origins, who you yourselves claimed could pose a threat to global stability.”

Their arguments weren’t entirely wrong, so there was little to refute.

Curious about Julian’s reaction, I looked his way, only to sense an ominous aura emanating from him.

“…How utterly ignorant. If you have a brain, think about what benefits the nation.”

“What… what did you say?”

“I will not entertain further objections here. If you have grievances, raise them through official channels.”

It was an act of absolute authority, but something about it also seemed tinged with urgency.

Yet, knowing his strength, the other hunters exchanged uneasy glances but refrained from stepping forward.

Astride delivered the final blow.

“…Let me make one thing clear: we’re not afraid of you.”

With that, she drew a sword from her waist, swung it elegantly, and sheathed it again.

Shrrk!

Clang.

Then, something astonishing happened.

“What… what is this?”

The hunters, who had been contacting their respective factions, all suddenly experienced communication failures.

“…How is this possible?”

“I didn’t sense any skills being used!”

“There was no magical reaction either. She just swung her sword.”

To be precise, they weren’t entirely wrong.

The mana she used was so refined and restrained that it was imperceptible to their level of understanding.

The earlier demonstration, while not a straightforward display of raw power, left a deep impression on the hunters, instilling a significant sense of caution.

In the end, they could do nothing but watch as the situation concluded without further resistance.

‘…….’

Amid the chaos, I cast a meaningful glance at Julian.

Though uncertain, I sensed he was hiding something.

Looking closer, there was a faint, almost imperceptible presence lingering around him.


His sudden change in attitude and inexplicable urgency earlier likely had something to do with it.

‘Well, no matter.’

It was intriguing, but not something I needed to concern myself with immediately.

“…Teacher.”

After all, there were far more pressing matters to address for now.
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The Seven Stars of Germany, Julian Czenviltz.

He had a secret—one he had never told anyone else.

“…As you instructed, I’ve withdrawn for now, Thesius.”

“Well done. Fortunately, the worst-case scenario was avoided.”

On the day now known as the “Day of Change” by everyone, Julian faced a life-threatening crisis but gained a remarkable chance encounter.

The key to his survival was none other than Thesius, a soul from another dimension.

‘I thought I was done for…’

By a twist of fate, Thesius crossed dimensions.

With his help, Julian narrowly escaped death.

From that day forward, Julian lived alongside Thesius, learning and inheriting much from him.

Thesius became not only his sole mentor but also his family.

During the recent battle, Thesius said something particularly striking: never make an enemy of Baek Eunha.

‘He’s never drawn such a clear line before.’

It was clear that Thesius had recognized something extraordinary in Baek Eunha.

As Julian cast a questioning gaze, Thesius, in his spectral form, spoke in a low voice.

-You must have sensed it too, Julian. She’s different.

“Yes. I definitely felt an unusual aura.”

-I haven’t fully grasped it either, but in a fleeting moment, I saw it. The enormous presence residing within her.

“An enormous presence?”

It was the first time Julian had heard such an expression from Thesius.

This was the same Thesius who had dismissed cursed treasures slumbering in dungeon ruins and the ancient colossus from an S-rank dungeon boss as trivial.

Yet, he now held something close to fear toward Baek Eunha.

The realization shook Julian deeply.

-To be honest, I still can’t believe it. Perhaps I imagined it. After all, it’s not a power a mere human could possibly obtain.

“…Are you saying her abilities are on that level?”

-Even on my home planet, I’ve never encountered such a being. If she were to unleash her true power, she could likely transform this entire planet into a land of death.

It was an entirely different scale.

To destroy an entire planet—Julian couldn’t even fathom the level of power that would require.

“Then, are you saying that even if you were to regain your physical body in its prime, you couldn’t defeat her?”

-That’s right. As much as I hate to admit it, her power is of a completely different nature. A being of her caliber wouldn’t be out of place being worshiped as a god somewhere.

If Baek Eunha truly possessed such power, it was understandable why Thesius had urgently stopped the fight.

For now, Julian was far from being able to contend with her.

“Still, I didn’t feel that kind of overwhelming power from her. Even against Ryan, she didn’t seem particularly dominant.”

-That part puzzles me as well. She didn’t seem to be holding back her strength, nor did she strike me as the type to go easy on someone.

But regardless, she’s someone you’re better off avoiding. Don’t cross paths with her if you can help it.

“Yes, I’ll keep that in mind.”

Thesius had never spoken carelessly before.

Thus, Julian decided to maintain a favorable attitude toward Baek Eunha, at least for now.

And he resolved one thing: if an unexpected calamity involving her ever occurred, he would lay down his life to protect the people.

#

At Baek Seoha’s home near Ilsandong, the usual tranquility had given way to chaos as an unprecedented number of people gathered.

Xavier, Yessiel, Song Hayeon, Lee Jicheol, Henesia, and Astrid.

Now, even officials hastily dispatched from the Korean Hunter Association and the government had joined.

The topic of everyone’s conversation was none other than Henesia and Astrid.

“So, it’s been handled somehow?”

“Yes, that’s correct. Surprisingly, both nations have conveyed that they will not pursue any charges for past incidents as long as no further issues arise.

It is believed that Julian, the Seven Star of Germany, may have had some influence in this decision.”

“Is there even a reason to go that far? I don’t understand.”

Apparently, I wasn’t the only one who thought this way, as most of those present nodded in agreement.

Among them, the one who showed the most confusion was none other than Xavier.

“I’ve encountered Julian a few times before. However, his actions now are a bit different from the person I knew.”

“…It seems that he, too, must have his own thoughts on the matter.”

Though it piqued my curiosity, it was ultimately meaningless to dwell on it now.

Having reached this conclusion, we quickly moved on to discussing the next topic.

“In conclusion, other countries are of the stance that they would like South Korea to take responsibility for the safety and welfare of the two individuals.

However, the opinions of the two individuals themselves are still uncertain…”

“Is there really anything to think about? After all, it’s where the professor belongs.”

“…I don’t mind. Let’s do it that way.”

“Th-thank you very much!”

Perhaps it was a much more troubling matter than expected, as the government officials expressed their gratitude to Henesia and Astride several times.

Indeed, regardless of their actual relationship, simply taking the two in would greatly elevate South Korea’s stature.

After all, these two were individuals who had not only fought against the Seven Stars in unofficial battles but had actually gained the upper hand.

Moreover, now that the truth was known, there was a clear way to keep them in check.

Even though decades had passed since we parted on Thebes, they were still individuals who would listen to my words without question.

“Still, it’s surprising. Who would have thought artificial dimensional transfer was even possible…”

“Why wouldn’t it be? I came here that way myself.”

“Pardon?”

At those words, both the vice president of the association and the government officials turned to look at me with eyes full of disbelief.

Oh, did I not mention this before?

“Mr. Baek Eun-ha, didn’t you return to Earth the same way as other returnees?”

“Honestly, I’m unfamiliar with that term. From my perspective, there wasn’t even the slightest hint of being sent back after a hundred years.”

What an unfair system.

Some return automatically to Earth and live in luxury, while I had to endure countless trials and errors over an endless stretch of time, only to finally return with various side effects.

What kind of discriminatory treatment is this?

“I see… Would it be alright to report this information to the higher-ups?”

“Do whatever you want. It’s not like it’s a secret.”

“This raises a lot of questions. If what you’re saying is true, then it suggests the possibility that someone else might independently cross over to Earth…”

Indeed, if we’re considering the possibility, that would be correct.

I had crossed over, as had Astride and Henesia.


There was no guarantee that someone else from another planet wouldn’t make their way to Earth.

However, the probability was extremely low.

On this matter, Henesia firmly expressed her opinion.

“In our case, we had clear coordinates and a collaborator. Dimensional transfer is an incredibly delicate field.

If someone isn’t inherently connected to this planet, they wouldn’t be able to cross over with a clear purpose.”

“Well, that’s a relief…”

At that moment, Seoha, who had been silently listening to the conversation, spoke up.

“Then, what about dungeons? As an outsider, it seems to me that dimensional transfer is quite similar to the emergence of dungeons.”

This presented a new perspective. However, it was also something I had vaguely considered before.

Knowing that Seoha was my family, Henesia responded with a slightly softened demeanor.

“The phenomena related to dungeons are indeed intriguing.

While I haven’t experienced it myself and can’t say for certain, in this case, it’s likely that the opposing party already has clear coordinates and pathways to Earth, along with a specific purpose.”

“So, are you suggesting that the dungeon phenomena might be a form of invasion by external forces?”

“I didn’t go that far. But if you think about it in the simplest terms, it could appear that way. At the very least, it’s probably not a natural phenomenon.”

In the end, it became evident that the emergence of dungeons was an artificial occurrence, just as many experts had argued.

On this point, I shared Henesia’s opinion.

“My, my… It seems today has been full of unexpected and shocking revelations.”

“If there truly exists someone capable of causing such phenomena, just how immense must their power be…”


As the atmosphere grew heavy, Henesia clapped her hands, redirecting attention and lightening the mood.

“Let’s not overthink it. It’s all just speculation, anyway. For now, I’d appreciate it if everyone could give us some space. We have a lot to discuss.”

“…That does seem for the best.”

Since the conversation was winding down, the outsiders began to bid their farewells and return to their respective places.

Each of them, no doubt, carried countless complex thoughts within them.
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After everyone had left, we spent quite a while catching up on the stories we had missed.

Most of them were about what had happened in Thebes after I left.

“…You were like a kind of suppressant. For a while, things were pretty chaotic.”

From what I heard, the neighboring nations, which had been holding back due to my presence, began engaging in mind games, and the strong powers that had been waiting for an opportunity also started making moves.

“So you guys filled in that gap, and then met with Cerezia to try dimensional travel again?”

“Exactly. And it’s all because someone decided to leave the planet without so much as an explanation or farewell.”

“…..”

Feeling guilty in many ways about that, I subtly averted my gaze.

“Still, Cerezia wouldn’t have easily agreed to help, would she? Dimensional travel isn’t exactly a simple task.”

“We annoyed her for a few days until she finally gave in and helped us.”

“…Well, I can sort of imagine how that went.”

Even so, it’s impressive.

While she acted submissive in front of me, Cerezia was inherently a being with power so immense that she was called a demigod.

Even if it was a request from the two people she knew through me, she wouldn’t have easily agreed to it.

For that to have been possible, it must mean…

‘Their skills have likely grown to a level even Cerezia couldn’t ignore.’

Well, these two didn’t seem to feel any real sense of crisis even when fighting two of the Seven Stars.

They might even have a few hidden trump cards up their sleeves.

“Oh, that reminds me, there’s something I wanted to ask.”

“Ask us?”

It was a question I’d been pondering for a while now, about the leader of Hades.

“…It turned out that they seemed to know me from Thebes.”

 “That doesn’t ring a bell for me.”

“…Yeah. You don’t talk much about yourself, after all.”

As I thought, neither Henesia nor Astride seemed to have any particularly useful information.

I sighed and asked the last question that came to mind.

“Then, do you know anything about the name Gideon?”

It was information I had previously received from Ji-cheol Lee, referring to an ancient being that Hades was allegedly trying to summon.

The moment they heard the name, the expressions on the two people’s faces suddenly changed.

“Looks like you’ve got something.”

“Of course… wait, don’t tell me you don’t know? That’s impossible…”

Henesia’s reaction was even more intense and strange than I had anticipated.

When I looked at her with a puzzled expression, as if asking what she was talking about, Henesia continued, her eyes filled with disbelief.

“Gideon, that Gideon. The legendary necromancer.”

“Legendary?”

Hearing that, I did feel like something was vaguely coming to mind.

I hadn’t paid it much attention, but it was true that the other side also had numerous necromancers famous enough to be recorded in history books.

In other words, Gideon must have been one of them.

But her explanation didn’t stop there.

“Come on, how could you forget that you were the one who destroyed the Gilder Ruins?”

“The Gilder what? Me?”

“…Yeah. You definitely did it. Muttering something like ‘The greatest necromancer, my foot.’”

As they spoke with certainty, I racked my brain to recall the past.

My memories were still vague, but it did seem like something of the sort had happened.

“Well, I’ve destroyed so many things…”

“This is unbelievable. Do you have any idea how much chaos that caused?

They called it a blasphemous desecration, and for a while, attackers from that school kept coming after you.”

“…Oh?”

Finally, it started coming back to me. They were right—it had indeed been my doing.

“Oh, the northern-style necromancy’s origin. Was that guy’s name Gideon?”

It hadn’t been particularly memorable, so I hadn’t bothered to recall it.

Which made sense—why would I need to remember the name of someone from the distant past who had already died long ago?

In any case, one thing became clear: the leader of Hades must have been a necromancer from Thebes, just like me.

“Wait, are you saying they’re going to resurrect that Gideon? Is that really possible?”

“…This could be a major problem.”

“What’s the big deal? If he’s resurrected, we’ll just fight him.”

Despite my words, the two didn’t seem to feel reassured.

“But Gideon is truly a mythical figure, like something out of a storybook.”

“…The legends about him are extensive.”

The two then started reciting the chronicles of his life that they had read as children.

They spoke of how Gideon, after losing his beloved, completely burned down a royal palace, hunted countless monsters—including a three-headed dragon—and eventually met the king of the underworld to bid his lover a final farewell.

“Aside from that, they said he could turn day into night with a single gesture, create an island over the sea, or summon undead larger than the empire’s castle…”

“Geez, how noisy. All of that is just from books. And most of it, I can do too.”

That wasn’t entirely wrong. After all, I did have the experience of destroying at least one kingdom.

Recalling that, the expressions of the two subtly shifted.

“Of course, teacher, you’ll surely be recorded in history books one day too.”

“Why does that sound a bit sarcastic?”

“Perhaps something like a walking catastrophe?”

After pondering for a moment, Henesia opened her mouth with a genuinely baffled expression.

“Honestly, I have no idea what would happen if you and Gideon were to fight.”

“What are you talking about? I’d obviously win.”

No matter how extraordinary Gideon might have been, he was a relic of the past, someone who had vanished into history.

Surely, hundreds or even thousands of years must have passed since his time.

It was inevitable that his knowledge would be outdated.

Besides, I had already surpassed the level of necromancy that any necromancer had ever achieved.

A necromancer who surpasses me in necromancy?

I could say with absolute certainty that such a person does not exist.

“As long as it’s the same necromancy, there’s no one better than me.”

At that almost arrogant conviction, Henesia and Astride gulped as they stared at me.


The faintly rising magical energy and the aura of death that felt so close to the brink of demise.

Looking at the two who faced it head-on, I threw out one last statement.

“Well, this works out perfectly. Honestly, I was kind of curious myself.”

“……”

“Just how much of a difference… would there be between the necromancy of a legendary necromancer and the necromancy I’ve perfected now… huh?”

As I continued speaking, I suddenly flailed my arms and collapsed onto the sofa, overwhelmed by a rising nausea.

And then panic set in.

‘This… this is… urgh…?’

It had been a long time since I felt it, but the sensation was unmistakable in my memory.

It was the symptom that struck when the side effects of dimensional travel hit.

‘But I activated the ring… didn’t I?’

With a shaky gaze, I looked down at my finger, only to see the stabilization ring, now cracked all over.

Before I could react, the ring shattered completely, scattering fragments onto the floor.

Crash!

Clatter.

“…Teacher? Are you okay?”

“What’s going on?”

The two rushed over, startled, but I weakly waved my hand, turning my head as I barely managed to force out a single sentence.

“Stay… stay at least ten meters away…”

For the first time in a long while, I found myself crawling under a blanket for survival.

#

“Brother? Are you feeling better?”

“…More or less.”

Seoha spoke to me with concern as I lay wrapped in blankets, curled up on the bed.

“I gave the two of them a brief explanation. For now, just rest. I’ll work with Helena to figure out the artifact as quickly as possible.”

That seemed like the best course for now.

But after pondering deeply, I shook my head and answered her.

“…No, it’s fine. I don’t need it anymore.”

“Huh? But just earlier—”

“I can’t keep going on like this.”

While wielding enormous power through necromancy, I’d momentarily recalled parts of my mindset from my days as a ruler.

When did I become this weak, someone so dependent on mere tools?

Without even realizing it, I’d grown attached to artifacts and had gradually grown accustomed to relying on them.

But this wasn’t the right path.

At least, not for me.

Ever since that fateful day I was sent to Thebes, I hadn’t lived this pathetically.

If I continued to rely on something to resolve side effects, that weakness would take root in me forever and never disappear.

‘Honestly, it’s easier to endure now than it used to be.’

The side effects were weaker this time; I’d just lost my composure because it had been so long.

If I faced them head-on, I was sure I could gradually overcome them.

“It’s time to shake this off for good.”

With renewed determination, I threw off the blanket, opened the door, and reached out to Astride, who was peeling an orange.

“Hold my hand.”

“…Teacher?”

“Just do it. Quickly.”

Even now, I could surprisingly hold conversations just fine.

If I could manage this, then physical contact should be doable as well.


Whether Astride understood my intention or not, she tilted her head in confusion before pulling me tightly into an embrace.

And then—

Thud. Clang!

“Urgh… ughhhh…”

The physical contact, much more overwhelming than expected, left me retching and spending quite a while in the bathroom.
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To put it briefly, my aversion has indeed improved significantly compared to before.

Perhaps due to excessive use of the ring recently, I had an intense reaction when the side effects first returned.

However, once I calmed down a bit, I could feel the difference.

“Oppa, are you really okay?”

“I-I can manage.”

Right now, I’m walking down a quiet roadside with Seoha.

Occasionally, passersby or local kids would walk by, but surprisingly, the side effects weren’t as intense as before.

I just felt unsettled and couldn’t quite calm down.

‘…It has definitely improved.’

It could be thanks to my increased level or because I’ve experienced higher realms repeatedly through necromancy.

Either way, just seeing the possibility of improvement is a tangible achievement.

“Mom! That unnie’s hair is white!”

“Oh my, don’t be rude and say things like that.”

“Hiccup.”

Of course, I still have a long way to go before overcoming these issues completely.

Trying to suppress the sudden hiccups, I clung to Seoha.

“Should we head back now?”

“L-Let’s take one more lap.”

Standing idle won’t solve anything.

Deciding to face it head-on, I resolved myself and took one more lap around the neighborhood before heading back home.

Thud.

Lying sprawled on the couch, completely exhausted, I noticed Seoha looking at me with a proud expression.

Well, this might be the first time I’ve been this active on my own since returning to Earth, without relying on anything else for support.

Moreover, today, I didn’t cover my face with clothes or intentionally avoid areas with people.

Compared to the past, this is truly a remarkable improvement.

“…Come to think of it, how much strength have you regained now?”

Seoha, seemingly reminded of something, asked casually while tidying her clothes.

I turned my head to answer.

“About 20%, maybe.”

“…Your current state?”

Since reality isn’t a game, it’s hard to measure exact figures, but roughly speaking, that seemed accurate.

On a normal day, 20%; when using necromancy, it surged to nearly 50%.

Considering I managed to give Lion a hard time with just 20% of my strength, there were likely no ordinary hunters left who could match me.

‘Julian, huh? That guy was pretty strong.’

Recalling the ominous presence I sensed from him at the end, I figured it’d be good to at least remember his name.

But more troubling than that was Hades’ plan to revive Gideon.

“How’s it looking now?”

“Helena said their movements have stopped again, but…”

At the same time, Helena said that the next time Hades revealed himself, it would likely be the moment they executed their plan.

If that’s true, then the final confrontation isn’t far off.

“Will it be okay? From what I’ve heard, it doesn’t sound like they’ll be an easy opponent.”

“No problem. Whoever it is, they’re no match for me now.”

I’m absolutely confident in the realm I’ve achieved.

Even if Gideon was once the strongest necromancer in history, he isn’t anymore.

Rising from the couch, my body finally calm, I grabbed a piece of jelly from the table and chewed on it.

As I thought about completely severing ties with Hades and his loathsome group this time.

#

A block away from Baek Eunha’s apartment.

Sitting there absentmindedly, Astride seemed deep in thought, prompting Henesia to ask:

“Why are you so worked up? Is something bothering you?”

Thanks to the Korean government’s cooperation, Henesia had acquired extensive knowledge about this world and now understood its workings better than most locals.

The two of them had already established themselves as hunters in Korea, with the government and the association shielding them from people seeking to exploit dimensional travel or the planet Thebes.

In other words, there wasn’t much to worry about anymore.

They just had to live according to this world’s rules and pursue whatever they wanted to do.

“Is it because of Gideon?”

Indeed, if it was about that, even Henesia couldn’t help but feel concerned.

A figure of legend, like something out of a storybook.

What would happen if such a person were to be resurrected and return to life was beyond anyone’s imagination.

However, Astride quietly shook her head.

“…I was just momentarily surprised. I’m not particularly interested in that.”

Perhaps that was a reaction typical of Astride.

She was someone who had crushed even the strongest warriors in Thebes without batting an eye.

She likely had been genuinely startled about Gideon but wasn’t feeling fear or hesitation.

“Then what is it? You’ve been like this all morning, you know?”

“…Sorry. I was so focused I didn’t realize how much time had passed.”

What could possibly have caused her to become so deep in thought? Henesia had no idea.

Still, if something had shaken Astride to this extent, it likely had to do with their teacher.

As expected, Astride soon got up from her seat and softly spoke to Henesia.

“I’ll be back soon.”

“Do whatever. If you’re late, I’ll eat dinner without you.”

Clatter.

With that, Astride opened the window and disappeared in an instant.

Even though it was common sense to use the door to leave, it seemed she’d already forgotten.

‘Honestly, what could be bothering her so much?’

Astride wasn’t one to express herself much, making it even harder to figure out.

But perhaps, when she returned, she would explain it one way or another.

Having grown used to such moments, Henesia sighed lightly and closed the window Astride had left open.

On its outer surface, she left a magical note that instructed her to enter through the front door.

#


“So, why are you here all of a sudden?”

I asked awkwardly, looking at Astride, who had barged in out of nowhere.

While a one-on-one conversation was now manageable, it was still a bother nonetheless.

…Come to think of it, something was strange. I didn’t experience avoidance symptoms toward returnees.

Technically speaking, Astride wasn’t a returnee, but it was clear she wasn’t an earthly being like the rest of us.

Why did I feel this uneasiness toward her, then? I couldn’t figure it out.

‘No, maybe…’

It seemed absurd, but perhaps the possibility I was considering was the reason.

While I was lost in thought, Astride spoke to me in a serious tone.

“Teacher, that thing.”

“That thing?”

Astride raised her finger and pointed directly at me.

Only then did I realize what she meant.

She was referring to the chain of seals binding my soul.

“…Should I cut it?”

I was a bit taken aback.

I had mentioned before that my power was sealed, but I hadn’t gone into the details.

In other words, Astride had perceived such a profound aspect of my condition entirely on her own.

Surprised by her unexpected words, I changed my expression to a more serious one and replied.

“Y-you want to cut this?”

“…Yes. Whatever causal relationship it’s tied to, I don’t like it. It keeps bothering me.”

Her words carried significant weight. And I quickly understood the conclusion she had reached regarding this seal.

That’s why I responded without hesitation.

“No. Just leave it be.”

“…Why?”

First, there was no guarantee she could completely destroy the seal.

Of course, Astride must have felt confident in her abilities, but the seal on me was far beyond human comprehension.

And secondly, I had no intention of entrusting my fate to someone else.

I trusted only my own strength. That had been my way of life ever since I fell to Thebes.

Lastly, the most important reason:

“I don’t intend to break it right now.”

Even if the seal could be forcibly undone, I didn’t want to do so at the moment.

This decision was actually a recent change in my mindset.

Before, I would have gotten rid of such an annoying thing as soon as possible.


But now, I instinctively understood the intent behind the seal and its significance through everything I’d experienced so far.

For once, I decided to trust that intent.

I would steadily grow stronger and gradually reclaim my original power.

‘…Thinking about what comes after would be a matter for another time.’

That was the decision I had made for now.
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It has already been a year and a half since I returned to Earth from Thebes and awakened for the first time.

Although a considerable amount of time has passed, and my relationships with those around me have undergone drastic changes, the task at hand remains largely the same.

I explore dungeons, hunt monsters, and level up.

Following this simple principle, I have been clearing A-rank and B-rank dungeons one after another.

While resting at home, I contacted Joseph to exchange various bits of information.

“They definitely seem to appear much more frequently now than before. High-rank dungeons, I mean.”

[Of course. As I mentioned last time, it’s not just your imagination—there’s been a rapid increase in the numbers. Compared to two years ago, it’s already tripled.]

“What about S-rank dungeons?”

[There haven’t been any noticeable changes there yet. There’s a lot of speculation about the reasons, but it ultimately boils down to the fact that it’s not time yet.]

Well, that’s a valid point.

Just like in games, the difficulty tends to rise gradually from the lower levels up.

However, the situation I’m sensing feels a bit different.

‘Even compared to just a few months ago, the energy concentration on Earth has become noticeably denser.’

Especially recently, the rate of increase has been so steep that I can feel the changes daily.

It’s to the extent that even compared to large-scale dungeons in the U.S. or the S-rank dungeon incident in Korea not long ago, there’s a clear difference.

In other words, I believe Earth is already prepared to accept stronger and larger dungeons.

‘If my prediction is correct, perhaps soon…’

It seems highly likely that S-rank dungeons will also appear in much greater numbers, just like other dungeon grades.

In the future, humanity might even face dungeons of an unprecedented level that it has never experienced before.

When I shared my thoughts, Joseph responded with a slightly nervous expression.

[As horrifying as it sounds, I can’t shake the feeling that it’s not just a delusion.]

The statistics supported this.

Dungeons were changing. They had been for some time, and the pace had accelerated recently.

No one knew what direction this would ultimately take, but everyone agreed on one thing: humanity was being driven into increasingly dangerous situations.

And Joseph and I weren’t the only ones with such thoughts.

“…No matter how I think about it, doesn’t this seem strange?”

At an emergency strategy meeting hosted by the British Hunter Association, Albert, the association’s president, pointed to the data he had prepared and posed questions to the high-ranking officials gathered in the room.

“Just last month, there were 163 B-rank dungeons and 37 A-rank dungeons. What do you think?”

“The rate of increase is significant. It’s almost as if the previous numbers were false.”

“No matter how I look at it, the recent situation is bizarre. What on earth is going on?”

Unlike in the past, when participants would take any opportunity to argue and criticize one another, this time, everyone spoke in a tone of shared concern.

Albert nodded gravely and flipped to the next screen.

“Frankly, what’s even more unusual is the significant decrease in D-rank dungeon occurrences.”

Last month, there were 489 D-rank dungeons, but this month, the number dropped dramatically to 187.

And this was undeniably strange.

Last year, there were often months when the number of D-rank dungeons in the UK exceeded 1,000.

“Do you all understand what this figure implies?”

Albert’s question brought a moment of silence to the room.

Soon, a middle-aged female parliamentarian broke the silence with a low voice.

“D-rank dungeons might disappear entirely. In other words, the lower limit for dungeon occurrences is rising.”

“Exactly. Before long, you won’t find a single D-rank dungeon in the UK. Instead, higher-level dungeons will fill the void.”

It was a frightening statement.

Even with the current state of dungeons, there were already consistent casualties every year just to keep them under control.

The raw numbers might not fully convey the reality, but at this very moment, people were falling victim to dungeons and monsters somewhere.

As everyone sighed deeply, Senator Wilson, who had been sitting with his arms crossed, spoke hesitantly.

“If the lowest grade disappears, does that mean there’s a possibility of a new grade appearing above the existing ones?”

“What?”

“I mean, is it possible for a new classification to emerge above S-rank?”

Wilson’s slightly speculative statement made most of the officials tilt their heads in confusion.

However, upon further thought, it didn’t seem entirely implausible.

If the lower limit of dungeon grades was rising, it made sense that the upper limit might also rise.

High-ranking members of the association and parliament began to collectively imagine the possibility.

A dungeon that could shatter the existing standard of S-rank, threatening the UK with an unprecedented level of danger.

“Ha… ha…”

It was nothing short of a disaster. It was a thought too terrifying to even entertain.

‘Up until now, the worst dungeon to appear on Earth has been S2-rank.’

At that time, even that was just an assumption due to the lack of clear standards, and it was not a definitive record.

Above that rank, it was literally an unknown figure—an empty placeholder, so to speak, decided upon in case a dungeon more powerful than the S2 rank appeared.

However, now, it seems like a dungeon that truly requires such a rank may soon emerge.

“…Phew, I believe the seriousness of the situation has been adequately conveyed by now.

It’s not something we can intervene in anyway.

Let’s focus on speeding up our strategies in line with the increasing rate of dungeon appearances.”

That was the correct response.

The council members nodded in agreement, moving on to the next agenda item, earnestly exchanging their opinions.

All the while, fervently hoping that the worst-case scenario would not become reality.

#

Recently, Baek Eun-ha’s actions had been exceptionally shocking.

Out of nowhere, she headed to a massive S-rank dungeon in the U.S., becoming an international fugitive, only to resolve all the issues and boldly return as South Korea’s fifth S-rank hunter.

Then, she cleared an S4-rank dungeon, which appeared in Korea for the first time in four years, with a party of just three people.

Although her companions were Yessiel and Xavier, her performance was undeniably impressive.

‘After that, she got involved in a major political battle with the Western powers for no apparent reason.’

The incidents with Henesia’s group, members of Seven Stars, and various nations were distorted to some extent when relayed to the general public.

Of course, openly admitting that the issue involved humans from another dimension would have caused chaos.

It was a natural precaution for global organizations.

In the end, the story became that Baek Eun-ha, entangled in the incident with Henesia and Astride, who were unregistered, unidentified awakened beings, had successfully brought them under South Korea’s hunter system.

This was largely due to the strong influence of Julian Czenviltz, the hunter known as one of the Seven Stars.

-Baek Eun-ha was, in a way, a lucky charm.

-She was a troublemaker, but everything seemed to resolve positively in the end.

At this point, wasn’t it clear that she simply had extraordinary talent?


-Ah, whether she’s a hidden experiment or part of some conspiracy, I don’t care anymore.

What matters is that we’re now a hunter superpower, lol.

Having brought in not one but two S-rank hunters, there wasn’t a single citizen who disliked this outcome.

Although baseless speculations and rumors were spreading across Korea and various countries, it no longer mattered to most of the people.

Naturally, Baek Eun-ha, the central figure in all of this, was now regarded as a near-national hero across online communities.

From the association’s perspective, they had also fully recognized Baek Eun-ha’s formidable strength.

Naturally, they were not even considering anything that might upset her.

As such, Baek Eun-ha continued to confidently take on high-rank dungeons and rapidly gain experience, without paying attention to anyone else.

However, due to these developments, a faction discontented with Baek Eun-ha began to form.

Most of them were guilds across Korea that had suffered losses due to the excessive allocation of dungeons to Baek Eun-ha.

Bang!

“Is this even acceptable? No matter how much of an S-rank hunter she is, no one has ever wielded such tyranny before!”

“No matter how much we voice our complaints, the association only repeats that it’s a fair reward and remains completely unresponsive otherwise. They’re clearly all in cahoots!”

“Shouldn’t we band together as well? Why should we endure this treatment when this country is running thanks to our efforts?”

Of course, not all major guilds agreed with this sentiment.


Guilds like Cheongbaek, who were aware of Baek Eun-ha’s capabilities, and allied guilds close to her, expressed no dissatisfaction.

They believed that there was no point in stepping forward and risking everything, and that it was enough to maintain their current position within a Korea safeguarded by such a powerful figure.

Still, even with those considerations, there were surprisingly many guilds that shared the same grievance.

They wasted no time getting to work—starting with swaying public opinion and gradually taking bolder steps from there.

The moment the major guilds, which had previously dominated parts of Korea, turned their attention to targeting Baek Eun-ha, everything was set in motion.
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Ding! Ding!

Ding!

[Master, did you see the article?]

[The situation feels similar to last time.]

[The guilds might be pulling some strings again this time.]

As I was sitting in the living room, crunching on scorched rice and watching the news, urgent messages started pouring in from Song Ha-yeon.

The content of the messages, honestly, was pretty much what I had anticipated.

‘Well, it was about time for something to come up.’

In the past two weeks alone, I cleared more than twenty dungeons.

Most of them were ranked B or higher.

When I had nothing else to do, I even cleared two dungeons at once.

Naturally, dissatisfaction among other guilds capable of tackling high-ranking dungeons would’ve reached its peak by now.

After all, if they couldn’t clear dungeons, they couldn’t gain opportunities for growth or reap any of the associated benefits.

But what could I do about that?

Equal growth? Fair opportunities?

Even if I held back and tried to let the other guilds take their share, none of them would ever measure up to me.

The association knew this as well, which is why they supported me as much as they could.

‘Besides, the public is on my side anyway.’

Who am I?

I’m the one who’s already cleared two S-rank dungeons, resurrected a dead Chaehwa-in, exposed America’s conspiracy, and used my exceptional connections to bring not one but two S-rank hunters to Korea.

Practically a national hero. Someone deserving of admiration from everyone.

Any attempts to undermine my skyrocketing popularity would be futile with anything short of a groundbreaking scheme.

That’s why I didn’t pay attention to their antics. I figured they’d eventually get tired and back off if I simply ignored them and focused on my work.

However, history has proven that propaganda and misinformation are some of the most powerful tools available.

A few days later, I found myself frowning in discomfort as I watched public opinion take a drastic turn.

【Professor Jang of Gyeongyeong University: “One person, multiple dungeons—what is truly in the best interest of the nation and its people is obvious.”】

【Ryu Do Guild Master Jang Man-pil: “We respect high-ranking hunters, but in real situations, the roles of many hunters are essential.”】

【Choi Jung-seok, Team Leader of the Association’s Management Response Team 1, discusses the proper allocation of resources.】

Self-proclaimed experts all seemed to agree that efficiency and practicality were key, claiming the guilds’ arguments made sense.

Even citizens who had previously shown no interest were gradually swept up by the tide, swayed by these seemingly plausible opinions.

Well, they weren’t entirely wrong.

There are a lot of dungeons, and it’s impossible to dispatch high-ranking hunters to every single one.

-Yeah. There’ve been over ten dungeons near my neighborhood, but I’ve never seen an A-rank hunter or higher even once.

-When it comes to tackling high-ranking dungeons, sure, but it’s ultimately the hunters below that level who bear responsibility for the safety of the majority.

Efficiency and safety—two keywords that are naturally sensitive topics for the general public.

To citizens who didn’t fully understand the details of the situation, the experts’ arguments seemed all the more compelling.

In the end, public opinion shifted, and people began urging the Hunter Association to implement reasonable regulations to address the controversy.

Various online communities, most of the public opinion, and even public broadcasters echoed similar sentiments, subtly criticizing me.

Some of the more extreme opinions went so far as to label me as a selfish rogue who acted recklessly and thought only of myself.

Watching this series of reactions unfold, I suppressed my growing irritation and called Seo Da-hye, the vice-president of the association.

“…Yes, Baek Eun-ha?”

“Seo, don’t tell me you’re falling for that nonsense too?”

“Of course not. We’re doing everything we can on our end. However, the public reaction is just too intense…”

In other words, if push came to shove, even the association wouldn’t be able to do much.

I hung up the phone irritably, frowning deeply as I paced back and forth in the living room.

‘These pigs, seriously…’

It was an open secret that the large guilds had been exploiting implicit agreements to hoard everything they could for themselves.

And yet, they were throwing a tantrum just because I cleared a few dungeons?

‘…Annoying.’

I could’ve brushed it off as bad luck and moved on, but the more I thought about it, the more it infuriated me.

I’d gone out of my way to handle everything for them and ensure their safety, and yet here they were, daring to stand tall against me as if they had any real authority?

Strictly speaking, most of the guilds in Korea were categorized as “non-combat capable” by my standards.

In front of a truly skilled individual, they were nothing more than useless insects, like fallen leaves on the roadside.

Even if just one person like Lion, who I easily trounced, showed up, all the Korean guilds would be wiped out.

If people like Seoha, Lee Ji-cheol, or Choi Ha-min joined forces, they might stand a chance, but everyone else would be completely out of the picture.

After hours of venting my frustration, I eventually wore myself out and felt drained.

What followed was a familiar sense of emptiness wrapping around my entire body.

At the same time, one thought unconsciously surfaced in my mind.

“Fine. Let them handle it themselves.”

I’ll make it clear—I won’t intervene in whatever crisis unfolds in Korea from now on.

I’ll make sure to warn Henesia and Astride firmly as well.

Whether an S-rank dungeon appears or a break occurs and Seoul is destroyed, I’ll stay home and play games.

If that time comes, I wonder if the other guilds and the public will react the same way.

“Heh, heh heh.”

Deciding to put my wicked thoughts into action, I opened a shopping app, ordered various necessities, and crawled into my room to turn on the computer.

‘…Let’s see how well they manage on their own.’

There will be no negotiations.

Naturally, no compromises either.

Citizens swayed easily by public opinion?

I didn’t entirely fail to understand them, but drastic measures were necessary now.

“That’s just how it is. You don’t appreciate what you have until it’s gone.”

Everyone would now deeply realize just how pathetic Korea was without Baek Eun-ha.

#

Boom!

“Do you people even think?!”

“What?”

“What on earth is in your heads?”

Seo In-jae, a trusted aide of the Korean Hunter Association’s chairman, struggled to hide his frustration as he stepped into the center of the meeting room and continued speaking.

From what he had heard earlier, the room was filled with utterly foolish opinions that he could no longer tolerate.


Above all, seeing such individuals dominating even the core of the Association, which was supposed to act rationally, made the future look bleak.

“What exactly do you want? What have you learned from the incidents so far?”

“…You’re being rude. If you wish to express an opinion, do so with proper respect and decorum.”

The man speaking was Hwang Jung-gil, the leader of the faction opposing the chairman and the one who narrowly lost in the election for the chairman’s position.

He was essentially the main culprit disrupting the chairman’s atmosphere.

And, unsurprisingly, the conflict between Baek Eun-ha and the major guilds was at the heart of the matter.

“To be honest, isn’t he somewhat right? Are you dismissing the fundamental roles of guilds and the importance of low-rank hunters?”

“I have no intention of engaging in wordplay anymore. This shouldn’t even be a topic of debate.”

“On what basis are you saying that?”

Tired of the endless repetition, Seo In-jae decided to push the boundaries and addressed everyone in the meeting room, knowing it would stir controversy.

“The guilds that submitted complaints about this incident—there are thirty-four in total.”

“How long do you think it would take for Hunter Baek Eun-ha to annihilate them all?”

“W-what? Are you out of your mind?”

Everyone turned to Seo In-jae in shock, and some even frowned as if offended by the low-level remark.

However, Seo In-jae pressed on, unfazed.

“Probably less than a day. Perhaps even half a day.”

“Hah, what nonsense…”

“I’m sorry, but this is the Association’s clear and objective assessment.

And yet, you’re continuing to detonate bombs, using the complaints of a few guilds as leverage, in front of such a hunter.”

Baek Eun-ha, unpredictable as ever—if she were provoked by this matter, Seo In-jae couldn’t even begin to imagine the consequences.

“There’s no way that could actually happen…”

“It can. Have you been listening to the information we’ve shared so far, or have you let it all pass through your throat instead of your ears?

She’s already committed acts so far-fetched that this would be nothing.

Honestly, other guilds without even a single S-rank among them are utterly worthless in front of her.”

His words were far too harsh and reckless to come from someone in a senior position at the Association.

But precisely because of that, everyone could accept that Seo In-jae’s assessment was brutally honest.

#

As the atmosphere became increasingly strange, hesitation flickered across the faces of Hwang Jung-gil’s faction.

At that moment, Seo In-jae’s phone rang.

Ring ring.


Riiing.

Hearing the contents of the call, Seo In-jae’s expression twisted as if he had become a demon.

Without another word, he stormed out of the meeting room, slamming the door behind him.

Boom!

Those left behind were frozen, wearing bewildered expressions as they tried to break the tense silence with awkward coughs.
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Swallow.

Gulp.

Gulp.

“Heh heh, well done, everyone. Today’s success is thanks to our combined efforts.”

“That arrogant little brat couldn’t do a thing. From what I hear, she’s locked herself in her room, fuming with anger.”

“What can you do? No matter how much power she gains, in the end, she’s still just a kid.”

A restaurant filled with refined lighting and luxurious music—it was almost like a grand party was taking place.

Thunk.

“Phew! Now that we’ve joined forces like this, I can see it clearly. If we want to maintain our position in the world moving forward, we need to strengthen our ties even more.”

“Heh heh, I completely agree. Now that a powerful network has formed at the upper levels of the association, led by Baek Eun-ha, there’s no point in squabbling over petty gains.”

“You’re absolutely right. Strength is strength. But how ridiculous is it that we, who have been protecting and supporting South Korea all this time, are being disregarded?”

The guild leaders gathered at the banquet hall were busy celebrating their victory, all while harshly criticizing Baek Eun-ha and the association.

The atmosphere was completely festive—they had no doubt about their victory.

In reality, Baek Eun-ha had ceased to exert any authority over dungeon ownership, and the association was taking no particular action.

“The A4-rank dungeon that appeared in Daegu last week—we’ll be taking it.”

“Well, President Jung, you’re the right person for the job. I heard it’s a large-scale dungeon. Do you need any support?”

“Oh my, if you’re offering help, I’d be more than grateful.”

Now, they were dividing up the resources right in front of them, feasting on their spoils.

Meanwhile, the citizens, unaware of the reality, simply nodded in approval, believing the situation had been resolved in the right way.

They failed to realize the grim future that awaited.

And so, a week passed.

#

“President, our overall performance rate has risen by 20% compared to last week.

We’ve already exceeded our target, and if this trend continues through the end of the month, we can expect even greater results.”

“Good. Keep things running smoothly without any setbacks.”

Jung Hee-eun, the leader of Daehyeon—one of the nation’s major guilds.

Standing at the top, she looked down at her thriving guild headquarters, a subtle smile playing on her lips.

‘Teaming up with those snakes does make things easier.’

In truth, Daehyeon Guild wasn’t a long-established force. Until recently, they weren’t even capable of solo-raiding an A-rank dungeon.

But using her immense financial resources and personal connections as the daughter of Daehyeon Corporation, she had rapidly climbed to this position.

And one day, she aimed to gather even S-rank hunters and establish Daehyeon as the undisputed top guild in South Korea.

‘…At this rate, it’s more than possible.’

They could now comfortably clear mid-tier A-rank dungeons on their own.

As long as they continued securing dungeon ownership, dazzling success was practically guaranteed.

And right now, that wasn’t even a difficult task.

“The A4-rank small-scale dungeon in Gumi has been secured.”

“Everything is progressing smoothly. That level should be manageable with just Team 2. Have them prepare quickly and deploy.”

Another week passed, and Daehyeon Guild had achieved a staggering 200% increase in performance compared to the beginning of the month.

And another week later, that number had increased by an additional 1.5 times.

It was a success beyond all expectations.

However, by the following month, Jung Hee-eun and Daehyeon’s upper management couldn’t shake a growing sense of unease.

‘What the hell…?’

‘Why are the dungeons increasing so much?’

‘Two A-rank dungeons in our jurisdiction within a week? Does that even make sense?’

At first, it seemed like a blessing.

More dungeons to clear meant greater profits to be made.

But as the numbers continued to rise, nearly doubling, Daehyeon Guild suddenly found themselves struggling to keep up with dungeon ownership.

And this wasn’t a problem unique to them.

Bang!

“What do you mean?! You said you’d send reinforcements!”

[Ah… President Jung, I’m really sorry. But things are getting weird over here too.]

At first, she thought he might just be trying to use this as an excuse to eliminate a competitor.

But hearing the genuine distress in his voice, it didn’t seem like a lie.

And the statistics released by the association only confirmed it.

“What… What is this? The number of dungeons has exploded this much?!”

That wasn’t something that could simply be brushed off as a mere increase in numbers.

The size and level of dungeons, as well as the time it took for a break to occur—everything had become incomparably more complicated than before.

Large guilds that had formed alliances hurriedly requested support from the Association and nearby guilds to make up for the manpower shortage, but things didn’t go as smoothly as they had hoped.

From the start, only a limited number of guilds were capable of clearing high-level dungeons, and the majority of the remaining guilds had no intention of throwing their members into dungeons they had never even experienced before.

Naturally, the Association also responded that there was nothing they could do about it.

“Damn it, are they seriously trying to divide sides even in a situation like this?”

Despite their curses, the guilds in the alliance scrambled to gather manpower and began sealing off the dungeons.

It seemed that the notion of them having supported Korea all this time wasn’t entirely untrue, as their efforts did show some effectiveness.

However.

Much to their misfortune, the changes in the dungeons didn’t stop there.

Beep.
Beep.
Beep.

Beeeeeeep—!

“G-Gangnam, Seocho District! A dungeon has appeared! The reaction is huge! Estimated to be S-rank!”

It wasn’t exactly news, but currently, there were only eight S-rank hunters in all of Korea.

And not a single one of them belonged to the large guild alliance that had targeted Baek Eun-ha.

In other words, they had encountered a crisis that they were completely incapable of handling.

“It’s nothing to worry about. An S-rank dungeon is for S-rank hunters to deal with. It was never within our jurisdiction to begin with.”

Seo Gong-tae of Jucheon Guild, which was currently regarded as the most powerful force outside the top guilds, spoke, and the guild leaders in the alliance nodded in agreement.

They naturally assumed that Korea’s S-rank hunters would step up and clear the dungeon.

However, strangely enough, there was no movement.

Only Cheongbaek Guild, which had Baek Seo-ha and Choi Ha-min, showed some willingness to provide support, but the other S-rank hunters, including Baek Eun-ha, did not even respond.

‘N-no way…’

‘Surely, they aren’t reacting this way just because they’re upset about what happened before…?’

From their perspective, it was an utterly shocking development.


After all, Baek Eun-ha’s actions were essentially a move toward mutual destruction—an act that would shatter the public’s trust in everyone, not just her.

Yet, even when they tried to pressure the Association, nothing changed.

[That is beyond our control. Frankly speaking, even if we were to impose sanctions, they would simply take refuge in another country, where they would enjoy an even more luxurious treatment while continuing to showcase their skills.]

Bang!

“That little bastard dares…!”

“That’s an unbelievably irrational decision. Do they not realize this is a loss for both sides?”

“What should we do? As ridiculous as this is, if this continues to fuel public anxiety, we can’t ignore the damage on our end either.”

In response, the guild alliance decided to take drastic measures.

Through media manipulation, they criticized Baek Eun-ha’s irresponsibility while pooling their resources to hire foreign S-rank hunters.

The financial loss was so severe that it wiped out most of their profits for a while, but at least they succeeded in bringing in skilled veteran hunters to their raid team.

Naturally, this shifted public scrutiny onto Baek Eun-ha.

A flood of overwhelming criticism was directed at her, and public opinion quickly turned against her.

However, no matter how much time passed, Baek Eun-ha’s stance remained unchanged.

[Hunter Baek Eun-ha continues to maintain an uncooperative stance.]

[Anonymous source reveals, “She’s been spending most of her days gaming for the past month.”]

[Public outrage does not subside—now petitions are emerging.]


Amid the chaos, the citizens sought a target for their anger.

But eventually, they could only gape in shock and bewilderment at Baek Eun-ha’s next move.

[Exclusive report from P Corp: Baek Eun-ha and two unidentified S-rank hunters spotted leaving the country. Destination—Russia.]

Upon seeing this, the people finally recalled what kind of person Baek Eun-ha truly was.

When things went south, she was the type to charge headfirst into the situation—without hesitation, without compromise.
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“Oh my god, have you really already cleared the dungeon?”

“Y-yeah, I did.”

The Russian Association staff member, who had been staring at the disappearing gate with a look of disbelief, hurriedly picked up their phone and made a call.

“Yes, yes! That’s correct. The dungeon has been cleared.”

Then, turning back to me, they continued speaking.

“I’ve reported it. All the rewards we promised will be delivered shortly. And also, the Minister was wondering if you’d be available for dinner…”

“Ugh. Forget it. I’m leaving.”

With that, I summoned a flying undead and soared into the sky in an instant.

I had agreed to meet up with the Henesia team at the airport, so I should head in that direction.

‘It should be about time now.’

There was a perfectly rational reason why I had suddenly come to Russia and cleared this dungeon.

And if my predictions were correct, the effects should be starting to show by now.

Flap!

After finding a suitable landing spot, I dismounted from the undead griffon and headed toward the airport.

As I walked, I pulled out my phone and made a call to someone I had grown quite familiar with.

Ring… Ring… Click.

“H-How’s the reaction?”

[What do you mean, how? Just as expected. The public opinion is shifting immediately.]

Joseph’s report closely matched my expectations.

[Of course, the reaction in Russia is the most intense.]

Frankly speaking, my relationship with Russia wasn’t great.

I had previously clashed with Ivan, an S-rank hunter from Russia, during a major dungeon raid in the U.S.

And on top of that, there was the Henesia military base incident, which had practically put us in a semi-hostile relationship.

But this time, things were completely different.

Not only were the Russian people expressing their gratitude, but even high-ranking officials were showing their appreciation.

[Well, it’s not surprising. Russia’s been facing a severe manpower shortage lately.]

Despite its vast landmass, Russia actually had a surprisingly small number of elite hunters.

And just their luck—high-level dungeons had been appearing in rapid succession.

The Russian government must have been completely paralyzed, unable to find a proper response, while public anxiety kept rising.

At that critical moment, Henesia, Astride, and I had stepped in to provide support, allowing Russia to barely get the situation under control.

‘It’s kind of amusing.’

Ivan, who had dedicated his life to Russia, was now bedridden after taking on an S-rank dungeon.

Meanwhile, the public’s attention was solely focused on me.

But that’s just how the world works.

To the average citizen, the most important thing isn’t some righteous hero with strong convictions—it’s whoever can keep them safe in the moment.

And Koreans wouldn’t be any different.

‘They must be panicking by now.’

The sheer volume of praise pouring in from Russia in real-time was overwhelming.

I wasn’t just being hailed as a hero anymore—there was even talk about persuading me to naturalize as a Russian citizen.

Naturally, this meant that Korea was in an uproar.

At first, they might have dismissed the possibility, but now, their own S-rank hunter was seriously at risk of defecting.

This wasn’t just about national pride—it was a matter of security. Both government officials and ordinary citizens were bound to get desperate.

In fact, the Hunter Association had already been reaching out to me, practically begging at this point.

“…You really haven’t changed a bit since back then.”

“It must be absolute chaos over there right now.”

Before I even reached the airport, two familiar figures had quietly approached me and struck up a conversation.

I took a slight step back from them and slowly spoke.

“Well, if this is going to keep getting annoying, it’s better to settle things in advance.”

If I had truly hated Korea, I would have just left without looking back.

The only reason I was even going through this hassle was because, deep down, I still cared.

This little act was almost over.

And right on cue, Joseph’s urgent voice came through the still-connected call.

[Uh… I think you should check this out for yourself instead of hearing it from me.]

Korea was still in the middle of tackling its first S-rank dungeon.

And now, a second one had appeared.

Not just any dungeon, either.

“…S2?”

Other than the never-before-seen S1 rank, this was effectively the highest-ranked dungeon currently known.

[Since it’s already been publicly announced, the information must be solid. Don’t you think it’s time to stop playing tug-of-war?]

“Well, it’s all coming to a conclusion anyway.”

With the emergence of an S2-rank dungeon, there were practically no other options left. The Korean government had to call me and my two companions back, no matter what.

And by now, the citizens must have realized that as well.

Riiing—

Sure enough, another phone—one I had set aside for emergencies—began ringing.

The caller was Seo Dahye, the vice president of the Hunter Association. This was the signal that everything had gone exactly as planned.

I picked up the call but didn’t even bother listening to her words. I simply stated one thing:

“I’m coming back.”

[…Yes. Thank you. We will have an escort ready for you at the airport.]

Having won the battle of wills, all that was left now was to return in triumph.

#

“Damn it all!”

Bang!

Seo Gongtae, the de facto leader of the Guild Alliance, slammed his wooden desk repeatedly in frustration.

He had poured an enormous amount of money into hiring foreign hunters, and yet now, an ultra-high-risk S2-rank dungeon had suddenly appeared.

To be honest, Seo Gongtae and the other guild leaders had run out of options.

‘Why the hell did things change so suddenly…?’

He felt like he had been wronged.

An S2-rank dungeon was at a level that Korea’s existing forces simply could not handle.

It wasn’t that Seo Gongtae was incompetent.


But in times of crisis, citizens didn’t care about those finer details.

Why did you even try to order Baek Eun-ha around in the first place?

See? I told you. The moment an S-rank dungeon appears, they’re useless.

This wasn’t even something worth debating. The stronger party should be prioritized—it’s just common sense. Why make a fuss about it?

And once again, the classic Korean public backlash strikes. So what now?

The response from the citizens was merciless.

Now that they realized Seo Gongtae and the guild leaders couldn’t solve the crisis, they turned their anger towards them.

At the same time, a wave of apologies and desperate pleas flooded in, all directed at Baek Eun-ha.

We were wrong! Just forgive us this once and come back!

We were wrong. We were wrong. We were wrong. We were wrong.

We’re all going to die. We’re all going to die. We’re all going to die.

Please, Master…

The citizens had finally understood.

That, in the current Korea, the person with the greatest influence was Baek Eun-ha.

That without her, they would be mercilessly crushed under even greater threats.

And as if answering their desperate prayers, the news spread: Baek Eun-ha had returned to Korea.

Through this entire ordeal, Seo Gongtae and the Guild Alliance finally realized the truth.

They had completely lost this power struggle.

From now on, they wouldn’t even be able to interfere with Baek Eun-ha in the slightest.

‘…She’s more cunning than I thought.’

Rumor had it that she was mentally unstable and prone to emotional swings.

But after seeing her in action, it was clear that she was nothing like they had expected.

Just as Seo Gongtae was seething with frustration, bad news arrived on top of everything else.

“L-leader! The raid team has cleared the dungeon! But… the casualties are significant…”

It was news of the successful raid on the first S4-rank dungeon.

But the outcome wasn’t just bad—it was disastrous.

At this point, Seo Gongtae had no more options left.

‘…It’s over.’

In the end, the Guild Alliance had no choice but to acknowledge their crushing defeat, having suffered nothing but overwhelming losses.

#

“Hah, so they cleared one of them? Well, that’s good news. Ugh—”

Inside the helicopter, where we were heading toward the S2-rank dungeon in urgent haste, I listened to Seo Dahye’s briefing while suppressing a yawn.

“The casualties were severe. The only ones still in fighting shape are the Cheongbaek Guild and Taeguk Guild, since they’ve had experience in major battles. The other forces have been severely weakened.”

“…Ugh. As long as Seo Ha is fine, that’s all that matters.”

That might have sounded heartless, but I honestly didn’t care about the others.

That’s why I had already instructed Lee Jicheol to assist the Cheongbaek Guild in advance.

“…But considering this is effectively the highest-ranked dungeon we’ve ever seen, wouldn’t it be better to assemble a full raid team?”

Seo Dahye asked, clearly worried.

But our response was simple.

“Ugh. N-no need. I can handle it alone.”

“There’s no point in bringing a large group. If anything, that would just be excessive, don’t you think, Asti?”

“…Yeah. No problem.”

Seeing our unwavering confidence, Seo Dahye simply nodded in silence.

Thud-thud-thud-thud.

As time passed and the helicopter drew closer to the ground, a gate came into view—its color ominous and foreboding, unlike anything we had seen before.


This was uncharted territory, even for humanity.

A top-tier dungeon.

Staring at it, I sighed, exhaustion evident on my face.

“…Two or three hours, tops.”

And with that, we stepped into the dungeon once more.
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As we stepped into the dungeon, an undeniably thick magic, unlike anything we had felt before, wrapped around our bodies.

My breathing grew heavy on its own, and the density was so intense that even the texture of the air felt different.

However, my body quickly adapted to the sensation, as if it had returned to a familiar place.

The same was true for the other two.

“This reminds me of when we entered the ancient ruins before.”

“…Yeah. I was thinking the same thing.”

“B-Both of you, move farther apart. I told you to maintain at least five meters.”

At first glance, it seemed like a lighthearted reminiscence, but beneath it, it was clear that both of them held this dungeon in high regard.

After all, there were only two ancient ruins we had discovered in Thebes, and both were unimaginably dangerous. 

If this dungeon evoked a similar feeling, it was safe to assume it was no ordinary place.

…Well, now that I think about it, even S4-ranked dungeons weren’t exactly weak.

The Basilisk I encountered in the U.S. and Kelshefeed, the Evil God’s priest I faced in Korea—both displayed overwhelming power, to the point where necromancy was essential to handle them.

‘Of course, if I fought them now, I’d win effortlessly…’

But this dungeon was two ranks higher than an S4-tier dungeon—the highest-tier dungeon.

Honestly, even I couldn’t predict what kind of foes we would be facing here.

“…I’ve detected enemies. Two of them. Their presence is quite strong.”

Astride, the most perceptive among us, alerted us to the approaching monsters. 

Her detection was so quick that it took another three minutes before we actually encountered them.

—Kieeeek!

—Grrrr!

A two-headed wolf and a winged beast with an entire face covered in eyeballs.

Sensing their energy, I muttered in admiration from behind the other two, my expression slightly surprised.

“They’re stronger than I expected.”

“Yes, they certainly seem that way. This dungeon really might be as dangerous as we thought.”

“…I’ll take care of it.”

Astride stepped forward, adjusting her stance, her hand resting on the hilt of her sword.

And then—

BOOM!

CRACK! CRACK CRACK—!

In an instant, the ground exploded as if it had been torn apart, and Astride vanished from sight.

When she reappeared before us, all that remained of the monsters were shredded, lifeless pieces scattered across the floor.

‘…Brutal.’

The enemies had certainly been strong.

At a glance, they seemed comparable to the Red Wyrm from a major U.S. dungeon—creatures powerful enough to slaughter countless lesser hunters.

But even monsters of that caliber were utterly powerless against someone far superior.

“…Henesia. Heal me.”

“Huh? Where are you hurt?”

“Here. I got scratched when it counterattacked.”

Astride showed a wound so minor that it would have been difficult to notice without looking closely.

Yet, the fact that she had been wounded at all was proof of the monster’s caliber.

For it to counterattack in that split-second exchange… I doubted there was a single A-rank or lower hunter capable of achieving such a feat.

As I finished healing her, I hesitantly spoke up.

“N-Next time, just incapacitate them instead of killing them.”

“…You want to use them for necromancy?”

“No, I want the experience points.”

At my honest response, Astride blinked in momentary confusion before giving a small nod.

“…Alright. I’ll do that.”

After that, our progress was completely unhindered.

Whenever a monster appeared, Astride would effortlessly take care of it, and I would just collect the experience points from behind.

We were all seasoned warriors who had already reached the peak of our respective fields.

There was no need to accumulate battle experience, nor did we need to sync our teamwork.

As a result, it took us only an hour and a half to reach the boss room.

“…T-There wasn’t anything particularly special about this place.”

That was the truth. 

The monsters had certainly been strong, but overall, it just felt like we were methodically clearing a standard dungeon.

Just as Astride was about to step up to the entrance of the boss room without hesitation, I stopped her and called out to Henesia, who had been doing nothing but idly following along.

“Perfect timing. Let’s run a little test.”

“Huh? A test…?”

Honestly, I had been curious about dungeons for quite some time.

But I never had the luxury to investigate them, nor the capability to handle unforeseen mishaps if things went wrong.

“…But that’s different now.”

Just in time, an S2-rank dungeon presented itself as the perfect test subject, and I had two powerful bodyguards by my side.

If there was ever a chance to uncover something, it was now. An opportunity like this wouldn’t come often.

“Alright.”

I nodded toward Henesia, gesturing with my finger.

She tilted her head in confusion, so I spoke again, giving a direct order.

“Go ahead and investigate.”

“Me?”

“Or should I do it instead?”

Right now, I couldn’t fully use my power, and besides, this was Henesia’s specialty.

She would definitely be far more efficient at this than I would.

“If you find something suspicious, feel free to tear it apart. Actually, that’d be even better.”

“If you insist…”

Henesia quickly fell into deep thought, then began drawing out her magic.

Starting from the entrance of the boss room, she moved through the dungeon, unraveling layers of intricate spells and analyzing their properties.

Some time passed.

Suddenly, the energy within the dungeon shifted dramatically, and a powerful tremor shook the ground.

Rumble.

Rumble, rumble, rumble!


The sudden development was startling enough that Astride and I turned to Henesia with bewildered expressions.

“…It broke.”

“W-What the hell did you touch?”

“Huh? You told me I could tear things apart as much as I wanted…”

Even Henesia seemed taken aback by the sheer scale of the disruption.

Fortunately, the dungeon’s tremors, which had kicked up a cloud of dust as if the entire structure was about to collapse, slowly began to subside.

What was revealed afterward, however, was astonishing.

‘This is…’

A portion of the dungeon’s interior had been completely eroded, as if it had been concealing the passage of time until now.

Stranger still, the degree of weathering varied across different areas, as if the dungeon was pieced together from spaces that originally existed in separate time periods.

Something about it felt fundamentally wrong.

“As I suspected, there was something off about this place. And now we see the truth.”

“…Henesia, did you figure something out?”

“Huh? You can see it for yourself, can’t you? This was never a single structure to begin with. It’s just a patchwork of materials taken from different places.”

She was right. The strange sensation I’d felt was exactly that—an artificially constructed space, its true nature disguised beneath a sophisticated exterior.

“Setting aside how advanced the technique is, the craftsmanship isn’t actually that great. It’s not that they couldn’t do better… it’s more like they just made it as well as they needed to. You get what I mean?”

“Y-Yeah, I get it.”

This was extremely valuable information.

We still didn’t know the origins of this dungeon, but at the very least, we had uncovered a lead regarding its creator.

‘The pieces are finally coming together.’

We had gathered everything we could from here.

Dragging things out any further would only be a waste of time.

Nodding to myself, I signaled the others, and we resumed our advance toward the boss room.

That was when Astride suddenly furrowed her brow and stopped in her tracks.

“…It’s dead.”

“Asti? What’s dead?”

“The thing that was inside there.”

She pointed beyond the massive door at the end of our vision.

The dungeon’s boss, which had been standing strong until just moments ago, had been slain.

And that could mean only one thing.

‘The enemy has made a move.’

This was the first time something like this had happened—an unmistakable response from whoever lurked behind the dungeon incidents.

It was safe to assume that tampering with the dungeon had drawn their attention.

As Henesia and I stiffened at the realization, Astride relayed yet another piece of news.

“…A new presence. Stronger than before.”

Something had killed the original boss—and it was now waiting for us.

But fear? That wasn’t something any of us knew.

We exchanged glances, then without hesitation, stepped forward and threw open the doors to the boss room.

Creak.

Rumble.

The first thing we saw was a massive beast, its body drenched in blood, its limbs severed and scattered across the chamber.

And at the far end of the room, a figure stood, idly stroking the blade of his sword—as if he had been waiting for us.

“…….”

The man said nothing.

Perhaps he couldn’t speak.

But the suffocating bloodlust he exuded, along with the way he rose from his position, made his intent perfectly clear.

“…Looks like he wants to fight. Am I right?”

As I stepped forward and spoke, the man slowly lowered the tip of his sword to the ground.


Then, at last, he opened his heavy mouth.

Shing.

“混元霹靂刀 (Hundun Piligtu Dao).”

And with that—

Thunder roared before my eyes.
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Henesia swiftly deployed a protective spell in response to the fierce attack, and Astride stepped forward to block our path.

Clank.

Sching.

A sword from her waist that she had not used in battle until now.

In Thebes, it was known as the Holy Sword Ulperia—a weapon akin to Astride’s very soul.

“…Step back.”

At a glance, the opponent seemed to be using sword techniques. Because of that, Astride must have thought that she, as a swordsman herself, should step in.

“……”

Boom!

The ensuing battle was intense.

Both fighters moved at speeds imperceptible to the eye, slashing through the boss room as they clashed.

Everything visible was being shredded to pieces.

It was an even fiercer fight than the one against Julian Czenviltz, one of the Seven Stars.

Astride, for once, seemed to be unleashing nearly her full strength without hesitation.

Slash!
Clang, clang, clang!

Thud—!

A massive impact sent both of them flying backward.

Catching her breath, Astride spoke.

“…Strong. It’s been a while since I’ve faced an opponent like this.”

However, unlike the man who now bore a small wound on his abdomen, Astride remained unscathed.

It meant she held a slight upper hand in skill.

Having gauged their abilities, I slowly stepped forward, gesturing to Astride.

“I’ll take it from here.”

“…Are you sure, Teacher?”

I swallowed down the nausea welling up inside me and nodded.

I didn’t know who this man was, but he undoubtedly held crucial information.

A golden opportunity to unravel the secrets behind this dungeon incident—no matter what, I had to seize it.

Fwoosh!

Clatter!

Without hesitation, I pulled out the Book of Death and summoned Khan, immediately giving a grave command.

“Necromancy.”

“…Are you sure about this?”

“Just do it, quickly.”

As my soul resonated with the spell, I felt the restraints around it gradually weakening.

Naturally, the enemy did not stand idle, but Astride held him in check and then stepped back to observe the situation.

Realizing the preparation was complete, I flexed my fingers slightly and drew in a controlled breath, sharpening my intent.

“If you still have any sanity left, why don’t you say something?”

“…”

“Figures. Seems like he’s not in his right mind either.”

Boom!

The moment I finished speaking, the man charged at me with all his might.

His eyes showed no will of his own.

His body had likely sensed my overwhelming power and instinctively reacted.

“Heaven and Earth Linked Soul-Severing Blade (乾坤連環奪魄刀).”

A sword strike fiercer than before.

But it didn’t matter.

Between us, there existed an insurmountable gap in strength.

“This won’t take long, so don’t hold a grudge.”

Whoosh.

Crack!

In an instant, the ground split open, and giant hands emerged to seize the man.

He struggled fiercely, but he couldn’t break free.

And before I knew it, a sinister eye had formed in the palm of my hand, staring directly at him.

“Now then, let’s take a peek inside.”

Crackle.

Rumble.

Suddenly, the vast memories contained within the man’s soul began unfolding before my eyes.

They were cracked and fragmented in places, but still somewhat decipherable.

However, the moment I tried to read them, the memories lost their color and crumbled away without form.

Releasing my focus, I looked at the man—his body had already turned to dust, scattering into the air.

‘As expected…’

Whoever was behind this clearly had no intention of leaving us any clues.

Even this powerful man had been nothing more than a mere piece on the chessboard.

Clicking my tongue, I turned back to my place, while Henesia and Astride looked at me with expressions of astonishment.

“…Now that I’ve gotten stronger, I can see it clearly. Just how absurdly powerful you are, Teacher.”

“Well… Give it another ten years, and maybe you’ll start seeing things differently.”

Henesia had made tremendous progress compared to before, but she was still not at the level where she could fully grasp my strength.

And now, having unleashed a fraction of my power, I could assess it with certainty.

At present, Astride was stronger than Henesia.

There was a high probability that she still had an ace up her sleeve, something she had yet to reveal in the previous battle.

‘If it were me before reaching my 50th year, I wouldn’t be so sure about this.’

Back then, I was busy demolishing an entire necromancy school that had made its name across the continent, dueling powerful beasts in various secret realms to gather materials for undead creations.

And even when compared to my past self from that time, Astride was not lacking in any way.

‘Henesia isn’t completely outmatched, but…?’

If the two of them fought now, Astride would win nine times out of ten.

I could already predict the reason for this gap.

‘Henesia must have been the one doing most of the work tracking my movements.’

That kind of task would be too much for Astride.

As a result, Henesia had little room to breathe and spent significantly less time training.


‘Being too competent is a disadvantage, after all.’

But perhaps, this was the most ideal outcome.

Henesia, in truth, had greater talent in areas beyond direct combat.

And as if proving that, she was already analyzing the recent events with a tinge of regret.

“We missed a great opportunity. I never expected them to interfere to that extent…”

If things had come to this, then taking the risk hadn’t been worthwhile.

However, I smirked at her words and muttered.

“Who said we missed it?”

“…Pardon?”

“Tsk. You should’ve expected this much already.”

Leaving the confused Henesia behind, I turned and walked toward the newly emerged dungeon exit.

“Let’s get out of here first.”

This place was not our territory. Even though it seemed we were no longer being watched, there was no harm in being cautious.

“We’re about to witness something interesting.”

At least, for us, it would be in a good way.

#

Leaving behind the startled Deputy Guild Leader Seo Da-hye and her entourage, we moved to a quieter location.

‘Now then, let’s open the treasure chest.’

To be honest, even before fighting that guy, I had already recalled what had happened to the previous returnee, Shin Do-yoon.

Back then, when I finally made direct contact, the opponent erased all of Shin Do-yoon’s memories, cutting off any connection completely.

‘There’s no guarantee that the one behind this dungeon incident is the same person as before, but…’

The chances of something similar happening again were high.

Which is why I had already prepared an insurance policy.

Swish.

As I held out the object, Henesia and Astride tilted their heads in confusion.

“What’s this?”

“A head ornament. The one that guy was wearing.”

The man’s body, along with everything else, had turned to dust, but thanks to the precaution I had taken, I managed to retrieve this head ornament.

‘No, in the first place, aside from his body and this ornament, everything else was completely empty.’

The objects had physically existed, yet they strangely contained no traces of time.

And now, as long as the power granted by necromancy lasted, I was going to uncover the memories hidden within this head ornament.

“Of course, I won’t be able to extract much.”

Peering into a human soul was already a high-difficulty task.

This was just a mere object—if it hadn’t been crafted from a living tree, I wouldn’t have even been able to attempt it.

However, even the smallest fragment of information could serve as the key to unlocking the truth.

“Keep watch while I concentrate.”

“Yes, don’t worry.”

Rumble.

Whoosh.

I held the wooden head ornament in my hand and carefully connected my soul to it.

Slowly, images began to unfold.

I didn’t rush. Instead, I adjusted my resonance meticulously, allowing the forms to gradually become clearer.

‘This place is…?’

An unfamiliar architectural style, a world filled with unfamiliar landscapes.

It wasn’t an entirely alien civilization, yet it was distinctly different from Earth.

Inside the tallest structure among them, the man had received this head ornament from a woman.

‘But… the atmosphere seems off.’

It was not a gift to commemorate or celebrate something.

Rather, it was as if she were bidding him farewell.


With a solemn expression, she handed over the ornament, her fingers trembling slightly, betraying complex emotions.

The man accepted it, placed it on his head, and silently walked toward his destination.

As countless backgrounds passed by like mist parting in the wind, he eventually came to a stop, looking upward at something.

What he was staring at—

To my astonishment, it was none other than a massive dungeon gate.
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The memories after that were extremely blurry, making it impossible to discern anything clearly.

There were only two things I could recognize with certainty.

One: The man ultimately failed to clear that colossal gate.

Two: After his defeat, a powerful entity of unknown nature made contact with him.

From that point on, my memory was completely severed.

However, we were able to obtain an incredibly important clue through him.

‘The dungeon incident… it didn’t just happen here?’

At first, I had considered multiple possibilities, but through the hazy recollections contained in the wooden ornament, I gained certainty.

I didn’t know the details, but one thing was clear—the man had also been fighting against dungeons in response to the crisis of the world.

“…This is quite interesting.”

“Right? More progress than I expected.”

Clicking my tongue lightly, I finished extracting the memories.

I wanted to conduct more tests, but the power that had been temporarily released was already fading.

So, for now, I decided to finish what needed to be done.

“Gordon, we’re going again.”

“Yes, Master. I am ready.”

“If you can’t recall any useful information this time either, you’re out.”

—“W-Wait, that’s…!”

It was another attempt to recover Gordon’s lost memories after his previous failure.

But since he had occasionally shown signs of trying to recall something, I decided to take one last chance on him.

Gathering the vanishing energy, I focused, sweat pouring down my face as I completed the ritual.

The immense aura that had been swirling around me dissipated entirely.

‘I didn’t want to use necromancy for a while, but…’

Today, I had no choice.

This might have been a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, and I had to seize it.

And since I had gained results worth the risk, I had no complaints.

Overwhelmed by exhaustion, I flopped down and gave Gordon an order.

“You… you carry me back home.”

Now, it was time to sort through the information we had obtained and spend another week holed up in my room.

#

Once the situation was settled, the aftermath was dealt with swiftly.

The entire world was shocked by the news that only three hunters had cleared an S2-rank dungeon.

Meanwhile, the major guilds that had been aggressively vying for my dungeon ownership fell silent, unable to argue any further.

From what I heard, they had suffered significant losses while attempting to clear an S4-rank dungeon, so they would probably have to focus all their efforts on reorganizing their guilds for the time being.

“See? They should have just left it to me.”

If they had entrusted it to me from the start, they could have cleared the dungeon without trouble and avoided losses.

But those greedy brats just had to get ahead of themselves, and now look at them.

As I lay on the sofa, lazily scrolling through news articles, one particular headline caught my eye.

Just yesterday, S2-rank dungeons had appeared in both the UK and Spain.

Seated next to me on the sofa, watching the news as well, Song Ha-yeon turned to me and asked,

“I had a feeling, but it actually happened. How was the S2-rank dungeon? Do you think other countries will be able to clear it?”

“Well… I’m not sure.”

We had cleared it without much trouble, but by Earth’s hunter standards, the difficulty was extremely high.

Without at least a Seven-Star level hunter, clearing it without significant losses would be nearly impossible.

Song Ha-yeon, seemingly very curious about the S2-rank dungeon, pressed me for more details, her expression almost pleading.

“Come on, Master! If you don’t know, then who would? Just tell me a bit more.”

“D-Don’t get so close. I’ll kick you.”

That being said, if I thought about it seriously, it was indeed a concerning situation.

“…I don’t know about the UK, but Spain won’t be able to clear it.”

Unless they received help from other nations, they were definitely incapable of handling it alone.

Even from my own experience, the dungeon had been brutal, and given that these two had appeared even later, there was a high likelihood they would be even stronger.

“It’s that bad? Then… Helena might be in danger too.”

“…Huh? Why her?”

“She’s from the UK. I heard she’s participating in the dungeon raid.”

Now that I thought about it, that was true.

I had been so focused on the Hades incident that I had momentarily forgotten—Helena was a hunter affiliated with the Calliope Guild in the UK.

“…Why do I suddenly feel uneasy?”

Right now, due to the side effects of my necromancy, I was unable to use my power.

And starting tomorrow, Helena would enter the dungeon and wouldn’t be able to come out for a while.

If I were the leader of Hades, I would definitely choose this moment to perform the resurrection ritual.

“…But they don’t know that I can’t use my power, right? It should be fine.”

“That’s true, but…”

Something kept nagging at me.

Especially the fact that their previously frequent activities had suddenly diminished.

To me, it felt as if they were waiting for the right moment to strike.

“…Can’t we just tell her not to go?”

“How is that supposed to work? All high-ranking national hunters are required to participate in S2-rank dungeon raids unless they abandon their nationality.”

“…Of all times, why now…?”

Well, unlike me, who had the confidence to clear dungeons alone, this was practically a major threat to other countries.

It was only natural for them to put all their strength into it.

‘This doesn’t feel right…’

No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling, but there was nothing I could do.

In the end, I decided to let things play out however they would and entered my room, turned on my computer again, and focused on my game—

while suppressing the inexplicable sense of discomfort.

#

“Wow, this is bad…”

An elegant, traditional-style house.

Inside a small room, a woman anxiously fiddled with the cards spread on the table, her expression filled with unease.

She was known to the world as an S-rank Hunter from Korea—a magician, Seo Min-ah.


But she had a secret that no one else knew.

Using her awakened abilities, she could glimpse fragments of the future.

‘I’ve never seen such an ominous fortune before.’

The future was a strange and intricate thing. In most cases, it was better left untouched.

For that reason, Seo Min-ah had never revealed her secret to anyone—not even to her own country.

But this time was different.

She could feel it—something incomparable to any past crisis was slowly approaching.

‘I need to push my power further and see more.’

Resolving herself, Seo Min-ah summoned all the magical energy she had honed through training and began moving the cards again.

Whoooosh—

Shffft—!

The cards floated into the air, spinning at unreadable speeds, swirling in a chaotic dance.

Then, one by one, a few cards settled in front of her.

Ping!
Ping!

Thunk!

Thud!

Thunk!

“…This is seriously ominous.”

She had used her power countless times before, but never had the cards moved so erratically—some even embedding themselves into the table.

This alone was proof of how exceptional this situation was.

Whoooosh—

Tick.
Tick.

Gradually pulling back her energy, she took a deep breath and focused on the cards before her.

First question.

“What lies ahead of us?”

Ping!

She picked up the first card.

A chaotic blend of black hues spread across her vision, distorting her sight.

And within that darkness, something faintly took shape.

At a glance, it had a humanoid form. But it was not human.

Even seeing its mere shadow through a card filled her with fear.

A figure that provoked an instinctual terror—so overwhelming that words failed her.

But after a moment of struggle, she managed to pull one word from her mind.

“Death.”

It was coming.

Something that would bring death was slowly approaching Earth.

Seo Min-ah swallowed hard but did not stop.

She picked up the next card and asked her second question.

“Can this future be changed?”

The card she revealed bore a familiar image—one resembling a Joker from a deck of playing cards.

Its meaning was simple.

It could not be stopped through ordinary means.

However, someone might exist who could make it possible.

Seo Min-ah felt her breath growing ragged as she pushed her power to its limits.

Cold sweat trickled down her hands as she reached for the final card.

And then, she asked her last question.

“What must I do?”

Ping!

She flipped the card.

It depicted a monarch gazing down at her with an arrogant expression.

But strangely, it was not the figure of a heroic king or a noble ruler.

Instead, the monarch was a young girl—her brilliant silver hair flowing like moonlight.

Seo Min-ah’s eyes widened in shock.

“Could it be… her?”

A throne made of skeletal remains, with a legion of corpses kneeling at her side as if they were her loyal vassals.


Seo Min-ah knew exactly who this image represented.

She had encountered this person before.

“……”

Making her decision, Seo Min-ah immediately put down the cards, left the room, and began preparing to depart.

And as the room emptied, the remaining stacks of magically-infused cards quietly dissolved into the air—vanishing without a trace.
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Tap. Tap.

In a dimly lit, unknown space, the sound of footsteps broke the silence.

The owner of those steps was none other than Fabio, the S-rank hunter from Italy, known as the Butcher.

“Hey, stop trying to set the mood and just come out already.”

At his words, human figures began appearing one by one from what had seemed like an empty space.

“Do not be so noisy. He will be arriving soon.”

“Hah. Let’s put trivial matters aside. How exhausting.”

Soon, blue flames ignited, revealing a man seated on a throne, his face obscured.

He was none other than Heimvel, the true leader of Hades.

Tilting his head slightly, Heimvel asked Fabio,

“Is the information accurate?”

“Of course. I mean, I can’t say it’s a hundred percent certain, but judging from Baek Eun-ha’s behavioral patterns, it’s almost definite.

She must have overexerted herself in the S2-rank dungeon.”

“Judging from past cases, she won’t be in proper condition for the next few days.”

That meant the long-awaited moment had finally arrived.

Noticing Heimvel’s reaction, Fabio asked with some curiosity,

“I’ve been wondering for a while—why do you rate her so highly?”

“……”

“I don’t know how great she truly is, but among all the humans I’ve met, she’s undoubtedly the strongest. Honestly, isn’t it worth facing her head-on?”

There was no doubt that Baek Eun-ha was strong.

Not only against regular S-rank hunters—there was no guarantee that even the Seven Stars could defeat her.

Fabio knew this well.

However, in his mind, the man before him, Heimvel, was also an entity of immense power.

That’s why he found it puzzling that Heimvel was so concerned about Baek Eun-ha, especially on the eve of such a grand plan.

Hearing Fabio’s words, Heimvel remained silent for a moment before letting out a long, eerie laugh.

It was an odd laugh—one that could be taken as mocking Fabio’s ignorance or as self-deprecating.

Fabio felt a sudden chill at the sound, but before he could dwell on it, Heimvel spoke.

“…Well, I suppose, from your perspective—since you don’t know its true nature—it might seem that way.”

“Its true nature?”

“The being in question… No matter how many immature vessels like us gather, we could never hope to surpass it.

From its perspective… yes. We are nothing more than a mere swarm of insects.”

It was an incredibly blunt and confidence-lacking statement.

Fabio couldn’t even begin to guess what Heimvel had seen to make him speak in such a way.

“That is why we must summon Lord Gildeon to this world before it notices us. Only he can erase that thing from existence.”

Heimvel—an indisputable powerhouse—held such reverence for this entity.

Whatever it was, if they succeeded in reviving Gildeon, the world would undoubtedly be thrown into chaos.

And that was exactly what Fabio desired more than anything.

“Fabio, you’ve done well. As promised, I will ensure your wish is granted.”

“…That would be appreciated. So, where is the ritual site?”

Hades had been lying low for a simple reason.

They needed a moment when Baek Eun-ha couldn’t interfere—and a suitable location for the ritual.

Since those two conditions had yet to be met, they had remained still.

At Fabio’s question, Heimvel smiled in satisfaction and replied,

“What are you talking about?”

“What?”

“The perfect location for the ritual has just presented itself.”

With a flick of Heimvel’s fingers, an image appeared in midair, shared through the vision of his undead.

The location was a vast island in the Mediterranean, part of Spain’s territory.

It was none other than Mallorca Island—where the S2-rank dungeon had appeared.

#

After clearing the dungeon, I had returned to my usual, repetitive routine.

“This is so annoying.”

It had always been this way, but after single-handedly obliterating an S2-rank dungeon in just one day, messages flooded in from all directions.

Naturalization offers from foreign countries, job proposals from the world’s wealthiest elites, and even countless media requests.

It felt like there wasn’t a single place that didn’t want me.

“Sigh, being too competent is a curse.”

“…It can’t be helped. There isn’t another hunter as capable as you out there, Oppa.”

Especially in times like these, no one could guarantee their own safety.

As a result, many of the world’s wealthiest figures—who had previously relied on governments—were now personally hiring skilled hunters.

“I didn’t realize it before, but apparently, you’re quite popular overseas too, Master.”

“Wait, overseas?”

“Yes. It seems like people like Javier and other famous hunters mention you often.”

Song Ha-yeon, munching on a perfectly peeled apple, nodded in satisfaction.

As I looked at Song Ha-yeon, I asked,

“……But aren’t you going home? You don’t need to be here today since Seo-ha is around.”

“Well, actually, there were a few parts I didn’t quite understand from what you taught me last time… Hehe.”

Even while I was caught up in various incidents, Song Ha-yeon had been training consistently and had finally reached the level I had demanded.

So, as promised, I had just taught her the method of creating high-level undead.

“I-I told you last time. There’s not much more I can explain from here.

In the end, this is the part where you have to redefine things in a way that suits your own style.”

“But just what you taught me is still too difficult…”

I could understand Song Ha-yeon’s frustration.

Unlike me, she hadn’t mastered the theories one by one from the very bottom, so it was natural for her to struggle with this part.

But there was no helping it.

If your brain can’t handle it, your body has to make up for it, right?

In the end, Song Ha-yeon slumped down and started reviewing the theoretical process organized on her tablet once again.

‘Come to think of it, it’s unusually quiet.’

Despite the unsettling feeling gnawing at the corner of my mind, nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

Realistically, if Hades had done anything suspicious, Joseph would have sensed it, so there wasn’t much reason to be suspicious.


“Hey, Helena entered the dungeon yesterday, right?”

“Yep, yesterday afternoon.”

“…Then I guess they really don’t plan on making a move.”

It turned out my worries were unfounded, but for some reason, I still couldn’t shake the unease.

So, for once, I didn’t even play any games and instead sat glued to the TV and my laptop, constantly checking the news and articles.

Then, something caught my eye.

‘Power outage across Mallorca?’

Mallorca—wasn’t that where an S2-rank dungeon had appeared in Spain?

The article speculated that the massive blackout was caused by the dungeon’s presence.

‘…..’

Mallorca, being an island relatively far from the mainland, had developed its own independent power system and had recently implemented commercialized mana stone technology.

Experts pointed out that under normal circumstances, a power outage should be impossible, which led them to suspect the dungeon as the cause.

But having cleared an S2-rank dungeon myself, I knew better.

Structurally speaking, dungeon mana had nothing to do with such phenomena.

One might consider the possibility of a resonance effect between the mana stones used in the power system and the dungeon, but this had been thoroughly tested, and I personally found it highly unlikely.

So then, why had a massive blackout occurred?

A very plausible explanation crossed my mind.

‘If it’s due to magic, that would make perfect sense.’

Even if the spell wasn’t directly aimed at causing a blackout, large-scale magic could easily affect the surrounding area.

And, coincidentally, the center of the blackout area was precisely where the dungeon was located.

…I hoped I was wrong, but my instincts were screaming at me.

Normally, I might have dismissed it as mere speculation—more of a wild guess than a logical conclusion.

But I had once asked myself a question out of curiosity.

If I were Hades, where and how would I resurrect Gideon?

One of the possible answers was a high-rank dungeon.

‘It’s overflowing with mana, filled with potential sacrifices, and perfect for setting up a ritual.’

If I had thought of this, there was no way my opponent hadn’t.

After all, he was also a necromancer.

And if he really did think the same way, he would have targeted Spain rather than Britain, where a raid team had already been assembled, and he would have entered the dungeon secretly to keep the information from Helena and me.

If, during that process, he used large-scale spells like mass sleep, memory manipulation, or concealment, and if the mana waves from those spells caused the blackout…

Some might say I was overthinking it, but all the pieces fit together too well.

Having reached my conclusion, I suddenly jumped up from my seat and turned to Song Ha-yeon, who was tapping away at her tablet.

“H-Hades has made his move.”

“Huh? Where?”

“He’s planning to use the dungeon in Spain as the altar for his resurrection ritual. We’re leaving immediately—get ready.”

As I rushed to my room to grab my things, Song Ha-yeon and Seo-ha quickly followed behind.


Then, as we were getting ready, Song Ha-yeon asked,

“But… how are you planning to fight when you’re not even at full strength?”

To that, I avoided her gaze and responded with a sly grin.

“I-I’ve got a lot of friends now, don’t I? Let’s see how they like getting ganged up on.”

And so, at that moment, a multinational raid team was being assembled—for the sole purpose of taking down Hades.
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Having completed my preparations, I immediately gathered the others.

Yessiel, who was still in Korea, readily accepted the offer, and Lee Ji-cheol, who was practically my subordinate, joined without a word of complaint.

Then there was Henesia, Astride, and even Chae Hwain.

Honestly, this lineup alone seemed more than enough, but it was never wise to let my guard down.

After all, the opposing side still had two unidentified founders and their leader.

Since all three of them were returnees, there was a high possibility that they were hiding their true power.

“So, who else are you planning to call?”

Normally, I would have left her behind, but this time, I decided to bring Song Ha-yeon along.

She had been fully focused on training all this time and had improved her skills, so she should at least be able to handle the small fry.

Glancing at Song Ha-yeon for a moment, I smirked wickedly and made another round of calls to different individuals.

What would come of it? Well, I’d find out once we arrived in Spain.

“I’m sorry. Your application has been denied.”

“What? Why?”

“Spain does not wish to allow your entry.”

“Didn’t the association contact you? We were supposed to cooperate in clearing the S2-rank dungeon.”

“Well, it seems that your group’s power level is considered excessive, raising concerns about potential security threats.”

Despite coordinating in advance with the association to smooth things over, Spain clearly did not want our cooperation.

Maybe it was due to the suddenness of our arrival, or perhaps we simply weren’t part of the authorities’ pre-planned strategy.

Either way, it was a frustrating predicament for us.

Unable to think of a response, Song Ha-yeon hesitantly turned to me and asked,

“…They said no. What do we do now?”

“Ugh, this is a real pain…”

I may have a reckless streak, but even I knew that blatantly trespassing into another country’s territory was a bad idea.

That was practically an act of war.

Just then, Henesia, who had been quiet until now, spoke up with a suggestion.

“Why don’t we do what they did?”

“…What do you mean?”

“I mean, let’s just hypnotize everyone, cloak ourselves with magic, and head out. If we go straight to the dungeon and take out Hades’ group, it won’t really matter what happens afterward.”

In other words, she was proposing a classic ‘act first, deal with the consequences later’ approach.

And frankly, she was right.

At the very least, it was better than wasting time here.

“…Huh. That could work. Let’s do it.”

And so, leveraging the power of magic, we forced our way through.

Eventually, we crossed a line we could never return from.

“It looks like we’ve arrived.”

A beautiful island nestled in the Mediterranean’s Balearic archipelago.

The final battlefield where we would put an end to this cursed fate.

Mallorca stood before us in all its grandiosity.

#

CRACK!
CRASH!

CRUNCH!

“Is this the last one? Looks like we’re almost done.”

The head of a Black Ogre, which had been guarding the dungeon boss, was ripped clean off.

The one who did it was a knight clad in black armor.

And his master was none other than Haimbel, the leader of Hades.

“Well done, Brago. Now, stand guard over the passage with the others.”

[…I obey.]

Despite wearing heavy armor, his movements were fluid, and his communication was effortless.

This was proof that he was a high-tier undead of considerable skill.

Watching the battle unfold, Fabio felt a chill run down his spine and couldn’t help but admire what he saw.

‘…He’s incredibly strong. To dominate a dungeon of this difficulty without even exerting his full strength…’

The dungeon boss, which had once seemed capable of swallowing all challengers whole, now lay battered and bound at the center of the boss room.

Meanwhile, Haimbel, having finished preparing the ritual formation, was arranging the corpses of all the dungeon’s slain monsters around it.

The altar was complete.

Now, the true ceremony would begin.

“…Colton. The fragment.”

“Understood.”

Colton, one of the founders of Hades and a returnee from the United States, stepped forward.

He handed over a soul fragment of Gildeon—something he had acquired during a ritual in Italy—to Haimbel.

‘Come to think of it, that was the first time…’

The place where Fabio, an Italian, first met Baek Eun-ha.

Back then, Helena’s sudden appearance had robbed him of the chance to fight, but looking back now, that had been a fortunate turn of events.

If they had clashed at that time, he would have been the one to lose, without a doubt.

‘But no matter how strong she is…’

There was nothing she could do in this situation.

Colton and Escargot, both possessing strength surpassing that of most S-rank hunters.

Haimbel, an absolute powerhouse who far exceeded even them.

And lastly, Fabio himself.

Even if someone managed to break through all of them and invade the dungeon with an overwhelming force, it wouldn’t matter.

After all, Hades only needed to stall for time until Gideon’s resurrection ritual was completed.

‘It’s practically over.’

At this point, Gideon’s return was inevitable.

And the moment he regained a physical body and reappeared in this world, all of humanity would have no choice but to kneel before him.

Fwoosh.

Rustle.

“…The ritual will now commence. Everyone, return to your positions and fulfill your roles.”

With that, the entire dungeon was engulfed in a massive darkness.

#

“What’s the plan now?”


From within the bushes, hidden under a cloaking spell, Lee Ji-cheol was the first to speak.

This was definitely a tricky situation.

It seemed true that an official raid party was being assembled, as a significant number of hunters had already gathered in front of the dungeon on Mallorca Island.

Among them were several well-known S-rank hunters who frequently appeared in the media.

“…We’re fine for now, but if we get any closer, they’ll start noticing us.”

“There are too many of them. Fooling all of them at once seems nearly impossible. It’s time to make a decision.”

Lee Ji-cheol was right.

These weren’t low-rank hunters or ordinary civilians—they were elite hunters. Deceiving all of them at once was simply not an option.

But we had come too far to waste any more time hesitating.

Letting out a sigh, I issued instructions to the group.

“Just wait a little longer. Two more people should be arriving soon.”

Fortunately, thanks to my early preparations, the awaited individuals arrived without delay.

It was none other than Yessiel’s master, Xavier, and Beatrice, an S-rank hunter from Italy.

“I got a brief explanation of the situation, but… what exactly are you all planning to do?”

Beatrice looked around at the gathered individuals, clearly overwhelmed.

But my attention was focused not on her, but on the unfamiliar woman standing beside her.

She had accompanied Beatrice and now joined our group, despite being a complete stranger to me.

“W-who are you?”

“Huh? Master, you don’t know? This is Seo Min-ah. She’s from our country, after all.”

Seo Min-ah… Now that she mentioned it, I did recall hearing about her. If I remembered correctly, she was an S-rank hunter known as a magician.

“…Wait, but why is she here?”

“Oh, I brought her. She insisted on helping.”

Apparently, Seo Min-ah was acquainted with Beatrice.

Even so, it was suspicious for her to volunteer so readily for something like this.

As I shot her a wary glance, Seo Min-ah, who had been smiling, finally spoke up.

“I think I’ll be useful.”

“…And what makes you say that?”

“You might not believe me, but thanks to the nature of my ability, I know quite a lot about what’s happening here.”

Her sudden claim sounded unbelievable.

Naturally, everyone looked doubtful, and I also frowned, questioning her bluntly.

“…Oh yeah? What exactly do you know?”

“Hm, let’s see… At the very least, I know that something terrifying is about to awaken, and if we don’t move immediately, we’re in serious danger.”

The moment Seo Min-ah finished speaking, a deep tremor suddenly shook the ground as if an earthquake had struck.

At the same time, black mist began rising ominously from the direction of the dungeon.

The assembled raid team in front of the dungeon erupted into panic, and even we were stunned into silence, watching the spectacle unfold.

Seeing our reaction, Seo Min-ah quietly added,

“See?”

“…Yeah, I get the picture now.”

Come to think of it, Joseph had once told me about a classified area in the U.S., where a special awakened individual with the ability to foresee the future existed.

Judging by her composed demeanor and serene gaze, Seo Min-ah was clearly someone of a similar kind.

“…Master, what’s the plan?”


Astride casually rested her thumb on the hilt of her sword as she asked me.

Her gesture was clear—if this woman was a liability, she was ready to remove her.

But after a brief moment of contemplation, I met Seo Min-ah’s earnest gaze and made my decision.

“…Follow me. We’re going in.”

And so, we stepped forward, moving towards the dungeon’s entrance, now swallowed by the creeping darkness.
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Since there was no longer any need to test the waters, we dispelled the concealment spell and immediately began to move.

As a result, a clash with the hunters in front of the dungeon was inevitable.

“Who are you? Are you the ones who caused this mess?”

“No, it wasn’t us. Something must be happening inside the dungeon.”

Lee Jicheol, who was leading the group, pointed into the dungeon with his finger.

However, the hunters remained on edge, anxiously scanning their surroundings.

And, as expected, our identities were soon exposed.

“Wait, that’s… the Saint of France…”

“And over here… isn’t that Lord Xavier of the Seven Stars?”

“That’s strange. There was no news of them coming here.”

Before long, a panicked shout erupted from the Spanish agents who had been silently assessing the situation.

“These individuals have no recorded entry into the country! They’re hiding something!”

“What?!”

The atmosphere turned hostile in an instant.

Even though they recognized Xavier and Yessiel, the fact remained that several S-rank hunters stood together on their side.

Naturally, they had no intention of backing down easily.

However, the tense standoff was unexpectedly broken by an unforeseen individual.

“Calm down for a moment. Let’s hear them out.”

It was none other than the Japanese swordmaster Sanada, with whom I had once raided an American dungeon.

“I’ve seen it firsthand. There’s no way your group can take them on.”

“What? Whose side are you on, exactly?”

As resistance flared up, Sanada lowered his sharp gaze and took a firm step forward.

“Is there anyone here confident they could defeat me one-on-one?”

“……”

“I’ll say this clearly: Baek Eunha from Korea, standing over there, is at least twice as strong as I am.

You’re free to challenge them if you want to die, but it would be a pointless waste of resources.”

Sanada was well-known for his pride, and if even he spoke in such terms, the other hunters were not inclined to argue recklessly.

Seizing that moment, Yessiel calmly explained the situation.

“We apologize for not sharing information in advance. A secret organization, including several returnees, has infiltrated this dungeon. If we don’t stop them, something terrifying will happen.”

“That’s impossible. From the day this dungeon was detected, dozens of national agents have guarded this place.

Later, high-ranking hunters joined them one by one. If someone had entered, we would have noticed immediately.”

Of course, they weren’t willing to accept the explanation so easily.

From their perspective, they believed the entrance had been completely sealed off.

However, unless seven or more S-rank hunters were gathered, it wouldn’t have been impossible to slip through a gap in their security.

There had to have been a moment when an opening appeared.

“Astride.”

“…Yes, teacher.”

There was no need to waste more time here.

Understanding my intent, Astride drew her sword and swung it forward.

Piiing!

Swoooosh!

A faint, razor-sharp sound echoed, and almost simultaneously, the thick black mist surrounding us burst apart and dissipated.

Then came a deafening roar that stabbed into our ears.

Kwa-ga-ga-ga-gak—!

“Guh…!”

“W-What the hell?!”

The hunters flinched in shock, but none of them were harmed. Astride had deliberately controlled the attack to only target the mist.

The sheer difference in power was undeniable.

Faced with such an overwhelming display, the hunters stiffened, their expressions turning grim.

Taking advantage of the moment, Astride stepped forward and spoke.

“…We don’t have time. Move.”

And just like that, without giving them a chance to protest, we entered the dungeon.

#

Whoooong.

Thud.

“There are no monsters nearby. Maybe they’ve already been wiped out.”

Inside the dungeon, dense mana filled the air, accompanied by an ominous presence unlike anything we had encountered before.

As soon as we entered, Henesia deployed a large-scale detection spell, shaking her head after failing to detect any threats.

“So the enemy is in the depths after all.”

“Hah… They might have already begun the ritual. Are we sure we should just charge in?”

Even Xavier, who had always been composed, showed caution in response to the unsettling atmosphere.

But there was no other choice.

No matter what, we had to move forward.

‘…Damn it. If only I had more power.’

Honestly, I couldn’t care less whether Gildeon was resurrected or not.

But given my current state, where I couldn’t fully wield my strength, unease crept in.

That was all the more reason to hurry.

Preferably before the resurrection ritual was completed.

“Our forces are more than enough. Just push forward.”

After sprinting at full speed for some time, we finally came face-to-face with individuals who appeared to be members of Hades.

They were blocking the entrance alongside an undead knight exuding immense power, while an ominous energy leaked from the boss room beyond them.

“…You brought quite the crowd.”

“So, you were acquainted with Beatrice of Italy as well?”

One was a middle-aged man draped in a robe, while the other was a young man, shirtless, wielding a massive halberd.

Though they didn’t show it outright, they were clearly unsettled by our unexpected strength.

Seeing their reaction, I quickly assessed the situation and shouted to my comrades.

“Hey, we’re going to win anyway. Stop hesitating and just fight.”

At my words, Yessiel and Lee Jicheol stepped forward, unleashing their formidable magic. The expressions of the two enemies stiffened in frustration.

‘They must also be among the so-called Founders.’


With the necromancer, the leader of the four Founders, and Erik, whom I had personally killed, gone, the two before me were effectively the last key members of Hades.

I estimated their strength to be around S-rank or higher, but at best, they would only be on par with Lee Jicheol, who had gained the power of the Dragonkin.

The only thing that really concerned me was the black-armored knight standing behind them.

I had seen that knight before—in Jackson’s memories, from when Hades first got entangled with me.

That thing was likely a high-ranking undead, crafted by the leader of Hades.

Back then, Jackson had been utterly terrified of it.

“Xavier.”

“Hm? What is it?”

“You take care of that undead.”

Although I placed the most trust in Astride and Henesia in terms of combat power, Xavier was no slouch either.

“…Can you separate them from the passageway?”

“Leave it to me.”

Xavier accepted the order without hesitation, kicking off the ground and charging forward.

Seizing the moment, I turned to Henesia to prepare a teleportation spell.

“You mean we don’t have to bother with the small fry? Understood.”

Lee Jicheol, Xavier, Song Ha-yeon, Yessiel, and Seo-ha remained behind, while the rest of us pushed forward toward the boss room as quickly as possible.

“…Damn it!”

“Bravo! Stop them at all costs!”

Realizing our intent, the two enemies launched an array of attacks to disrupt the spell, but they were overwhelmed by our sheer numbers and failed to stop us.

Glancing back at the black-armored knight now locked in combat with Xavier, we successfully completed the teleportation and arrived in front of the boss room.

“…I’ll cast a defensive spell in case of an ambush.”

Whoooong.

Creak…

Kugugugung…!

Without hesitation, we pushed the doors open.

Inside stood a mysterious man, who, despite knowing we were coming, remained unexpectedly calm.

“…Well, I suppose there was no way this could have held out for long.”

He then turned his gaze toward me, his expression shifting slightly in surprise.

“Honestly, I didn’t expect this. You were never the type to gather companions like this.”

“Oh? Is that so? How fascinating.”

The way he spoke—as if he knew me well—rubbed me the wrong way.

As Lee Jicheol had suggested, this man had definitely encountered me before.

Which meant…

“…Let me guess. You’re from Thebes, aren’t you?”

“Correct. But it seems you don’t remember everything just yet.”

“……”

I remained silent.

The man slowly pulled back his hood, revealing his face.

Faded golden hair, and eyes radiating an intense, sinister aura.

Staring closely at him, my expression hardened.

“…I… I don’t recognize you.”

At my response, my companions shot me suspicious glances.

I was just about to defend myself when the man suddenly burst into a hearty laugh.

“Of course, you wouldn’t. Compared to you, who has always been an existence beyond the norm, I was merely one among many.”

Hearing those words, I finally pieced together his identity.


Deep in my memories, there was indeed a vague image of his face.

“…Oh. You’re from the Strawpile, aren’t you?”

The Strawpile.

A faction among Thebes’ necromancers—fanatics obsessed with experimenting on corpses, continuously conducting research and tests.

And this man had come from there.
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“Did you just now realize it? Yeah, that’s right. We’ve crossed paths a few times, but you didn’t even know that I came from Earth.”

Well, of course. How could I have possibly figured it out when you never told me?

“After I was inexplicably sent back to Earth, I realized that you were still there, and I became certain that one day, we would cross paths again.”

“…So, what are you going to do about it?”

“I will teach you… who the true Lord of Death is.”

As he finished speaking, Heimvel, the leader of Hades, raised his staff and struck it against the ground, infusing it with immense energy.

Boom.

Srrrk.

Crack!

“He’s trying to complete the resurrection ritual!”

“I’ll try to stop him.”

Beatrice swiftly stepped forward and used her signature psychokinesis to generate intense gravity at the front of the boss room.

Creak!

Crack!

The walls and floor began to fracture under the pressure, but Heimvel remained calm.

He seemed convinced that such an attempt wouldn’t be enough to stop the ritual.

Moreover—

“Sorry, but you’ll have to play with me for a while, sis.”

Zap!

Boom!

A sudden attack forced Beatrice to hurriedly shift into a defensive stance.

“…Fabio? Why are you—?”

“Isn’t it obvious? I’m helping them right now!”

KABOOM!

His strength was clearly formidable—enough that even Beatrice wouldn’t be able to end this fight quickly.

That meant the remaining five had to join forces to take on Heimvel and put an end to the resurrection ritual.

‘…Well, to be exact, it was four of them, excluding me.’

Henesia, Astride, Seo Min-ah, and Chae Hwa-in.

Among them, Chae Hwa-in couldn’t sustain a long battle since she couldn’t receive my energy.

No matter what, we had to finish this quickly.

“A rare sight indeed—the commander of the Immortal Legion cowering behind her comrades in the body of a mere girl.”

“…..”

His taunt was irritating, but I couldn’t afford to get riled up.

Once I regained my full strength, his words would be as insignificant as the weakling he was.

Seeing my unexpected reaction, Heimvel clicked his tongue softly and spread his energy outward.

“Come forth, Gregor, Kalita, Tuhumvirgen.”

Crack!

Fwoosh!

Without any hesitation, three undead were summoned at once—and all of them were high-level undead.

So, he really had been holding a grudge all this time. Surprisingly, he had solid necromantic skills.

‘The only other person I’ve seen at this level was that damn headmaster.’

Clicking my tongue, I quickly analyzed both sides’ forces.

His undead were formidable, but if we had enough time, we would win.

The only issue was—how much time we actually had.

“Just so you know, the ritual can no longer be stopped.”

“…We’ll see about that.”

Without hesitation, Astride drew the Holy Sword Ulferia and unleashed a flurry of strikes.

Slash!

Zap!

BOOM!

The boss room was instantly torn apart, but Heimvel barely managed to protect himself with the three undead.

He then let out a laugh, as if amused.

“So, I wasn’t mistaken after all. If it isn’t the noble Lady Astride. How have you been?”

“…I don’t remember meeting someone like you.”

“Well, of course. But it doesn’t matter. Before the one who is about to return, you’ll be nothing more than a mere girl.”

Such confidence.

Honestly, at this point, I was starting to wonder where that confidence came from.

‘…This guy isn’t as weak as I thought.’

Of course, he was nowhere near my level at my prime, but he had undoubtedly reached the level of a master necromancer.

If someone like him had this much faith, then if Gildeon were truly revived, we might not be able to handle him with our current strength.

“We don’t need to fight him head-on. Focus on stopping the ritual.”

“…Understood, Teacher.”

“I’ll handle the resurrection ritual.”

Moving as if they had rehearsed it countless times, the two immediately pressured Heimvel, while Seo Min-ah proved that her earlier claims weren’t just empty talk by activating various skills and reading his moves.

“The formation in front of us is a lower priority. Hwa-in, can you break the ceiling?”

“…The Sword of Open Walls (開壁).”

Kiing!

Kwagagagak—!

From the gap that formed in the split ceiling, a massive magic stone covered in intricate spell formations was revealed.

Heimvel’s expression stiffened instantly as he clicked his tongue.

“You realized it this quickly? Impressive. I specifically used the method left behind by him…”

However, even in this situation, Heimvel showed no sign of despair.

The reason for that soon became apparent to everyone.

Fwoooong.

Psshhhhh.

“We destroyed everything, but…”

“The ritual isn’t stopping.”

The formations in front of them were not mere illusions. Each one was an essential component of the ritual itself.

‘And yet… it’s still working?’


Realizing the secret behind it, I frowned and pointed at Heimvel.

“So, you used yourself as the ritual’s altar.”

“…Correct. That’s why I told you—it’s already too late to stop it.”

From the beginning, he had intended to sacrifice his own life.

That’s why it didn’t matter if the members of Hades were losing or if they were at a disadvantage.

‘…This guy is completely insane.’

Noticing my look of disbelief, Heimvel accelerated the ritual even further and began to speak.

“I never had any lingering attachments to this world. But the necromancy I learned after going there was different. It became my everything—the only remaining value I had left.”

“……”

Honestly, I had heard this kind of speech too many times before. I could already predict his next words.

“But after encountering you, all of that was destroyed. Until I erase the humiliation I suffered that day, I might as well be dead even if I live.”

“……”

I scoffed. ‘As if any of that power is actually yours.’

Reading my expression, Heimvel chuckled, as if he had expected it.

“It doesn’t matter. I will watch you reach your limits and crumble… from the afterlife.”

Fwoooong!

The spell formations engraved all over Heimvel’s body began to glow.

Moments later, as if his soul had been completely drained, Heimvel collapsed to the floor.

And with that, the ritual was complete.

“This… this is bad.”

Even I hadn’t expected him to take such drastic measures.

People of his kind—those arrogant, self-absorbed necromancers—would never choose this kind of method.

But Heimvel had already abandoned all attachments to his own growth.

That’s how massive the wall he had felt from me must have been.

‘…Seriously, being too strong is a problem sometimes.’

The ritual was complete.

Soon, the infamous Gildeon would return and descend upon this place.

As the tension thickened, Beatrice—having already subdued Fabio—offered a suggestion.

“What if we ambush him the moment he revives with all of our strength?”

It was a logical plan.

The combined firepower of those present here was enough to erase even a powerful being without a trace.

There was a good chance it would work.

Henesia added another precaution.

“I’ll inscribe teleportation magic circles for each of us in advance. If the first attack fails, we can immediately escape to different locations.”

“…A-Alright. Let’s do it.”

It felt a bit underhanded, but honestly, I didn’t care.

With my current lack of power, I wasn’t in a position to be picky about methods.

“…He’s coming.”

Psssshhh.

A powerful aura filled the boss room.

A massive magic formation formed around Heimvel’s corpse.

Simultaneously, the blood and flesh of the sacrificed monsters gathered, shaping themselves into something unrecognizable.

Crunch!

Crack!

Kudududuk!

Sensing the urgency, everyone gathered their strength and prepared their attacks.

And the moment the figure within the formation made even the slightest movement—

As if a bomb had detonated, all of that immense power was unleashed in one concentrated strike.

—The Blade of Sorrow (悲嘆).

—”Arcana, The Hanged Man.”

—”Psychic Descent (念墜)!”

Zzzzeeeeng!

Kuwaaaang!

The force was enough to collapse the entire dungeon.

Yet strangely, the impact was less than expected.

Something had absorbed the shock.

‘Did he sense the attack right after reviving and block it?’

Whether it was intentional or instinctive, his ability far surpassed expectations.

Realizing the attack had failed, Henesia tensed and prepared to activate the teleportation spells.

Everyone’s gaze turned toward the figure that had emerged.

And that figure, in a low voice, spoke for the first time since its resurrection.

“…It was not you who summoned me.”

His voice was unnervingly calm, carrying the tone of someone who had absolute confidence that nothing here posed a threat to him.


As he fully emerged, his features became clear—a young man with elegant, ashen-gray hair and crimson eyes.

But everyone who looked at him knew—this was nothing more than an outer shell.

Inside, something entirely different lurked.

The one who had returned—

The legendary necromancer, Gildeon.
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Gildeon, after briefly glancing at us, leisurely extended a hand and pointed at Heimvel’s corpse sprawled on the ground.

“Rise and confess the truth to me.”

Whoosh.

Rustle!

An immense deathly aura extended from Gildeon’s outstretched palm, enveloping Heimvel’s body.

As if guided by an invisible hand, the corpse rose to its feet.

And then, Heimvel’s eyes widened.

“…It is truly an infinite honor. I stand before the true master of death.”

Only then did I realize Heimvel’s true intent.

He had been waiting for Gildeon to resurrect him as an undead.

And astonishingly, the revived Heimvel retained his memories, intelligence, and even displayed a significantly enhanced strength.

‘He turned him into a high-tier undead? Just like that?’

All Gildeon did was extend his hand and release his aura.

Yet, he showed no sign of exertion in the process.

This was undoubtedly a necromantic technique unlike anything I had ever seen before.

‘This one is different.’

Earlier, I had judged Heimvel’s necromancy as nearly perfected, but compared to me, it was still child’s play.

That was why I had been able to observe his skills with an air of detachment.

But Gildeon’s power was different.

I could sense it instinctively.

He was the real deal.

A pioneer who had ascended to an untouchable realm and forged his own path.

That realization sent a surge of excitement and competitiveness through me.

‘How far have you gone?’

Had Gildeon surpassed the boundaries of necromancy and seen the same sights I once had?

However, this was no time to dwell on such thoughts.

“Chae-Hwain.”

The moment our eyes met, she understood my intent. Her aura and magical energy surged as she shot forward.

“Blade of Sorrow.”

At the same time, as if prearranged, Henesia hastily activated a teleportation spell.

Using Chae-Hwain’s distraction, we safely escaped to the room just before the boss chamber, where our allies awaited us.

Whoosh.

Swirl!

A teleportation formation unfolded in the rectangular space, and our vision stabilized.

Simultaneously, I felt Chae-Hwain’s soul return to the realm of death.

“…Brother?”

“Master! What happened? What is this deathly aura?”

A quick glance confirmed our side’s victory.

The undead called Brago had been utterly destroyed, the robed man was dead, and only the muscular young man wielding a halberd remained captured.

I turned to my companions and delivered the conclusion.

“The… the ritual was a success.”

“Hah.”

“…Well then.”

But the real problem lay ahead.

With the dungeon boss sacrificed, the dungeon itself had been cleared.

However, the resurrected Gildeon and Heimvel were now blocking the boss room.

And with Gildeon’s power, he could easily open the boss room’s entrance and pursue us.

In short, we were like rats trapped in a cage.

“Is he really that strong?”

Surprisingly, it was Astride who answered Lee Ji-cheol’s question.

“…Aside from our teacher, I’ve never seen anyone of that caliber before.”

Even Astride, who had once traveled alongside the demigod Cerezia, said as much.

It was proof that Gildeon had already stepped into the realm of the transcendent.

“…Not only is his true body powerful, but the undead he commands must be strong as well. I could feel the traces of mighty spirits bound to him.”

“That’s a serious problem. From what I hear, even the leader of Hades, who was revived by his hand, doesn’t sound like an easy opponent…”

Xavier was right.

At this point, we were at a clear disadvantage.

With no way to leave the dungeon, a bleak future awaited us unless we found a new path forward.

‘…We’re in trouble.’

I racked my brain, but no miraculous solution came to mind.

And then—

Before we could take any action, the first undead, presumably sent by Gildeon, appeared before us.

Boom!

“…My name is Bagra, servant of the Great Lord. Who among you is called Baek Eun-ha?”

A grotesque figure, as if a demon and a bear had been fused into one. Its terrifying face and massive frame made it clear—

This was no ordinary opponent.

And then, the 金砕棒 (Golden Crushing Staff) radiated such intense heat that the surrounding temperature seemed to rise in an instant.

Anyone could see that he was strong.

Even though he was merely standing there with an arrogant posture, an overwhelming aura of dominance exuded from him.

“Why do you ask?”

“The Lord is looking for you. The rest can be killed.”

“…You insolent bastard.”

Lee Ji-cheol stepped forward, pushing the power of the Dragonkin to its maximum.

Magical scales formed an armor around his body, and his fists became enveloped in magical energy, taking the shape of massive fangs.

It was a formidable force, but Bagra scoffed and warned him.

“You’re not even half a dragon. That won’t be enough.”

At the same time, blazing red flames engulfed the passage, surging toward all of us.

Whoosh!

KWAANG!


CRACKLE!

Henesia, who had already prepared in advance, quickly deployed a powerful defensive spell.

But even she furrowed her brows, struggling to withstand the flames.

As the fire subsided, the dungeon was left in ruins.

The walls, the ceiling—everything had been scorched beyond recognition.

And at the center of it all, Lee Ji-cheol, who had taken the brunt of the attack, was not in good shape either.

Though his natural Dragonkin regeneration was restoring his strength, the damage he had taken was more severe than expected.

“I’ll ask again. Who bears the name Baek Eun-ha?”

“…….”

“…How laughable, cowering in silence, unable to even speak your own name.”

“Enough. The Lord has no need to concern himself with worms like you. I’ll burn you all to ashes right here.”

It was infuriating, but at this moment, I lacked the power to do anything about it.

However, the one who truly reacted was Astride.

Her aura shifted dramatically.

“…That’s twice.”

“What?”

“Do not defile my teacher’s name with that filthy mouth.”

Unlike her usual composed demeanor, Astride was seething with rage.

Seeing this, Henesia hurriedly whispered to her.

“Astride, if you kill him now, more reinforcements will come. We need to find a solution first.”

“…….”

Not long ago, these two would have just hidden behind me, crying out my name.

Yet now, even in the face of such despair, they were thinking ahead, strategizing for the future.

Seeing that, I felt a strange sense of nostalgia.

‘You’ve both grown up well.’

Clearing my thoughts, I took a step forward and gave Astride an order.

“Forget it. Just kill him.”

“Teacher? Are you sure? Gildeon will definitely have even stronger undead—”

“Yeah, but dragging this out won’t change anything.”

At some point, we had to make a choice.

I thought of the chains of souls still binding my power, and I murmured toward the entity that had created them.

‘I think I finally understand why you did this…’

The situation had escalated.

We could no longer just sit back and watch.

“…I’ll break the seal. By force, if necessary.”

“Master! Last time, you said it was too dangerous!”

“Brother, calm down! We could just run and wait until your strength returns—”

No, sorry, but that’s not an option.

Not only was there no other viable path, but fundamentally, it went against my principles.

‘A necromancer who thinks he’s at the top of the world is standing right there, and you want me to turn tail and run?’

No matter how much I tried to compromise, that was something I could never accept.

Running away now would mean denying everything I had built in Thebes,

and insulting every powerful foe I had faced and slain.

If someone dares to call themselves a ruler, they must never back down when challenged—

even with a blade pressed against their throat.

There can only be one king upon the throne.

So either he dies here, or I do.

“Are you Baek Eun-ha? All you do is spew nonsense.”

“……”

“Many heroes and rulers have come and gone, yet not a single one could challenge my lord’s position.

Do you really think a mere insect like you could even graze his feet?”

For an undead, he sure was eloquent.

At the very least, it was clear he had immense confidence in his master’s strength.

With a calm gaze, I turned to Astride and spoke.

“What are you waiting for? That was the third time.”

That was all it took.

A blinding flash erupted.

For an instant, my vision went white.

When my sight returned, Bagra was already on the ground—

all four of his limbs severed, his face crushed into the dirt beneath my feet.

“Guh… H-How…? How could a mere human…?”

Astride, standing before me, showed no hesitation as she swung her sword once more.

Slash!

Bagra’s head flew off.


His soul, grievously wounded, barely managed to return to Gildeon.

“If you’re so confident, why don’t you step up yourself?”

It was a declaration of war—

a direct challenge to the legendary necromancer,

the myth of Thebes himself.
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“…Teacher. Then, I’ll go.”

Hearing Astride’s words as she took a battle-ready stance in front of me, I instinctively closed my eyes tightly.

A moment ago, I had spoken resolutely, but no matter how much I prepared myself, attempting such a gamble made even someone like me—who had crossed countless life-or-death situations—feel nervous.

‘The probability is sufficient, but this is something I absolutely don’t want to go through with.’

With Astride’s power, we would forcibly destroy the chains of the seal.

It sounded simple in words, but to achieve it, I too had to put my life on the line.

Having made up my mind, I hesitantly met Astride’s gaze before giving my instructions.

“…G-go easy on me.”

Astride nodded solemnly, then released pure, concentrated magical energy throughout her body.

When she channeled it into her sword, a white sword aura (劍罡) manifested at the tip.

Fixing her aim, Astride gazed at something beyond my body and, without hesitation, swung her sword.

Swoosh!

Crash!

With a deafening explosion, a powerful shockwave rippled through the dungeon’s interior.

Yet, strangely enough, my body remained completely unscathed.

And at that moment, I could clearly feel it.

Clang!

The chains that had bound me—chains that had gradually weakened over time due to my necromantic arts—were now completely shattered in a single strike.

“…Teacher, are you alright?”

“Ugh. I mean, I think I am.”

Oddly, however, I didn’t feel any noticeable change.

‘T-this shouldn’t be happening.’

The chains that had shackled my soul were undoubtedly gone. Yet, I couldn’t draw out any power at all.

Something was wrong.

Noticing my expression, my companions sensed the gravity of the situation and tensed up.

And then—

An excruciating pain suddenly surged through my entire body, forcing me to my knees.

Bzzzz—!

“Ugh…!”

It was a sensation unlike anything I had ever felt before, even when I had recklessly overexerted myself in the past.

The pain was far beyond anything I had previously endured—it was only growing more intense by the second.

‘W-what the hell is happening?!’

Gritting my teeth, I tried to analyze what was happening. But this wasn’t just pain.

Rather, it felt like something within my body and mind was constantly misaligning—like a violent backlash.

I struggled to maintain my consciousness and control the situation, but in my powerless state, it was impossible.

In the end, as I reached my limit, my body collapsed, and my mind faded into unconsciousness.

Deep within my soul, I could sense a wisp of sa-gi (死氣)—the energy of death—beginning to awaken.

#

“What in the world is happening?”

“…The sudden breaking of the seal seems to have overwhelmed the teacher’s body. It can’t handle the strain.”

Henesia calmly examined Baek Eun-ha’s condition, while Baek Seo-ha and the rest of the group watched with anxious eyes.

“What’s the situation?”

“At this rate, it’ll be impossible for her to fight anytime soon. If she were just an ordinary person, she’d already be in a state worse than death.”

However, Baek Eun-ha was a transcendent being who had reached an unparalleled level.

Her soul and body had already ascended to the point where they actively rejected death itself.

Because of that, there was a high chance she would find a way to survive—even in a situation like this.

“For now, all we can do is trust in her and do whatever we can on our end.”

In other words, the remaining members of the group had to find a way to hold off Gildeon—without Baek Eun-ha.

“…One way or another, there’s no turning back now.”

“Damn it. Whatever, let’s just do this! No way he’s that strong, right?”

Xavier sighed and shook his head in resignation, while even Song Ha-yeon—the weakest member of the group—firmed her resolve.

And just then—an unexpected reinforcement arrived.

“Huh? Did someone just…”

“Someone just entered the dungeon. And they’re incredibly strong.”

Click.

Click.

As the sound of approaching footsteps echoed, a figure emerged—a young woman with long hair, exuding a noble and refined aura reminiscent of medieval royalty.

She was none other than Baek Eun-ha’s second disciple, Helena.

“Huh? Weren’t you supposed to be in a dungeon in England…?”

“I already cleared the whole thing. I had a bad feeling, so I came.”

Then, shifting her gaze beyond the group—toward the boss room—she spoke.

“…It seems we’re already too late.”

Despite being in a completely isolated space, the overwhelming aura of Sa-gi (死氣, death energy) was intensely palpable.

Helena, who had been taught by Baek Eun-ha, could instantly gauge the enemy’s capabilities just by observing the scene before her.

“That thing… is a monster. It’s not something we can defeat in a head-on battle.”

“But we have no choice but to face it head-on now. There’s no other way.”

Xavier sighed as he spoke.

Helena, who had been watching Baek Eun-ha closely, gave a faint smile before speaking again.

“Let’s do it, too.”

“…Do what, exactly?”

“The resurrection ritual.”

Right now, Baek Eun-ha was in a state akin to suspended animation.

The massive dam that had been holding back her soul’s power had burst, yet there was no energy left to control its flow, leaving her in an uncontrollable state.

The solution was simple: through a new ritual, they would pass the necessary power into Baek Eun-ha’s hands so she could regain control.

“…Are you saying you can perform that ritual?”

“I learned a lot from my master. And since it’s her method, there shouldn’t be any issues.”

Her words made perfect sense, and Lee Ji-cheol, who had been standing by Baek Eun-ha’s side, nodded quietly.

Helena had already been overwhelmingly powerful back when Lee Ji-cheol was working with Hades.

Now that she had learned from Baek Eun-ha, it wasn’t impossible for her to pull this off.


“Then, our job is to buy time.”

Leaving Helena behind to tend to Baek Eun-ha, the rest of the group moved to intercept Gildeon.

However, one person—Seo Min-ah—remained by Helena’s side.

Helena tilted her head at her.

“So, what exactly do you mean by ‘helping’?”

At Helena’s meaningful words, Seo Min-ah gave a bitter smile before speaking.

“I don’t know much about a necromancer’s summoning arts, but there’s one thing I do understand.”

“…”

“You’re planning to use yourself as a sacrifice to awaken her, aren’t you?”

Seo Min-ah’s guess wasn’t difficult to make.

After all, she had already seen it in a divination she had performed before.

Back then, the card had shown Baek Eun-ha sitting on a throne.

And beneath that throne, it had depicted Seo Min-ah herself offering up her heart.

“I’ll do it instead.”

After that divination, Seo Min-ah’s ability to foresee the future had completely vanished.

That fact alone made things clear.

“…That was my final prophecy.”

That was why she had come here today.

This was the last role left for her to fulfill.

Helena fell silent for a moment, then finally spoke.

“There’s no need for you to die. You’ll regret this.”

“I know how incredible you are, Helena. But can you truly complete the ritual while sacrificing yourself? And if something goes wrong, who will be there to fix it?”

Realistically, sacrificing Seo Min-ah had a much higher chance of success than Helena doing it herself.

That was likely why her past prophecy had indicated Seo Min-ah as the offering.

And with this, the ritual would certainly succeed.

“…If that’s your level of resolve, there’s no point in trying to stop you. Any last words before you go?”

“I don’t have a family to mourn me, so at least make sure to hold a proper funeral.”

“I’ll remember that.”

There was no time to hesitate.

Helena hurriedly completed the magic circle she had been inscribing across the entire room and immediately began the ritual.

Boom!

Kra-koom!

At that moment, a powerful presence burst forth from the entrance to the boss room, accompanied by a deafening roar.

Gildeon had finally opened the boss room’s doors and entered the dungeon.

“…I’d have liked to buy a little more time, but it can’t be helped.”

“I’m ready. Do it.”

Whoooosh.

Helena’s hands moved gracefully through the air, and in response, immense magical energy and Sa-gi surged throughout the ritual circle.

Slowly, Seo Min-ah’s eyes began to lose their light, growing dim.

“……”

The moment when the purest Sa-gi is created.

It is the very instant when a living being meets its death.

And in the case of someone as powerful as Seo Min-ah, who willingly sacrificed herself with unwavering resolve, the death energy she released was incomparably pure and intense.

“…This should be more than enough.”

With a solemn smile, Helena carefully gathered that energy and delivered it into Baek Eun-ha’s body according to the set procedure.

Whoooosh.

Srrr—

Thud.

Thud.

Thud.

The sound of a heart beating.

The pulse of a soul awakening.

The ritual had succeeded.

Now, the rest was up to her master, Baek Eun-ha.


“……”

As Helena slowly retracted the Sa-gi, she began summoning the undead she had prepared for this day.

One by one, they emerged as she strode toward the entrance of the boss room.

“Please… wake up in time.”

And so, in the now-empty room, only a faint, irregular heartbeat echoed in the silence.
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‘Is this truly the power that a mere human can possess?’

Hunter Xavier, known as the “Seven Star,” knelt on one knee, drained of strength, and stared at the being before him.

Only 10 minutes had passed since the battle began.

However, in that short time, Xavier had already sensed defeat.

That being was, as someone had said, not something that could be opposed by human strength.

‘I never imagined I would feel such emotions.’

 Xavier was also called a hunter who transcended humanity by the public.

He had reached a higher level than anyone else who had awakened with him and formed a team, and the surrounding hunters were always behind him.

However, right now, Xavier desperately felt their emotions.

The being in front of him was enormous.

With Xavier’s strength, he couldn’t even touch it.

“Heimvel, is there anyone named Baek Eun-ha among them?”

“…No, my Lord. It seems that he is hiding somewhere else, likely planning a strategy.”

“Then that’s fine. I probably won’t find any interest in such an opponent.”

Not a single wound on Gildeon, and three undead standing by his side.

The ancient dragon Ascalon, the knight of the Sky Wall Luspa, and the demon beast Verkulachio.

Xavier couldn’t break through any of them.

His only limit was to stall them and buy time in one-on-one fights.

‘…If there is any hope, it’s in them.’

Henesia and Astride. They were his only hope.

In fact, Astride had gained an advantage over Luspa, and even Gildeon occasionally paid attention to her sharp attacks.

So, he had to somehow give them the chance to confront Gildeon.

That was the last strategy Xavier could aim for.

“…Hey, Hel, do you think you can hold Heimvel?”

In response to Xavier’s question about Helena’s alias, a calm voice answered back.

“I could even crush him completely. It seems he’s now within my control. However… there is only one opportunity. You must choose carefully.”

Helena spoke to Xavier with a glance.

“Good. Then I’ll ask you to do it in exactly 20 seconds.”

Xavier had only about 40% of his mana remaining, but that was enough to unleash maximum power in an instant.

Xavier secretly signaled to Yessiel, who was healing his wounds from behind.

It was a signal to summon the ‘Sanctuary’ at the right moment.

‘…Three, two, one, now.’

Following Xavier’s command, everyone with remaining strength moved to do their part.

The giant snake and Banshee Queen summoned by Helena neutralized Heimvel’s undead, and numerous souls swirled toward the confused Heimvel.

At the same time, Beatrice gathered her last strength and emitted a powerful telekinetic wave.

“Mind Collapse!”

The targets were the three undead protecting Gildeon.

Using such a force that blood poured from their noses and ears, the undead were hurled into the air and dropped in one place.

There, Xavier and Yessiel were waiting.

“Now, I hereby declare the Sanctuary.”

Whooosh.

Shwooosh!

With Yessiel raising his divine power and praying, explosive light filled the dungeon.

As the light formed a space targeting the three undead, Xavier explosively gathered his mana and spoke.

“Five minutes. No more than that.”

Astride nodded at those words. She too knew that only she could face Gildeon now.

So, it was time to use the final method.

“…Henesia, I’ll use the power of the hero.”

“I understand. I’ll support you.”

The secret power passed down only to a select few within the royal family of the Selen Kingdom, Astride had manifested this power since she was very young, but after reaching a certain level, she had refrained from using it.

She realized that the source of the power was tied to her human identity, something that was not good for her.

‘But I have to use it.’

Without it, she could never deal with the monster before her.

So, without hesitation, Astride drew the holy sword Ulferia.

“The light of radiance.”

Astride’s mana burst forth in a dazzling light, enveloping her body, and this led to an explosive surge in her power.

“The duration isn’t long.”

Thus, she would give her all and end the fight in that brief time.

That was the final move chosen by all of them.

Thwack—!

Astride stomped the ground with great force, and in an instant, shockwaves of unknown origin began to fly across the dungeon’s walls.

She moved so quickly that the mere act of her preparing for her strike caused the walls to break apart.

Kwang!

Bang!

Kwaang!

Astride, who had slammed the ground three times in a row with such speed that no one could even recognize it, finally sensed that a gap had appeared and delivered a perfectly refined sword strike.

It was the technique that her teacher, Baek Eunha, had once praised.

The sword path drawn by pure swordsmanship and magic aligned precisely, cutting through everything in its path—a sword of severance (斷絶).

Swoosh!

Kkaggagak—!

Even Gildeon, who must have felt the urgency, quickly summoned another undead, but as soon as it materialized, it was caught in the strike and ripped apart.

And the sword strike didn’t stop; it hit Gildeon beyond it.

‘…It’s in.’

She could definitely feel the impact.

It was the most perfect strike she’d ever made.

Astride quickly created some distance and continued to watch, without lowering her guard, the severed corpse of Gildeon.

At the same time, Heimvel, who was tightly bound by Helena’s giant snake, shouted in surprise.

“Lord!”

Even Heimvel, who knew how strong Gildeon was, couldn’t believe that strike had taken down the warrior.


With everyone’s attention now focused on them, Xavier urgently shouted a warning.

Although Gildeon appeared to be dead, his undead was still attacking.

“Finish him off! He’s not dead yet!”

Hearing this, Astride stomped the ground again, and at the same time, Henesia, supporting her, cast various spells.

However, that was as far as it went.

“…I apologize for my mistake.”

Whoooosh.

Krrrk—!

Astride’s sword strike was neutralized by black hands that had risen from the ground just a step ahead.

Astride and Henesia, witnessing this, froze in shock.

It was none other than Baek Eunha’s technique.

Ignoring their shock, Gildeon calmly turned his gaze to everyone present and spoke in a tranquil voice.

“You are truly warriors. Although I have just awakened, I have made such a poor judgment; how shameful is that?”

In an unexpected shift of tone, Gildeon, disregarding the situation, began to channel a chilling aura from the tips of his limbs, and softly declared,

“Now, from this point on, shall I be met with due respect?”

“…”

“All of you, after facing the end, will accept it fully, even as limbs.”

In short, he was saying he would kill them all and turn them into his undead.

Yet, despite hearing such a rude declaration up close, no one dared to speak out against it.

That was because they all could feel with their bodies that it wasn’t a joke.

“…Truly terrifying. Is this being about to step into the world?”

Only Xavier voiced it, but everyone present silently agreed.

Hades’ ambition was not in vain.

If it was Gildeon before them, he might truly swallow the entire world single-handedly.

Still, the group didn’t give up. There was still a final hope sleeping somewhere deep within the dungeon.

But just as if to shatter that hope, Gildeon’s emotionless voice echoed once again.

“Rise, Colossus Kubarna.”

At that moment, the dungeon ceiling, which had been ominously high, was obscured, and darkness fell.

#

“…Damn it, it’s so noisy.”

Inside my mental world, where I was balancing the borders between my body and soul, trying to walk a fine line, I slowly sat up, stiff and sore, and looked at the corpse of Seomin-ah lying next to me.

‘Well, this makes sense.’

While I was doing my best to maintain my form, I felt someone outside trying to help me with high-level necromancy.

It was probably Helena who initiated the ritual, with Seomin-ah being the offering.

“Does anyone even care if you do that? You lot are always like this.”

There were several seers with similar power to Seomin-ah back in Thebes.

But the end for most of them was the same.

When the destined time came, they would simply accept their fate and pass their will to someone in the future.

“But I kind of hate that.”

Whooosh.

Fsss—

Following the motion of my outstretched hand, a certain amount of mana surged up, flowing directly into Seomin-ah’s corpse.

The power I felt inside me now was only about a quarter of my peak.

But I knew.

All the chains that had held me down had disappeared, and my power was growing exponentially at this very moment.

“Is this how it’s done?”

Enjoying the refreshing sensation that I hadn’t felt in a long time, I waved my hand a few times, and as if an invisible hand existed, Seomin-ah’s body floated in the air.

Soon after, she opened her eyes, looking around in surprise as she gazed at her own body.

“What… is happening?”

“I just gave back what I received. I didn’t turn you into an undead, so don’t get confused.”


As I said this, I realized.

I no longer felt the annoying side effects of dimensional movement.

Leaving Seomin-ah, who was still struggling to regain her senses, behind, I walked toward the source of the powerful vibrations and whispered softly,

“What’s this? It’s more doable than I thought.”

I reflected once more on the necromantic ritual I had witnessed only moments ago from Gildeon, going over its structure.
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“I keep getting surprised… I never expected a necromancer of this level to exist here as well.”

Gildeon, still completely unscathed, stood tall, while Helena struggled to block his path in front of him.

Watching the two of them, Song Ha-yeon froze in place, her thoughts coming to a halt.

Everyone else had already reached their limits.

Astride and Henesia, who had led the charge against Gildeon, had long since lost consciousness, while Xavier and Yessiel were being overwhelmed by Gildeon’s undead, their deaths seemingly imminent at any moment.

Beatrice had collapsed long ago from overexertion, and Lee Ji-cheol, who had been protecting Helena, was now critically wounded, teetering on the brink of death.

In short, the only ones left were Helena and Song Ha-yeon.

“…Hah, haah. This is downright unfair. Your undead completely defy common sense.”

“From my perspective, you are the remarkable one. If we had met in Thebes, I might have taken you as my disciple.”

A colossus so massive it filled the entire dungeon, and Gildeon, who, despite his comparatively small form, radiated an even stronger presence.

Standing before them, Song Ha-yeon felt utterly insignificant—so much so that she couldn’t even lift her head.

‘…And to think that this was already reduced to a tenth of its original size?’

That meant, in reality, it must have been truly enormous.

She recalled the myths of Gildeon that Astride and Henesia had once spoken of—the undead that was said to be larger than the imperial fortress itself.

That legend was real. And it was standing right in front of her.

‘Which means… all the other myths might also be…’

They were either true or at least not far from reality.

Realizing this, Song Ha-yeon let out a hollow laugh and lowered her head even further.

To begin with, this was an entity beyond human capability to oppose.

‘This is just too much.’

Helena, who had been fighting with power far beyond her limits, finally lost the strength in her eyes and collapsed to her knees.

And Gildeon, watching her, slowly began to step forward.

“I shall grant you the honor of becoming a more powerful undead. You will undoubtedly attain a greater level than you ever did in life.”

“……”

Gildeon, raising his palm as dark energy swirled within it, and Helena, who simply stared at him in silence.

It was purely an instinctive reaction when Song Ha-yeon stepped between them.

“…Ah, now that I think about it, there was still one left.”

His tone was indifferent, as if he had never even considered her presence.

And that judgment was fair.

To a necromancer of Gildeon’s caliber, Song Ha-yeon was truly nothing.

Fully realizing this, she steadied her trembling body and raised her head.

Then she spoke.

“I… I won’t let you pass.”

“…..”

A pitiful plea.

But it was all she could do.

Of course, such a wish was shattered instantly.

“Are you her kin? If so, do not worry. You shall be together forever—as my servant.”

“D-Don’t be ridiculous. We may not be related by blood, but we are fellow disciples. I won’t let you take my junior.”

Hearing that, Gildeon tilted his head slightly, as if perplexed.

“Fellow disciple, is it? And yet, I do not sense such accomplishment from you.”

“…..”

A single sentence that struck directly at her weakness.

But she had long since known that.

Compared to Baek Eun-ha or Helena, she was utterly insignificant.

Even so, even with such meager talent, Song Ha-yeon had loved the necromancy that Baek Eun-ha had taught her.

Her master’s knowledge was always fascinating, and the process of learning and mastering it had always been a joy.

Had she ever been so completely devoted to anything else in her life?

To her, necromancy was everything.

And Baek Eun-ha, her master, had believed in her and brought her here.

If she were to let her comrades die without putting up a fight, she would never be able to face her master again.

“…It’s true that I’m just a mediocre necromancer.”

“……”

“But my master isn’t.”

She could accept insults directed at herself, but she would never tolerate the disregard of the very foundation of her necromancy.

Standing before the mythical necromancer, Song Ha-yeon did not hesitate.

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small piece of bone.

The very first bone she had ever buried in the ground, stained with her own blood, and infused with her spirit—since the day Baek Eun-ha had first taught her.

To Song Ha-yeon, it had become the most precious thing she owned.

‘I can do this.’

Baek Eun-ha had said it—Song Ha-yeon’s skeleton-crafting skills had already reached a high level.

It was the first pure praise she had ever received from Baek Eun-ha.

‘I have to succeed.’

She had already learned the techniques for creating high-level undead from Baek Eun-ha, and she had completed all the necessary preparations on this bone.

Falling into a state of extreme focus, Song Ha-yeon dropped the bone onto the ground and softly recited an incantation.

“Undead Call.”

Huuuuung.

Fwoooosh!

The process itself was no different from the necromancy she had performed countless times before, but the outcome was entirely different.

The bone fragment, darkening from red to pitch black, emitted an eerie aura and began to grow, as if forming a body.

Before long, it had transformed into a skeleton clad in a simple set of armor.

Its blue eyes flickered to life, and though its aura was still unstable, the skeleton took a moment to adjust before speaking to Song Ha-yeon.

“Spear… at your command.”

“…Protect us.”

A difficult request.

No, in truth, it was impossible.

Even a newly created high-level undead could recognize that much.

And yet, the skeleton silently stepped forward, placing itself between Song Ha-yeon and Gildeon.

“…Understood.”


And moments later—

Before it could even react, Gildeon extended a single finger toward it.

The skeleton instantly crumbled into nothing more than a handful of bone dust, scattering across the ground.

“…Your necromancy is intriguing, but crude.”

Even as she had commanded the skeleton forward, Song Ha-yeon had already known this would happen.

As expected, the result came to pass.

Silent tears streamed down her face.

She mourned the high-level skeleton that had perished without even being granted a name, and in her heart, she apologized.

Then, accepting her fate, she closed her eyes.

Now that the skeleton was gone, it was clearly her turn.

And yet, strangely enough, Gildeon was no longer looking at her.

His gaze had shifted beyond Song Ha-yeon, toward a newly arrived figure.

“…Master.”

Step.

Step.

Baek Eun-ha approached the tear-streaked Song Ha-yeon, her face a mess.

Without hesitation, she knelt down and scooped up a handful of the scattered bone dust, speaking calmly.

Rustle.

“Well, it is as he said—crude work.”

“…..”

“But when someone other than me says that, it’s bound to piss me off.”

Baek Eun-ha let out a smirk and met Gildeon’s gaze.

Gildeon, too, regarded her with a weighty stare.

With a single glance, they had both recognized that neither was ordinary.

Huuuuung.

Crackle.

As if instinctively wary of each other, both Baek Eun-ha and Gildeon released faint waves of necrotic energy.

A heavy silence filled the air.

And then, unable to hold back any longer, Gildeon was the first to speak.

“…You are Baek Eun-ha?”

“That’s right. From the way you talk, I assume you’ve rifled through that little bug’s memories?”

“Not entirely. But I believe it is only proper to extend courtesy to the one who summoned me into this land.”

A demeanor befitting royalty, valuing dignity and decorum.

Baek Eun-ha scoffed at the display and turned to Song Ha-yeon.

“Stop crying and get the others out of here.”

“Hhic. I-I wasn’t crying…”

As Song Ha-yeon summoned a few skeletons to retrieve their fallen comrades and withdraw, Baek Eun-ha added in a quiet voice.

“For your first try, you did well. Don’t worry about it. Once we get back, I’ll teach you properly.”

It was a simple remark.

Yet nothing had ever reassured Song Ha-yeon more.

Slowly, she nodded, wiping her eyes with her sleeve.

And as she prayed fervently for her master’s victory against the monster before them—

Baek Eun-ha, without the slightest trace of tension, spoke with absolute confidence.

“…Feels like I’m about a third charged.”

“…A third? What do you mean by that?”


Baek Eun-ha smirked and waved a single finger.

From thin air, a book overflowing with necrotic energy materialized.

Fwoooosh!

Flap!

“You’ll figure it out soon enough—once I start beating the hell out of you.”
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What has taken root inside me now is nothing less than the pure essence of deathly energy (死氣), no different from my prime.

And its quantity continues to grow.

‘…It’ll take a little longer to fully regain my strength.’

Until then, I adopt a defensive stance, reading my opponent’s moves.

Hooong.

“Extraction.”

Page eleven.

Inscribed there is the headless knight and immortal soldier—zombie Dullahan Hans’ skull.

“Materialization.”

Puhwaak!

Srrrrrk.

Thunk.

Black mist seeped out from my outstretched right hand, and soon, a fractured and split skull emerged.

I threw it onto the ground, channeling the overflowing deathly energy as I recited the spell.

“Undead Call.”

Puhwaak!

Kwadeudeuk!

Ududeudeuk—!

Unlike before, Hans reconstructed his body at an astonishing speed. He glanced at himself, seemingly surprised, and spoke.

“Oh… Is this… Have you finally regained your strength?”

“You can see for yourself. Focus ahead. This one’s a formidable opponent.”

At those words, Hans calmly observed the surroundings before shifting his expression to a serious one and replying,

“You’re right. This might be too difficult for me.”

“Who asked you to win? Just buy me some time—that’s what you do best.”

“If that is your wish, so be it.”

With Hans at the forefront, I reopened my book and summoned more undead.

Jack Calista, assassin of the Frost Tribe.

Fenneroché, the ruler of the Black Forest and queen of spiders.

Khan, the shaman.

And even Chehwa, whom I had sent back earlier.

Their strength was, without a doubt, far greater than before.

“…So these are your undead? Aside from one, they fail to meet expectations.”

Glideon remarked, glancing briefly at Chehwa, who now wore a bone mask.

That was enough for me to confirm something.

Glideon’s undead possessed a form of knowledge unfamiliar to me.

But at the same time, Glideon himself lacked certain understandings.

‘Sure, Chehwa is quite an exceptional undead…’

But among those I summoned, he was not my greatest force.

I smirked, extending my hand to summon a wooden staff that exuded a sinister aura of death.

The symbol of the Lord of Death, my primary weapon back in Thebes.

A staff I had also wielded in an American dungeon—Kurudalia.

“You’re not here just to judge my army. Show me what you’ve got.”

“…A welcome proposal. I hope you make this wait worthwhile.”

Kwoong.

Pashssss.

As if in response, Glideon pulled out a stone staff from somewhere and struck it against the ground.

Without waiting for a cue, we both raised our deathly energy and began chanting.

“Herodotus, Libicium.”

“Breath of Magdala.”

Srrrrk.

Kugugugung.

Two waves of deathly energy entwined and spread in all directions, shaking the dungeon as the wails of the dead echoed around us.

‘…I’m at a disadvantage for now.’

I had only regained about 40% of my strength. Even so, I couldn’t reach Glideon.

‘It’s definitely Northern-style necromancy, but…?’

Contrary to my expectations that it would be outdated and inferior, it was actually more advanced and refined than later generations.

That’s when I realized the truth about the so-called Northern necromancy schools that claimed to follow Glideon’s legacy.

‘…Those frauds. They couldn’t replicate it properly, so they just copied whatever they could.’

In other words, they were degraded knock-offs—poor imitations.

That was how formidable Glideon’s necromantic prowess was.

My attempt to analyze him using knowledge of Northern-style necromancy had become meaningless.

“Seal of Annihilation.”

Hooong.

Pashshsh!

With an additional incantation, our power finally reached an equilibrium.

By now, the surrounding land had become a domain of death, overflowing with our deathly energy.

Whoever seized the initiative here would edge closer to victory.

“Impressive. Your spellcraft is so intricate that it borders on beautiful. Did you have a mentor?”

“Well… If self-learning counts as apprenticeship, then I’ve had countless teachers.”

I had no master.

And I had no need for one.

If I wanted, stealing and making necromantic arts my own was as easy as breathing.

And I had no doubt—Glideon was the same.

“I can tell just by glancing at it. No wonder he had no rivals in his era.”

Though he seemed somewhat restrained due to being confined within the limited space of the dungeon, this was surely not the full extent of Glideon’s true power.

Glideon faintly lifted the corners of his lips and raised the stone staff he was holding into the air.

“It seems we need to change the stage a little.”

The staff shattered, breaking apart into distinct pieces like a puzzle, which then scattered in all directions, forming an intricate magical formation.

The moment a blinding light consumed my vision, I found myself standing before an endless plain stretching far beyond sight.


And upon that vast land lay countless remnants of something.

‘…What? This isn’t necromancy.’

The sheer scale of it was one thing, but the nature of the power itself was entirely different.

Just as I was about to express my astonishment, Glideon provided the answer himself.

“This is Philosium, the homeland of the woman I once loved.”

“…….”

“And I, by my own hand, destroyed it and sealed it within my staff.”

Philosium… That was the place Henesia and Astride had mentioned in their stories.

The ancient legend of how Glideon, upon losing his beloved, set an entire nation ablaze, wiping it from existence without a trace.

And now, its secret lay right before me.

“This space will not be easily destroyed. So, feel free to unleash your full power.”

“…You’re quite confident, aren’t you?”

That staff he held was likely a divine artifact.

Something on the same level as the Goddess’s Tear, which I had used for dimensional travel.

Naturally, it wouldn’t be destroyed by ordinary means.

With the path of retreat cut off, Glideon was now free to wield his immense power without worrying about collateral damage.

As proof of this, the undead creatures that had previously remained still now began to glow with eerie light in their eyes.

“Kubarna, release the seal on your power.”

Huuuuung.

Kugugugu—!

The already massive colossus began to expand beyond any conceivable limit.

It grew past the tallest tower in the ruins, past the clouds, and finally loomed over the twilight sky, casting a shadow across the land.

‘…What kind of absurd scale is this?’

Its size was beyond comparison to modern pyramids or aircraft carriers.

From its perspective, we must have looked like nothing more than ants—or something even more insignificant.

“Do you have anything else to show me? My undead still number in the thousands.”

An arrogant statement—yet one that made perfect sense.

If he had creatures of this caliber at his disposal, what could possibly exist in this world to make him afraid?

However, I simply raised my head and muttered quietly as I gazed up at Kubarna.

“…It’s too high.”

There had been plenty of beings who looked down on me with arrogance like this before.

The Mad Dragon of the Western Continent.

The Wolf Spirit of the Misty Realm.

The legendary demon who had gone undefeated for a hundred years.

All of them had ruled as conquerors, wielding overwhelming power.

Yet in the end, they all knelt before me, admitting their defeat.

‘It’s almost time.’

At last, the moment I had been waiting for was approaching.

Ironically, thanks to Glideon using the power of his staff, I no longer had to worry about my companions or the dungeon collapsing.

My restored strength had now reached 50% of its prime.

I had finally crossed a threshold that even necromancy could not push me past.

And now, at last, I could summon my most powerful undead companions once more.

Shrrraaak!

“Come forth.”

The page that opened was the 44th chapter.

And within it—was the right hand of the legendary demon Volcanus, who had aided me in clearing an S-rank dungeon in Korea.

As I watched the massive flames take form before me, I turned the page once again.

[The… vile… spawn… of death…]

“…Yeah, it’s about time I called you out too.”

It just so happened that Glideon had a fitting opponent among his undead.

It would be an interesting match.

I flipped to the 67th chapter of the Book of Death and pulled out a pulsating black heart, tossing it into the sky.

“Come forth.”

Huuuuung.

Crack!

Boooooom!

A piercing, deafening shriek rang through the air as a colossal being covered in black scales emerged.

Once, it had been the Mad Dragon of the Western Continent.

Now, having been defeated by me, it was bound to my will as the Death Dragon, Nox.

Glideon showed interest in these two undead creatures, but unfortunately for him, they were not the main event.

“Hans.”

“Tch. Why are you calling me again?”

Even as he spoke, Hans had already been shattered and resurrected hundreds of times fighting against Glideon’s undead.

He tried to act indifferent, but his irritation was clear.

I looked at him and, in a calm voice, finally gave him the words he had long been waiting for.

“I’m giving it back—your heart.”

“…Are you serious?”

Hans stared at me in utter disbelief.

I gave him a small nod.

Of course, he would react this way.

Ever since I had split his soul into three parts and sealed one within his heart and another in his steed, I had never once returned them.

At the time, it was because I couldn’t fully handle his power.

But, in truth, it had also been a form of retribution.

Now realizing that I was serious, Hans turned his gaze toward Glideon’s undead, an ecstatic grin forming on his lips.

“That’s excellent. Do you wish for their complete annihilation?”

“…Well, that would be ideal. Can you handle it?”

Shrrraaak!

As if responding to my will, the Book of Death began flipping its pages once more.

At this, Hans let out a chuckle and spoke with unwavering confidence.


“Even you can joke sometimes, my Lord.”

His voice was filled with certainty, an unmistakable declaration of self-assurance.

Once a nameless Dullahan zombie, a mysterious figure feared throughout Teheron.

And the one who, after coming back from death, had handed me my first ever defeat.

This was the moment when the headless knight, Hans, truly returned to life.
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As Hans reintegrated the returned heart into his body and stroked the mane of his prized phantom horse, Volcanus, unable to suppress his competitive spirit, was the first to speak.

[It has been a long time since I’ve faced such a worthy opponent, my lord. Who shall be my adversary?]

“Take care of that demonic beast.”

[Hmph, that one, huh? Not my first choice, but I suppose I have no other option.]

Whoosh!

Volcanus waved his hand, composed of fierce flames, and floated forward through the air.

As befitting a battle-hungry demon, he seemed eager to fight Gildeon, the strongest opponent, but Berkulachio would undoubtedly prove to be a formidable foe as well.

‘Volcanus might have the advantage in sheer rank, but he’s not in peak condition yet.’

Still, if he could endure the early stages of the battle, victory would eventually be within reach.

[Return the heart…!]

Flap—!

Swoosh!

At that moment, Nox also launched forward without hesitation, as if captivated by the prey before him.

Instinctively, his gaze was drawn to the magical core of the ancient dragon.

Meanwhile, another undead, Ruthpa the Knight of the Heavenly Rift, engaged in combat alongside other undead allies, including Chae Hwain and Khan.

‘That settles the matchups, more or less…’

The only ones left were the Colossus, Hans, Gildeon, and myself.

Gildeon, who had been watching the battles unfold, took his time before finally speaking.

“Your necromancy is quite unusual. I do not recall seeing anything like it before.”

“…….”

“Now, show me what you can do. I am truly looking forward to it.”

Within his otherwise expressionless face, a faint glimmer of excitement—akin to that of a child—emerged.

Responding to his anticipation, I accelerated the battle further with a variety of necromantic techniques.

The overall fight was evenly matched, but the most striking battle was undoubtedly the one between Kubarna and Hans.

Whoosh!

Boom—!

“Heh, in terms of sheer size, you’re by far the largest I’ve ever seen.”

Kubarna relentlessly pressured Hans with its overwhelming mass.

Even a mere swing of its hand, imbued with deathly energy, caused the ground to quake.
Its ironclad body seemed utterly impenetrable.

Yet Hans, carefully observing his foe’s movements, skillfully maneuvered his phantom horse, gradually increasing the distance between them.

“In that case, I’ll keep striking until I break through.”

Neighhh—!

Crash!

Gallop!

Gallop!

The thunderous sound of hooves echoed, carving deep scars into the earth.

The deathly energy enveloping Hans’ spear steadily grew in intensity.

Whoosh!

Rumble—!

The first clash. The attack was fierce, but it failed to inflict significant damage on Kubarna.

However, thanks to his phantom horse’s ability to phase through matter, Hans passed through Kubarna’s body without losing speed.

He immediately wheeled around, gathering more deathly energy, and charged again.

“Here comes the next one.”

The deathly energy that had struck Kubarna during the initial charge clung to Hans’ spear like iron filings to a magnet, increasing in volume.

Neighhh—!

Gallop!

Gallop!

Boom!

The second impact. Even with its colossal frame, Kubarna staggered, losing its balance for the first time.

“…This is…”

Even Gildeon, watching intently, hardened his expression as if he had foreseen the outcome.

As expected, Hans continued to pass through Kubarna, gathering the scattered deathly energy while accumulating more with each charge.

It was like an unstoppable tidal wave—an ever-increasing speed and power that refused to wane.

By the time Hans had repeated this attack seven times, the deathly energy amassed in his spear had become an overwhelming surge, akin to a massive tsunami.

Crash!

Boom—!

The impact carried an unprecedented force.

Kubarna’s legs cracked and shattered, leaving it unable to stand.

Rumble.

Thud!

The mighty giant collapsed, sending dust and debris flying in all directions.

Through the swirling clouds of dust, Hans circled back and gathered his deathly energy once more, leaping into the air with his spear poised for the final strike.

“Well, that was quite satisfying.”

Whoosh!

Clang!

Rumble—!

And so, the legendary Colossus, a mythical being spoken of in many tales, finally met its end.

As I watched the battle unfold, a strange feeling crept over me.

With a sense of curiosity, I turned to Gildeon and asked, puzzled.

“Why did you let it perish? If it was an undead you created yourself, there must have been a way to retrieve it.”

With that final blow, Kubarna was completely annihilated. As a fellow necromancer, I could clearly sense it.

For the first time, Gildeon broke his expressionless demeanor and responded to me.

“That one was an undead formed from the remnants of this Philosium Castle and the souls of its victims. Back then, I was blinded by rage and saw nothing else. 

However, I had vowed that if someone were to eventually defeat him, I would allow him to rest here, in his homeland.”

In other words, this was the rightful conclusion.

At the same time, Gildeon took a moment to gather his resolve before speaking again, almost as if paying his respects.

“I offer you my reverence. Since you lost your master, you possess greater skill than any necromancer I have encountered.”

By now, my recovered power had reached 60% of its peak. 

As a result, my undead had also grown stronger, and the tide of battle had rapidly shifted in my favor.


“Therefore, I, too, shall now reveal everything I have.”

In an instant, Gildeon’s presence changed.

It felt as though the person standing before me was someone completely different from the one I had been facing just moments ago.

At the same time, he began chanting a spell, offering up his condensed willpower as a sacrifice to summon something.

And I recognized what it was.

Hwoooong.

Fssh.

“It has been a long time since I last brought this out. Take it as proof of my acknowledgment of you.”

A symbol of the god of death, something that only those who have deeply touched death itself can wield on planet Thebes.

“The Seal of the Underworld…”

“You already know of it? Then you must also understand what that means.”

At this moment, at least, the seal recognized Gildeon as its master instead of me.

It had judged that, as a necromancer, his skill surpassed mine.

…This is really bad.

Honestly, I had suspected this might be the case to some extent.

The Gildeon I had met in person was truly a necromancer worthy of legend, so it was entirely possible that he had successfully summoned the Seal of the Underworld.

However, in my time, I was the only one capable of wielding the seal.

Seeing someone else use it for the first time—whether I liked it or not—was an entirely new experience.

“A necromancer who summons the seal gains absolute power. Surely, you must have experienced that for yourself.”

That was no exaggeration.

The power of the seal not only greatly amplifies the strength of one’s undead forces but also allows a single individual to command an army’s worth of undead.

Additionally, it creates a domain of death around its wielder, nullifying holy power and other opposing forces.

For a necromancer wielding the Seal of the Underworld, there were essentially no weaknesses.

“I have only two undead stronger than Kubarna. But you are no different, are you?”

Gildeon raised his opposite hand and summoned two undead.

One was a beautiful girl with silver hair flowing behind her, her eyes concealed beneath a cloth.

The other was a young man clad in crimson armor, radiating an unreadable yet overwhelming presence.

The moment I saw the emblem engraved on his armor, I recognized it from the books I had read.

“…No way. That’s not the Sun King, is it?”

“You recognize him? Then you are correct.”

“You’re insane.”

There was someone here even more ruthless than me—the one who had committed countless acts of madness on Thebes, earning the fear of all.

The Sun King Ruin was a figure tied to the very foundation myths of the Northern Empire, whose legacy still endured.

He was revered as the greatest of heroes.

Turning him into an undead… If the knights of Thebes heard of this, they would be outraged beyond words.

Gildeon then wielded the power of the seal, and the strength of his undead surged explosively. At the same time, his domain of death expanded across the battlefield.

At this point, there was essentially nothing I could do.

Gildeon spoke softly, declaring the conclusion of our battle.

“Your necromancy was truly fascinating. I shall make you mine and gradually uncover its secrets.”

In other words—

“This battle is my victory, not yours.”

My forces began to struggle hopelessly.

Hans, sighing, fought alone against the two newly summoned undead.

Meanwhile, the power of the Seal of the Underworld continued to accumulate without end.

Watching that scene, I could do nothing but lower my head in despair.

“Is this the end…?”

And yet—

I took a deep breath and exhaled in relief.

Gildeon tilted his head at my strange behavior, but by then, I had already lifted my face, wearing a smirk.

“No, honestly, I was actually a little scared just now.”

“…What?”

“I was just worried. What if you knew what came next?”

For a brief moment, I had even questioned whether Gildeon might truly be a superior necromancer to me.

It had been a long time since I had felt this level of tension facing an opponent.

Gildeon was indeed a formidable enemy.

But that was all.

“Have you ever thought about why it’s called the ‘Seal of the Underworld’?”

The answer was simple.

That seal was the very passage connecting this world to the afterlife—its gateway.

“It seems this is as far as you go.”

By now, my recovered power had reached 70%.

And the moment it had increased by just 1% more, I was certain—

At this very moment, my total power had surpassed Gildeon’s.

“Watch closely. You might learn something.”

Hwoooong.

Rumble!

As I raised my hand, the seal in Gildeon’s grasp began to pulsate.

And so, the battle for ownership of the seal began.

The winner, of course, was me.

Savoring the familiar sensation of the seal in my hand, I began to draw out its true power.

“The ability to declare a domain… That’s not how you’re supposed to use it.”

A surge of deathly energy erupted.

Along with it, an unfamiliar, unprecedented force began to rise.

As it spread, a deep, bluish mist engulfed the entire area.

Fsshh.


At the center of it all, something massive and inexplicable emerged.

A colossal, unfathomable door.

“When you see this for the first time, it makes you realize just how small the world you knew really was.”

The place often referred to as the afterlife—the final destination of all souls.

The Underworld had now descended upon this realm.
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Gildeon felt a sense of loss, yet at the same time, an inexplicable exhilaration when the girl, Baek Eun-ha, took the seal from him.

‘…So it truly existed. This realm beyond.’

In Gildeon’s era, there was no one capable of truly stopping his advance.

Not just among necromancers, but among the entirety of humanity.

Gildeon was unrivaled, standing above all. Yet ironically, it was precisely because of this that he clung to one last lingering doubt.

‘Is the realm I have achieved truly the end?’

He had begun to vaguely realize it—no matter how much time passed, he could no longer grow stronger.

If this was truly the peak, then Gildeon intended to discard his life without hesitation and return to the earth.

The problem, however, was that there was no way to confirm it.

‘If only there had been one—just one person who stood equal to me…

If that were the case, I could have been certain. Whether this was the final step granted to humanity, or whether there was a higher plane that I simply lacked the qualification to ascend.’

And so, to find that answer, Gildeon sealed his own soul with a special technique, waiting for the day when someone in a future era would draw him forth once more.

‘I had entrusted that duty to a few, originally.’

Yet now, having set foot in this distant foreign land, it was clear that, for whatever reason, they had abandoned their responsibility.

Still, Gildeon was certain.

Everything had simply been leading him to this moment—his fateful encounter with Baek Eun-ha.

“What a truly beautiful deathly aura.”

Yet, as soon as the words left his lips, Gildeon corrected himself.

“No… at this point, it would be more accurate to say it has become something entirely different.”

As if to affirm his words, the energy flowing from the underworld’s gate that Baek Eun-ha had summoned was already distinct from ordinary deathly aura.

It continued to expand endlessly, soon filling the land of Philosium that Gildeon had summoned.

At that exact moment, Baek Eun-ha, who had been silently observing, finally spoke again.

“This place is far too small.”

With a mere gesture of her hand, the space created by Gildeon’s stone tablet shattered into pieces.

To be precise, not just the space itself, but even the dungeon beyond it was torn apart.

As the confined space was obliterated, the underworld’s gate accelerated its energy dispersion, spreading its influence far and wide.

Gildeon felt himself landing upon a vast, open expanse and immediately realized the truth.

‘This… is Earth.’

The refreshing air, so unlike the dungeon, and the distant presence of countless living beings.
It was indeed an exceptional planet.

“……So then, what exactly do you intend to show me?”

“This.”

Whoooosh.

Rumble.

Creeeeak.

At last, the gate of the underworld began to open, and with it, the very land itself began to change.

A dark blue mist seeped across the ground, flowing like a river in a steady current.

Meanwhile, the sky shifted in color, gradually staining the surroundings in a luminous darkness.

As Gildeon took in the sight, he became certain.

Though he had never seen it in person before, there was no doubt—this was the underworld.

The land of the dead, the realm of lost souls.

The mythical scene unfolded before his very eyes.

At the same time, entities of unfathomable power began to emerge from beyond the gate.

One was a being whose entire body seemed drenched in the night sky, appearing somewhere between a middle-aged man and an old sage.

He sat upon what resembled a ferryboat, gripping an oar as if he were its master.

His size was immense, surpassing even the giants.

“If you ever find yourself dead and bound for the afterlife, you’ll be taking this ferry as well.”

The words were grandiose and solemn. Even given the circumstances, Gildeon couldn’t help but let out a small laugh.

“Well, that could be happening sooner rather than later.”

With Baek Eun-ha’s remark, another presence emerged from behind Charon.

It tilted its three massive heads, gazing at Gildeon with a low growl.

There was no mistaking its identity.

The guardian of the underworld, the three-headed hound of hell—Cerberus.

Gildeon may have been an absolute being, but in their presence, he felt as insignificant as a mere pebble on the roadside.

Perhaps it wasn’t entirely true, but the sheer magnitude of their existence was enough to plant that thought deep into his mind.

Baek Eun-ha, watching Gildeon’s frozen state, spoke in a hushed voice.

“So, is there any need to continue?”

“…How utterly laughable.”

It was not an answer directed at Baek Eun-ha.

It was a self-deprecating remark, aimed at none other than himself.

‘The question that had lingered in my mind for so many years was finally resolved.’

The state Gildeon had reached was not the absolute pinnacle.

There was a place even higher, and before his very eyes stood someone who had actually set foot on that land.

However, contrary to his previous expectation that he would accept everything and resign himself to the outcome, Gildeon felt a new emotion take hold of his heart.

“I want to climb those steps as well.”

And at last, he realized—it was not simply to confirm his own limits that he had come this far.

He had always been hoping that there was something beyond.

And so, there was only one answer he could give.

“Until the very end, I entrust myself to you.”

He knelt on one knee, placed his fist in its designated position, and lowered his head slightly.

It was, to Gildeon’s knowledge, the highest form of reverence and praise.

#

To be honest, the result was far too obvious—inevitable, even.

‘He must have known it too.’

Gildeon’s subordinates fought fiercely, but they could not overcome my undead army, reinforced with the Mark of the Underworld, nor the beings of the underworld itself.

And in the end, when all of his strength was exhausted, the battle’s outcome was decided.

“T-this… This can’t be…”

From a distance, Heimvel stared at Gildeon’s defeated form and my overwhelming power, repeating those words in stunned disbelief.

Well, considering he had returned to Earth before me, he probably never imagined I had reached such heights.

That would explain his previous confidence and unwavering demeanor.


‘…Though, to be fair, his backing was more formidable than I had expected.’

Gildeon had displayed a level of power and resilience beyond my expectations.

But thanks to that, I could now be completely certain—

Neither in the past nor in the future would there ever be a necromancer greater than myself.

“…This should be enough. That was a decent showing.”

Normally, I wouldn’t hesitate to simply lop off someone’s head, but this time, I chose to wait for his final words.

His skill had impressed me that much, and in my own way, I wished to show him some respect.

At that, Gildeon gave me a relieved smile, as if unburdening himself of everything, and spoke his last request.

“I have a favor to ask of you.”

“…What is it?”

“I want you to look after her in my stead.”

He gestured with his finger toward a silver-haired girl who had been struggling between Hans and Cerberus just moments ago.

Her eyes were covered with a cloth, obscuring her identity, but to be honest, I was already somewhat intrigued.

“She’s not a complete undead, is she?”

“You are correct.”

At a glance, she was clearly a long-lived species—and a rather unique one at that.

“I made her a promise, but in the end, I could not fulfill it.”

“I don’t like taking on troublesome burdens.”

‘No, if it’s you, it will happen naturally. Simply keeping her with you will be enough. Do you understand?’

Since he put it that way, refusing felt like more of a hassle, so I nodded.

With that, Gildeon transferred his contract with her to me, then slowly took in the view of Earth before closing his eyes.

“A shame, but I have no regrets.”

At the same time, his body began to dissipate like dust.

His lifespan had long since run out, and now that the will keeping him tethered had vanished, he was finally returning to where he belonged.

“…Take care of her, as promised.”

“What’s so important about her that you’re this concerned?”

“She is my master.”

Wait—was this guy seriously insane?

As I stared at him in disbelief, Gildeon let out a small chuckle in response.

Then, for a brief moment, his expression hardened as if something had suddenly come to mind, and he hesitated before speaking.

“I just remembered something.”

“Oh, come on. What now?”

“That underworld you summoned—I’m certain I’ve been there before…”

That piqued my curiosity as well.

According to the legend Henesia had told me, Gildeon had once met the King of Hell and exchanged final words with his lover.

Observing his condition, I found it plausible.

Since he had not fully drawn upon the power of the Mark, it was possible that he had lost his memories of that place.

“Wait, is there actually a way to enter the underworld?”


Even I didn’t know of such a method.

I focused intently, trying to listen, but by then, Gildeon’s form had almost completely faded away.

‘I once ventured there in search of my deceased lover’s soul.’

And with those final words, he vanished completely.

“…But by the time I arrived, the King of the Underworld from the old legends no longer existed.’”
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After Gildeon disappeared, the situation quickly calmed down.

The dungeon, which had been destroyed due to my power, gradually faded away, and the black fog that had enveloped Mallorca Island also vanished.

What remained were Heimvel and his subordinates—the main culprits behind this incident.

Normally, I would have turned them all into skeletons, but given the scale of the situation, someone had to take the blame.

And they were the perfect candidates for that role.

“Are you really saying you had no involvement in this?”

“Of course. The environmental pollution and the destruction of the nearby terrain—it’s all their fault.”

To be honest, my actions in forcibly destroying the dungeon played a significant role in those consequences, but that wasn’t my concern.

They needed to pay the price for causing me this much trouble, after all.

‘What a chaotic day…’

Since our side had sustained many injuries, we treated everyone before each of us returned to our respective homelands.

The fact that we had illegally entered the country and forcefully invaded a dungeon did cause some issues, but after explaining the situation properly, they let it slide.

After all, despite the complications, it was undeniable that they had benefited from our actions.

‘The seal has been completely destroyed, after all.’

After returning home from this fierce battle, I took the time to check my condition and recall my conversation with Gildeon.

Though he never reached the same level as me, he was still a pioneer of his era.

And as an ancient human, he possessed knowledge and information that I had never encountered before.

‘I would have liked to absorb all of his memories, but…’

In a way, he was a distant predecessor who greatly contributed to the advancement of necromancy.

Since I had also benefited from his existence, taking everything from him would have been dishonorable.

Even though I had the mindset of a ruler unconcerned with others’ opinions, I still had some principles I intended to uphold.

‘What I’m most curious about is how he managed to reach the underworld while still in a human body.’

That secret was most likely tied to Gildeon’s master—the silver-haired girl.

His final words had implied that the king of the underworld from the old legends no longer existed there.

If that was the case, then his master, who lived in the same era as him, might have known something about those ancient tales.

“So, why don’t you say something?”

I lightly tapped the girl’s forehead, but she remained completely unresponsive.

She was in a state of dormancy—her soul and consciousness were intact, but only her body functioned.

Most likely, she would awaken once certain conditions were met or enough time had passed.

“Now that I think about it, I never even heard her name.”

I sighed and placed the silver-haired girl inside the Book of Death.

Well, one way or another, I’d find out eventually.

Besides, there was something far more important to deal with right now.

“…Looks like your master was right. Something feels off.”

After my battle with Gildeon and the clearing of Mallorca Island’s S2-rank dungeon, the world faced an unprecedented situation.

All dungeon activity had suddenly come to a complete stop.

No new dungeons were appearing, and the remaining ones were being swiftly cleared and eradicated by hunters.

However, instead of celebrating, people were filled with unease.

It was difficult to believe that the dungeon crisis, which had plagued the world for so long, would simply end like this.

And the reason for that was simple.

“This is all because of you and Gildeon, isn’t it?”

“Yeah. I think I mentioned this to Song Ha-yeon last time…”

With every dungeon that appeared, a certain type of energy had been accumulating across the entire planet.

That energy allowed hunters to grow stronger at an accelerated rate, and in turn, the dungeons themselves had been increasing in difficulty.

From that perspective, this event marked a turning point.

“Gildeon’s revival… and the fact that I completely shattered my power’s seal… it disrupted the balance.”

Previously, the energy accumulating on Earth had been steadily rising.

But this time, it had skyrocketed in a sudden leap.

“So what happens next?”

“The dungeons… they’ll become even stronger, won’t they?”

“Seems like you’re starting to get it.”

Just as people had predicted, the dungeons were gathering strength, preparing to unleash an even greater catastrophe upon the world.

The sudden halt in dungeon appearances was merely the calm before the storm.

“Hades was the problem in the end.”

“If you trace back the cause, you could say that.”

I already didn’t like how he kept meddling, but in the end, he went all out and trolled us completely.

“Then shouldn’t we be preparing for something instead of just sitting here?”

“What are we supposed to do? We’ve come this far, and nothing’s going to change now.”

The fact that energy has accumulated on Earth also means, in another sense, that the growth of Hunters has accelerated.

“So, we just keep doing what we’ve been doing. That’s the best way to handle it.”

Of course, in the process, dungeons beyond their current capabilities will start appearing.

But what does that matter?

Now that I have regained my full power, there’s nothing to worry about.

“Who cares who crosses over? I’ll just take care of them all. No big deal.”

“Th-that’s true, I guess…”

Song Ha-yeon nodded repeatedly, as if recalling my overwhelming presence back on Mallorca Island.

Although the full details of the incident were never made public, quite a few people had witnessed me opening the gates of the underworld that day.

Because of that, various governments have been closely monitoring my existence ever since.

“…Well, of course, they’d be concerned. That kind of power… Even I couldn’t believe my own eyes.”

Just like Seo-ha said, any high-ranking Hunter would have instinctively realized that what I displayed back then was far beyond the reach of human strength.

Even Xavier, one of the top-class Hunters, was so shocked that he later asked me outright what I really was.

‘Seems like the same goes for them, too.’

【Baek Eun-ha】
▶ Level: –
• Title: –

I chuckled at the status window, which had lost its measurable values, then closed it and lay down on the couch, fiddling with my smartphone.

I had a rough idea for a while now, but at this point, I was certain.

The reason my power had to be sealed, and why various restrictions had been placed to prevent me from reclaiming it too easily.

‘Whatever the case, it must not have been a welcome situation for them.’

If I had come to Earth with my full power intact, this exact crisis would have unfolded immediately.

Allowing that, without even knowing who I really was, would be like holding a nuclear bomb that could go off at any moment.


So they decided to gauge things.

To see if I would be a threat to Earth or a benefit.

By throwing the bait of the Hunter system and slowly guiding me to level up.

“At the very least, it seems like we share a similar goal.”

“Huh?”

“Just talking to myself.”

To be precise, whether it’s humans, Earth, or something near it, they seem to be acting to protect something.

Even their attempt to use Shin Do-yoon to interfere with Hades makes sense in that context.

‘In a way, they were a step ahead of us.’

They already knew that Hades’ goal—the resurrection of Gildeon—would lead to disaster.

However, considering they chose someone like Shin Do-yoon as their agent, it was clear that they weren’t exactly in an ideal situation either.

‘Maybe they have limits on direct intervention, or maybe they can’t accurately assess the situation.’

Expecting Shin Do-yoon, who was barely at the upper A-rank level, to stop Hades… Looking back, that was nothing short of a third-rate comedy.

As I was thinking that, Song Ha-yeon suddenly jumped up from her seat and shouted at me.

“Master! Please train me!”

“W-why all of a sudden?”

“If stronger dungeons start appearing, I’ll have nothing to contribute.”

But honestly, that wasn’t entirely true.

From my perspective, Song Ha-yeon had already reached the mid-to-upper S-rank level after this battle.

However, if she wanted to be at the very front lines of future battles, then she wasn’t wrong.

“This is a hassle… But if I end up handling everything anyway, does it really matter?”

As far as I was concerned, I no longer needed anyone’s help.

I alone could resolve everything.

It wasn’t an exaggeration—if I borrowed the power of the sigil, I could protect more than half of the Earth by myself.

But Song Ha-yeon desperately shook her head and pleaded with me.


“That would feel too irresponsible. Like I’m just dumping everything on you. Besides, who knows what could happen?”

She had a point, so I nodded and gave her a faint smile.

“Alright, let’s start next week.”

“That means you’re not going to do it, doesn’t it…?”

It was the magic phrase that always brought a strange sense of comfort.
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Though I said that, I had no intention of simply neglecting Song Ha-yeon either.

In fact, I was impressed by her constant training day and night, and during this situation, she even blocked Gildeon’s way alone, buying me time until I arrived.

Moreover, there were some words I had said in the process, so at the very least, I wanted to raise her level enough that she wouldn’t be ignored by others.

“You’ve accumulated quite a bit of experience now, so there’s actually a lot more I can teach you.”

“Really?”

“It’s up to you to decide which of these things you’ll learn and develop.”

Like those who have reached a high level, it’s about time Song Ha-yeon started drawing her own path.

And she already had a great senior right next to her—Helena.

“Honestly, I was surprised this time. It looks like you’ve mostly mastered what I taught you.”

“Thank you for saying that.”

Helena had already surpassed my teachings and was moving on to the next stage.

She had heard about me training Song Ha-yeon and had come straight to Korea to join.

“Now that I’ve surpassed my goal of becoming the leader of Hades, I thought it might be okay to relax and focus on research.”

“……”

Of course, she had barely been a match for Gildeon, but to be honest, that part had to be taken into consideration.

If you think about it, it was like a modern-day philosopher challenging Socrates, who had been resurrected, head-on.

It was actually quite remarkable that a Necromancer with only six years of experience was able to do so much.

‘…In fact, if you think about talent alone, isn’t she above me?’

I had many teaching aids and counterexamples, and at the same time, I had developed over a century in Thebes.

Even though growth had accelerated with the energy accumulated on Earth, Helena’s talent was truly unparalleled in every aspect.

“Well, just do as you wish. Help Song Ha-yeon out a bit, too.”

Spending my days like that, I waited somewhat listlessly for the new form of dungeon that would come.

It was something I couldn’t avoid.

After regaining the power I had longed for, what came to me was another emptiness.

‘Maybe there’s nothing really different.’

It was the same over there.

With me having become so strong, there was no one who could oppose me, and whoever I faced, it would just be the same obvious result over and over again.

There was no longer anything in Thebes that required my direct involvement, and I shouldn’t have stepped in even if there was.

Whether it was the high-ranking officials or the citizens, or even ancient beings—they all wished for it.

‘I’m not as happy as I thought I’d be.’

In fact, even after returning to Earth, what bothered me wasn’t that someone had stolen the power I originally had, but rather that I didn’t have the desire to do anything with that power.

Of course, if I had to choose between good and bad, it would definitely be the former, but at the same time, the feeling of powerlessness that came with it was, in a way, a natural emotion.

‘…Well, it doesn’t matter.’

Unlike Thebes, on Earth, there were plenty of things I could do even without necromancy.

And to enjoy these days comfortably, I had to fully resolve the dungeon situation and return Earth to being a safe planet.

For now, that was the only thing I needed to focus on.

#

In Italy, S-rank Hunter Beatrice, who was the head of the guild Florence, sat across from Samuel, adjusting her teacup repeatedly.

To this, Samuel sighed and spoke.

“I understand more or less what happened.”

Through the Mallorca incident, Guild Florence had to bear significant losses.

It was because of Fabio, one of their guild members, who secretly joined Hades while deceiving everyone.

“I didn’t notice at all. When did he start doing such things…”

Fabio, the S-rank Hunter who was called a mass murderer by the public, was actually a very promising talent.

Right now, in Italy, aside from Beatrice, there wasn’t a hunter who could compare to him, so he had said everything that needed to be said.

“…Perhaps, inside her, there has always been something that can never be filled.”

Beatrice had maintained a fairly good relationship with Fabio, so honestly, she wasn’t at ease with the current situation.

Fabio, who had been sent to a special prison, would never again see the light of the outside world.

But, ultimately, that was his own karmic fate.

And now, she had to talk about something else.

“Yeah, Baek Eunha… Lately, it’s a name I’m hearing a lot.”

The reason Beatrice had joined the battle against Hades this time was because of a personal request from Baek Eunha.

And there, Beatrice witnessed Baek Eunha’s true strength.

“Honestly, it was beyond absurd.”

“I heard a little over the phone, but was it really that much?”

“Yes. Whatever you might think, it’s probably even more than that.”

In Beatrice’s opinion, Baek Eunha had already transcended the very concept of a hunter or rank.

While she felt pure awe at the level of power she had developed, Beatrice couldn’t help but say it.

“She is… a dangerously powerful existence.”

Modern defense systems? International agreements and rules?

All of those were meaningless in the face of overwhelming power.

And Baek Eunha had that power. If she wanted, she could control the entire world at will.

“If she ever gets offended, destroying an entire country wouldn’t even be difficult for her.”

“…That makes my skin crawl.”

“It’s not even an exaggeration.”

At Beatrice’s words, Samuel tapped the table, pondering before speaking up.

“So, what do you think our Italy should do about her?”

“Blind support, and thorough indifference.”

If trouble arises, always side with her, and for everything else, stay completely uninvolved.

That was Beatrice’s answer. And this conclusion was not only held by Italy.

“So, what you’re saying, Sanada-san, is that we should bow our heads to her?”

“It seems I didn’t get my point across clearly. We should avoid doing anything that would anger her.”

Sanada, who had joined the Mallorca Island dungeon raid at the request of the Spanish authorities, had seen it.

Baek Eunha bringing the afterlife into the present world.

Therefore, he couldn’t help but be concerned.

Japan and Korea sometimes clashed at a national level, after all.

“Let’s avoid such things from now on. If you have any sense at all, that is.”

“…It’s quite surprising to hear someone as proud as you say that.”

“If you had seen that scene, anyone would’ve said the same.”


Shinjou, an aide to the current prime minister, knew well.

The man before him, Sanada, was someone who never spoke empty words.

So, he had to believe him. If the testimony Sanada gave was true, then Baek Eunha was…

‘A monster no one can oppose anymore.’

A being with power so vast that no one could challenge her, the strongest hunter of this era.

#

“W-Why are you doing this?”

In a deep forest where no one could distinguish their location, a man, bleeding and terrified, asked someone before him.

“I know your face.”

“Oh? Do you?”

“You’re Hudson, the former president of the American Hunter Association! But why…”

Before the man could finish his words, Hudson’s hand, sharp as steel, thrust into his abdomen.

The man gasped and choked on his blood, eventually falling silent.

Looking at the man’s corpse, Hudson pulled out a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his hands.

“I don’t have any personal grudges against you.”

But it was necessary. A sacrifice to carry out the orders of the one he served.

The body of the high-ranking hunter would now serve as a coordinate, infused with the power of the order he had obtained from the one who gave it to him.

Even just that coordinate would create a dozen or more pathways.

While not all would be meaningful, some of them, with the right conditions, would transform into a sacred passage for that being’s will.

‘Soon, the true day of salvation will come…’

Commonly known as the Second Gate, it was a passageway to summon beings of a higher level, with powers far beyond anything seen before.

As Hudson imagined the scene humanity would soon face, he bared his teeth, thinking of someone in particular.

‘Baek Eunha…’

He hated the fact that his great nation, America, was afraid of such a girl.

But at the same time, he was also afraid. Hudson too had witnessed that scene on Mallorca Island.


‘Her power is unnatural.’

Perhaps even the Second Gate could be cleared by Baek Eunha.

‘But…’

Baek Eunha’s body was still only one.

Recalling the trick he had prepared during the process of setting the coordinates, Hudson secretly smiled, vowing that those who dared mock his country would pay the price.
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Afterward, I spent my time doing things I hadn’t been able to due to the restrictions of dimensional travel.

Trivial things that couldn’t be done even with the mind-stabilizing ring that came at a price.

I hadn’t shown it, but they were things I had wanted to experience at least once since returning to Earth.

【S-Rank Hunter Baek Eun-ha spotted at Hwaseong Fortress in Suwon! Is she there for flower viewing?】

【Baek Eun-ha appears at a famous artist’s concert—what’s her true intent?】

【The ever-popular Baek Eun-ha—taking a closer look at her daily life.】

At this point, I had to admit I was truly a celebrity. Even the most trivial actions of mine led to an overwhelming flood of articles.

“Wait, isn’t that just because Master forced the cherry blossoms to bloom even though it’s not their season…?”

“Well, I couldn’t exactly wait around for them to bloom naturally.”

Setting aside those trivial matters, my thoughts after experiencing all of it were simple.

‘…It’s not as great as I thought.’

I had deliberately kept myself busy, hoping to fill the emptiness in my heart, but oddly enough, none of it really suited my taste.

No, more than that, it felt like I was doing things that didn’t fit me at all.

“The concert was especially bad.”

“I thought all the side effects were gone?”

“They are, but… this is just…”

Maybe I had grown too accustomed to a certain way of life.

Even now, I could feel the lingering traces of it etched into my body and soul.

Unlike before, I no longer felt unnatural emotional turbulence, but crowded places were still uncomfortable, and I felt an inexplicable aversion to group activities.

“…So basically, you’ve just become a natural-born loner now?”

Wait, is that how it is?

Shocked by this realization, I widened my eyes and paced around the living room.

“Now that you mention it, I think you still tend to stutter a little when there are too many people around.”

“S-Shut up, that’s just a habit.”

I didn’t want to admit it, but it was undeniable that both my personality and lifestyle had changed compared to before.

Not that it was a bad thing—it was more like how one’s taste in food changes with age.

“Well, as long as you’re comfortable with it, does it really matter?”

“…I guess not.”

So these days, aside from occasionally keeping Seo-ha company, I had gone back to locking myself in my room and immersing myself in games.

After all, nothing is more comfortable than one’s own home, and within it, one’s own room is the most relaxing place of all.

Nodding to myself, I turned to Song Ha-yeon, who was peeling an apple beside me, and asked,

“By the way, aren’t you streaming these days? You seem to be around here all the time.”

Now that I thought about it, Song Ha-yeon’s daily routine had recently been reduced to just two things—training or sticking to me like glue.

Deep in thought, she eventually responded,

“I did get a collab offer recently. And it’s from a big name.”

“Who is it?”

Having spent some time engrossed in internet streaming after returning to Earth, I was familiar with most of the major figures in the industry.

With that, she revealed the name as if I might already know.

“An S-Rank Hunter from Japan. Saya, who also works in the entertainment industry.”

“Ah.”

A familiar name indeed.

A well-known figure who occasionally streamed personal broadcasts online.

“Then go for it. It’s your main job, after all—you should show your face once in a while.”

Not to mention, it would give me something entertaining to watch while snacking.

However, for some reason, Song Ha-yeon shook her head while staring at me.

“I thought about it, but I’ve decided to turn it down.”

“Why?”

“Apparently, she’s a huge fan of Master…”

In other words, if she accepted, there was a high chance that Saya would try to get in contact with me.

“You don’t like dealing with hassle, right?”

“That’s true.”

Maybe before, I would have cared, but now that I had regained my strength, the title of “S-Rank” didn’t mean much to me.

To humans, a grasshopper and an ant are both just insects, aren’t they?

To me, they were just about that different from each other.

Still, my curiosity was slightly piqued, so that night, I lay in bed and went through Saya’s past broadcasts.

Then, the next day, I spoke to Song Ha-yeon again.

“If you want to, call her and do the collab together.”

“Why all of a sudden?”

“Uh, no reason?”

To be honest, that girl Saya’s broadcasts were pretty entertaining.

No, actually, they were so engaging that I ended up staying up all night watching them, even ignoring my fatigue.

Seeing my reaction, Song Ha-yeon seemed to realize something and looked at me in shock.

“…Wait, don’t tell me…”

“You actually liked her broadcast?”

“No way, you never even watched mine once since taking me as your disciple…”

Song Ha-yeon slumped down in despair, her head hanging low.

She had been pretending not to care, but it was obvious she’d been paying attention to it all along.

‘No, I just switched accounts, but I’ve been watching every stream.’

Truth be told, I really enjoyed her broadcasts. In fact, it was the reason I took her as my disciple in the first place.

That was why, after making her my disciple, I deliberately avoided making it obvious that I still watched—so as not to pressure her.

When I awkwardly explained this, Song Ha-yeon mumbled in a near-teary voice.

“I really thought you’d completely lost interest…”

“If you get it now, just focus on your streams and take that collab offer if you can.”

Nodding, she went back home to plan things out.

As for me, I continued munching on the chestnuts she had peeled, recalling what I had seen in the video the night before.

‘This is pretty interesting.’

I wasn’t lying when I said I enjoyed her broadcast.

But the real reason I took an interest in Saya wasn’t just that.

I had noticed something strange—something incredibly unique.


‘Someone carved a mark on her.’

Right now, that girl was acting as a coordinate point, set in place by an extremely intricate spell.

I couldn’t tell if she was aware of it or if she was the one who had set it herself.

But one thing was certain—the structure of that spell was far from ordinary.

‘And I think I know what the purpose is.’

If I hadn’t noticed it, I wouldn’t have cared.

But now that I had seen it, I couldn’t just ignore it.

That was why I decided to meet her in person—through Song Ha-yeon.

I continued chewing on my chestnuts, lost in thought about what was to come.

#

“R-Really? She’s actually willing to meet me in person…?”

Saya, the S-Rank Hunter active in various entertainment fields such as music, acting, and streaming, covered her mouth in astonishment at the news delivered by her fellow streamer, Song Ha-yeon.

“Ah, um, thank you! I’ll see you then!”

She had agonized over this proposal countless times, assuming it would likely be rejected.

‘But to think she’d agree to meet me directly…’

It felt like a dream.

Saya rolled around on her bed, gripping her phone, unable to contain her excitement.

She had only ever seen Baek Eun-ha in the occasional sighting photo or battle footage.

To actually meet her in person was an honor beyond words.

‘No, this isn’t the time to be rolling around!’

Hurriedly gathering her belongings, Saya flung open her window and flew into the night sky using her magic.

She didn’t need a manager or security.

After all, who would dare to mess with an S-Rank Hunter like her?

“So… you came all the way here, in the middle of the night, just to brag about that?”

“How is this just bragging? This is huge!”

“Whatever, just go to bed. You’re annoying me.”

Sanada, known as the Sword Saint of Japan, shoved his talkative colleague’s forehead, trying to push her away.

“You said yourself you just happened to meet her and don’t even care that much.”

“And yet, you bragged about doing a dungeon raid with her last time, and now you’re all smug about meeting her again.”

“You’re the only one who would see that as bragging.”

Seeing that Saya had no intention of leaving, Sanada let out a sigh and asked,

“What exactly do you like so much about Baek Eun-ha?”

“W-Well, she’s cute, pretty, and strong! And she has this mysterious charm, too!”

“I don’t get it.”

To Sanada, Baek Eun-ha was nothing more than an unpredictable lone wolf.

And now, after witnessing her overwhelming power firsthand, he even felt a bit of fear toward her.

“She’s a dangerous monster. You’d be better off not provoking her.”

“Hey, it’s rude to call someone a monster, you know?”

“……”

Though it was a fair point, Sanada simply frowned without arguing further.

And deep down, he thought—

Even calling her a “monster” wasn’t quite enough to describe what she truly was.

‘I don’t know what kind of chaos she’ll bring in the future…’

But one thing was certain—

He wanted no part in being her enemy.


With that thought, Sanada turned away and busied himself with something.

The next morning, as Saya was getting ready to leave, Sanada handed her an exquisitely crafted box of homemade sweets.

“I heard she likes these. Please, I’m begging you—don’t get on her bad side.”

“…Won’t she find it weird if I suddenly give her something like this?”

It was, in short, a rather peculiar bribe.
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Before the broadcast began, this gathering was arranged to help Song Ha-yeon and Saya become acquainted.

I joined them, engaging in trivial conversation while carefully observing the mark etched onto her.

“I-I’m truly honored. It’s not much, but I also brought a gift.”

“Thank you.”

As expected, the mark possessed effects not too different from what I had anticipated.

It seemed I had stumbled upon a valuable clue in an unexpected place.

“…So, who made this?”

“Well, it was Sanada. You know him, right?”

“Of course, I do.”

I had always thought of him as someone who lived and breathed nothing but the sword, so I never imagined he had a skill like this.

Still, seeing how he had been acting so eager and accommodating lately, I was starting to like the guy.

I nodded in satisfaction and accepted the gift Saya handed me.

Taking a bite of the accompanying wagashi, I had a sudden thought—perhaps Sanada had more talent for this than for swordsmanship.

“This is good.”

“O-oh! I’m glad you like it!”

As I chewed on the sweet treat, Song Ha-yeon and Saya continued discussing various plans for the broadcast.

Then, once all conversations had wrapped up, I finally brought up the real reason I was here.

“Has anything strange happened recently?”

“Something strange…?”

“Like meeting someone unusual or having any contact that felt different from the norm.”

There was no way that nothing had happened—especially considering the coordinates were marked so clearly.

But Saya merely shrugged, gesturing that she had no idea.

It was possible she hadn’t noticed the contact, or perhaps it had happened so briefly that it went unnoticed.

I had expected an S-rank Hunter with keen senses to pick up on something, but it seemed I was wrong.

“…Never mind. Just forget it.”

It didn’t really matter. Even if it took some time, I could find out on my own.

Besides, if my prediction was correct…

‘No need to do anything. The reaction will come on its own soon enough.’

For the time being, I simply spent time with them, doing nothing in particular.

Then, the next day, the joint broadcast finally began.

[It’s been a while! As promised, today we’ll be doing something a little special—]

Of course, I didn’t participate.

Instead, I sprawled out on a couch outside the studio, lazily watching the broadcast on my phone.

Come to think of it, these sweets were really delicious.

For a brief moment, I seriously considered making Sanada my personal pâtissier in exchange for assigning him Astride, the swordsmanship master, as his teacher.

And just then—finally, the response I had been waiting for registered in my senses.

‘Whoever they are, they don’t have much patience, huh?’

Thud.

I immediately rose from the couch, pushed open the studio door, and approached the two startled broadcasters.

“Get ready. It’s coming.”

“Huh? What do you mean, all of a sudden—”

At that moment, a brilliant light flashed, and the surrounding space trembled violently.

Fwoooom.

Crackle!

Rumble!

It was a sight familiar to Hunters—the phenomenon where a dungeon took shape and revealed itself.

However, something about this one was… different.

“This is… what the hell…”

As if welcoming us, an enormous gate opened wide, and in an instant, our vision flipped.

The next thing we saw was an entire kingdom stretching before us—a cityscape of massive structures, as if medieval houses had been enlarged several times over.

It felt almost absurd to compare it to something, but the only thing that came to mind was Gulliver’s Travels.

“Master? What’s going on here?”

“You can see for yourself. It’s a Gate.”

But it was nothing like an ordinary Gate.

Both of them must have sensed it, given their expressions of shock.

“The missing Gate… appearing now, of all times…”

Saya, too, was taken aback as she scanned her surroundings with uneasy eyes.

She must have realized it instantly—the mana density here was abnormally high.

“…Not even an S-rank dungeon has ever felt like this.”

S1-rank.

A term reserved for dungeons beyond anything humanity had ever faced.

If there were ever a moment to use that designation, it would be now.

‘The massive Gate from that martial artist’s memory…’

Perhaps, this was the very same dungeon.

I subtly spread my energy outward, gradually detecting everything in the surrounding area.

Before long, I received a response.

Thud.

Thud.

Thuuud.

The sound of footsteps—enormous ones, at that. And it was clear that there wasn’t just one, but several.

As the figures finally emerged, Song Ha-yeon and Saya swallowed nervously.

“That’s…”

“G-Giants?”

Unlike me, this was the first time the two of them had seen these creatures.

But even without prior knowledge, their identities were easy to discern.

They were simply too massive.

‘Are they different from the ones in Thebes?’

Their appearance and the aura they exuded were entirely distinct.

With interest, I calmly observed them.


[Humans.]

[It’s humans.]

[Humans filled with mana have arrived.]

Thud.

Boom.

They stomped the ground in delight, as if they had just discovered a feast of the highest quality.

Because of their simple but immense movements, those of us below were forced to endure several waves of tremors.

“What are you waiting for? Go take them down.”

“Huh? Just the two of us?”

“Who else is here besides you two?”

It was all the same to me, but I needed to establish a baseline for how strong these enemies were for the other Hunters.

With that, Song Ha-yeon and Saya slowly stepped forward, activating their abilities.

“Undead Call.”

“Four Tiger Fowl Art (四虎鷄)!”

Summoned once more with my assistance, Song Ha-yeon’s original undead, Hanun, emerged.

Towering skeletal mashers rose around him, standing as formidable reinforcements.

Their sheer presence alone was enough to rival the giants before us.

‘They should be able to win, barely.’

Just as I expected, after an intense battle, Song Ha-yeon and Saya managed to defeat four giants—by the slimmest of margins.

However, rather than celebrating, the two of them looked utterly shocked.

“T-To think that just fighting regular monsters would be this difficult…”

“…Honestly, if there had been even two more, we would’ve lost.”

Even two S-rank Hunters, considered the pinnacle of their kind, had struggled against ordinary dungeon monsters.

The implications of that fact were clear.

“…Clearing dungeons from now on is going to be far from easy.”

The dungeons had become stronger—far stronger.

They had expected as much, but experiencing it firsthand made the difference all the more tangible.

“Sure, if multiple S-ranks team up, it’ll be easier, but…”

That wasn’t such a simple solution.

There were plenty of countries that didn’t have many S-rank Hunters to begin with.

And even if they did, allocating so much power to one dungeon would leave them vulnerable to other threats.

On top of that, as they had just pointed out, these were merely the ‘regular monsters’ of this dungeon.

Now that I had confirmed their strength, there was no reason to waste any more time.

I decided to handle the situation myself.

“There’s a leader deeper inside. Both of you, step back.”

“What are you planning to do?”

Once Song Ha-yeon and Saya retreated to a safe distance, I gathered my energy and mana, extending my hand to form an enormous formation.

Then, I immediately linked it to the boss room of the dungeon.

Fwoooom.

“The grown-ups are here now. Who do you think you are, acting like some big shot?”

Flash!

Rumble!

The formation flared to life, revealing a massive, crimson giant.

Its body radiated overwhelming power, yet it wavered awkwardly, clearly flustered.

“What? Were you expecting a lively little prey?”

[You… Who are you…?]

Sensing the boundless depth of my abilities, the crimson giant hesitated, its once-imposing stance faltering.

I looked at it and spoke firmly.

“Tell me everything you know. If it’s useful, I’ll let you live.”

[I have nothing to tell you.]

An expected response.

If my guess was correct, it was bound by restrictions and physically incapable of revealing anything.

So, my answer was just as obvious.

“Then you have to die.”

[…You dare! Such arrogance! I am a proud heir of the greatest clan! I would never bow to a mere human like you!]

Its roar echoed through the air, its immense mana pressing down upon the surroundings.

But to me, such a display was no more than a child’s tantrum.

“Sorry, but you’re too weak to be entertaining.”

I casually kicked a small rock from the ground.

And in an instant, it transformed into the maw of a massive stone dragon, sinking its teeth into the giant.

Crunch.

Crunch.

With each flick of my foot, the dragon’s stone fangs ensnared the giant’s limbs one by one.

Thud.

The giant screamed helplessly, unable to resist, before finally collapsing onto its knees.

Without hesitation, I summoned the hands of Devour and absorbed its body entirely.

With that, the dungeon was cleared.


A portal soon appeared in the boss room, signaling the completion of our task.

Staring at the unremarkable sight, I called Song Ha-yeon and Saya back over and began walking forward.

“I’m curious.”

“…About what?”

I wondered—what kind of changes were unfolding in the world outside right now?
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The Hunter Association of Korea was seriously troubled by the tyranny of the recently reappeared dungeons.

‘So sudden like this…’

Gigantic, unidentified gates had started to appear all over the world, and Korea was no exception.

In fact, Korea was facing a crisis that could be counted on one hand globally, as three gates had appeared.

‘…There’s no time to waste.’

Because the dungeons were so vast, many civilians had been caught up when they first appeared.

Fortunately, news arrived that Baek Eunha had already entered one of them, so the Hunter Association divided their teams to simultaneously tackle the other two dungeons.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“…One of us should be enough. The more people there are, the more we’ll get in each other’s way.”

Thanks to the cooperation of Henesia and Astride, who were practically under Baek Eunha’s command, the association could fully focus on the last dungeon.

Several large guilds formed an unprecedentedly large assault team, including four S-rank hunters:

Geumgang Choi Hamin, Tyrant Lee Jicheol, Magician Shin Yoohwa, and Shin Chang Baek Seoha, who had just been rated S-rank.

‘This should be enough…?’

‘Even if it’s an S-rank high-level dungeon, protecting the civilians is still possible.’

This was the association’s judgment, and the general public’s consensus.

However, the assault team soon realized that their expectations were completely off the mark when they entered the unknown dungeon.

“…What is this?”

They fought through a massive number of extremely powerful monsters, and finally reached the boss room of the dungeon.

There, an aura more dangerous than anything they had encountered so far was swirling around.

Lee Jicheol, who was leading the party, muttered,

“What’s ahead is a monster. I think it’s best not to go in.”

“…I agree. We’ve already secured all the civilian survivors.”

Although several casualties had occurred, there were relatively many survivors, perhaps because the dungeon monsters were fewer in number.

So, the assault team didn’t feel the need to take any unnecessary risks.

After all, if they stalled long enough, Baek Eunha would come to their aid, leading an undead army.

But they had underestimated the unknown dungeon.

Just 30 minutes later, the once-closed boss room of the dungeon started to open on its own.

“…What is going on?”

“Everyone, stay alert! Something’s coming!”

Even veteran hunters with countless experiences and long careers swallowed their saliva at the inexplicable scene unfolding before them.

Then, from the opened door, a woman with a perfect complexion appeared.

“You’ve got guts. You humans dare to make me wait?”

The hunters of the assault team, faced with the woman, were left bewildered before even raising any hostility.

The presence she exuded was overwhelmingly unnerving.

She was not like a monster. In fact, they weren’t even sure if they should place her on the same level.

She was noble, dignified, and simply seeing her invoked a sense of awe.

It felt as if they were standing before an existence from the heavens, in the presence of an untouchable, inviolable realm.

“W-who are you…?”

“Is it really necessary to know?”

The woman didn’t bother finishing her sentence, but everyone in the assault team could already guess what she was going to say next.

“You’re all going to die anyway.”

It was the moment when the assault team faced an unavoidable crisis.

#

“…So, you sent everyone in there already?”

I frowned slightly with a displeased expression as I faced the association’s person who had come to greet me.

Having quickly completed the dungeon raid, I was not surprised to find that the world was in chaos once again.

Korea was no exception; it seemed they had already deployed hunters to the massive gates that had appeared in other regions.

‘If it’s the level of the giant I saw earlier, Henesia and Astride should be fine.’

However, I was worried about Seoha, who was on the other team.

I continued speaking to the association person, who was visibly flustered.

“I told you to take care of it yourself, didn’t I?”

“I’m sorry! It was just that the person in question was very insistent…

Well, knowing Seoha’s personality, she probably wouldn’t have allowed only the members of the Cheongbaek Guild to enter the dungeon.”

I sighed and turned to the two people following me.

“So now, what are we going to do?”

“Of course, we have to go after them.”

“Ah, if it’s not too rude, may I…?”

Strangely, there had been no gates in Japan at all, but it seemed that Saya, who had been the coordinate for the gate, had come to Korea.

That meant the giant gate from earlier was originally supposed to appear in Japan.

Inadvertently, I had ended up saving them.

“Ugh, whatever. Just lead the way.”

Waving my hand dismissively, the association staff, now visibly in a hurry, rushed to take us to another dungeon.

When we reached it, I immediately sensed that something was wrong and quickly began to move.

“…We need to hurry.”

The massive gate, and the energy felt through it, made my eyes naturally narrow.

The boss of this place was much stronger than the Giant King from earlier. The assault team members couldn’t handle this level of power.

Whoooosh.

Srrr.

Entering the gate quickly and making my way deeper, as expected, the chaotic internal situation came into view.

“Cough.”

“Ugh…”

Most of the assault team’s hunters were rolling on the ground in pain, and flashes and explosions were erupting in the distance.

I could feel several familiar energies, and among them, Seoha’s energy was mixed in, so I immediately stomped the ground.

But the closer I got, the more I couldn’t help but tilt my head in confusion.

‘What is this?’

It wasn’t just my imagination.

At first, I thought it was a mistake, but the boss of the dungeon the assault team was facing was also giving me a very familiar sensation.

‘Where have I felt this flow of power before?’

When I reached the battlefield, I saw Lee Jicheol and Choi Hamin, who were badly injured, and Seoha, whose spear had broken, being held by the neck by the enemy.


The woman holding Seoha by the neck with one hand had a proud and intoxicated expression on her face, flashing a seductive smile.

I looked at her and quietly spoke.

“…What are you doing?”

“Oh, have you come again without getting tired of it?”

The woman didn’t seem to realize who I was, maintaining her arrogant attitude as she carelessly threw Seoha aside.

At that moment, I felt my brow furrow instinctively.

“Hey.”

“You really are an arrogant human. It would be better if you didn’t make regrets.”

“Shut up and get out of the way quickly.”

With my attitude full of annoyance, the woman raised her hand, looking somewhat puzzled.

“Don’t you even recognize the difference in power? You pitiful, useless being.”

She was, as always, quite generous when it came to women who matched her taste, just like someone I knew.

I waved my hand, dissipating the golden spear descending from the sky, and snapped my fingers.

“Five, four, three, two, one…”

“W-what?”

Her face turned pale with shock, and even as she let out a gasp, she faithfully came forward and knelt before me.

She had realized my identity after the brief exchange.

“W-why are you here? No, could this be…?”

“That’s what I’m asking.”

I slammed my hand into the woman’s head and pointed to the fallen assault team members with my finger.

“Revive them.”

“Why would I heal those arrogant humans who attacked me…?”

“That person over there is my younger sister, by the way.”

“I-I’ll do it right away! Not a single scratch left on her!”

The woman seemed to realize her mistake, her face turning pale in horror, and rushed to Seoha’s side.

Flash.

Whoooosh.

“Are you alright? Uh, I’ve been intentionally watching over you, you know? Is there anything uncomfortable?”

The assault team members were staring at me with faces that clearly showed they had no idea what was going on.

And that was understandable.

From their perspective, the boss they had just been fighting had suddenly lowered her head in front of me.

But to me, this was natural.


The woman in front of me was an extremely familiar figure, and the memories of us working together not too long ago were still vivid.

‘…Things are getting pretty interesting.’

I didn’t know all the details, but this felt like a new opportunity for me.

And no wonder.

The woman who had been toying with the assault team as the dungeon boss was none other than Cerezia, a half-goddess of Thebes, and the one who had sent me back to Earth.
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I was curious about how things had come to this point, but one thing was certain: it didn’t seem like Cerezia was doing this voluntarily.

“I’ll explain the details later, but for now, can you get me out of here?”

“Umm…?”

“Is there a problem? I’m sure you can handle it.”

As Cerezia said, it wouldn’t be difficult to get her out of the dungeon, but of course, there was a problem.

“It feels a bit off.”

Well, isn’t that obvious?

It could be just a coincidence, but the fact that we met again like this felt like a somewhat contrived situation to me.

And if that’s the case…

“If someone who knows about our relationship set this situation up, wouldn’t they have made some kind of move?”

“I don’t remember anything specific happening.”

“Of course, you wouldn’t remember since you’re the one involved. But still, this… is that really what you’re saying…?”

I muttered with an irritated look on my face, and Cerezia quickly flinched and hastily tried to explain herself.

“Even though I’m a half-god, if my memory were tampered with, I would feel uncomfortable. Unless, maybe you have some kind of backup plan?”

“Well, if I just leave you here, there won’t be any problems, right?”

At my calm words, Cerezia’s expression stiffened as if she was imagining something ominous.

“You… you can’t be serious, right?”

“I am.”

“But we’re only that close…?”

“So, what kind of relationship are we supposed to have?”

Eventually, Cerezia fell silent, fidgeting nervously and clinging to my waist.

“You’re the great Lord of Death! You don’t actually die, so what’s the harm in letting me get a little help!”

“Are you not letting go? How can we know if something goes wrong?”

I wasn’t exactly scared, but to be honest, it wasn’t without risk. I still didn’t know exactly how powerful the person behind all this was.

“I tried so hard to send you back home! Just close your eyes and help me just this once!”

Cerezia was sincerely asking for help.

I could tell by her appearance that she couldn’t escape the dungeon’s restraints on her own.

At least, it meant that the forces behind this were beyond Cerezia, even though she was a half-god.

However, I couldn’t ignore the kindness she showed by helping me return to Earth, so with a sigh, I summoned my energy and took out the Book of Death.

It was to forcibly break the contract binding Cerezia to the dungeon.

“If it were anyone else, I would’ve just left them. Be grateful.”

“Isn’t there another medium? The Book of Death doesn’t really suit me…”

When I met her gaze and gave her a look, Cerezia quickly lowered her head.

“Yes, I’ll go in quietly.”

“Of course, you should.”

With that, I broke the contract and bound Cerezia inside the Book of Death, then led the hunters from the raid team out of the dungeon.

At least, the immediate crisis was averted.

#

“So, a dungeon has appeared in Thebes?”

“Yes. To be precise, after Henesia and Astride followed you here to this planet…”

When I heard more details, it seemed like what had happened in Thebes wasn’t much different from Earth.

Dungeons of various grades had appeared all over the planet, and over time, their power had only increased.

Cerezia said she had already seen the giant gate that appeared on Earth several times.

‘Well, it’s not that strange.’

There’s about a tenfold time difference between Earth and Thebes.

Considering Henesia’s group first appeared about seven months ago, six years had already passed in Thebes since then.

‘Plus, Thebes always had a high concentration of magic, so the dungeons must have grown in power quickly.’

However, that wasn’t the important part. If I thought about the martial artist from last time, three planets had already experienced the same situation.

At least that much was confirmed, so who knows how many other planets had the same thing happen.

No matter how I looked at it, this was far from a normal occurrence.

“Yes, that’s right. There probably have been more cases than we imagined.”

Cerezia seemed to have a hunch about something.

So now, it’s time to hear the truth from her own mouth.

Cerezia, who had taken a moment to steady her breath, began speaking with a somewhat gloomy expression.

“Thebes has been completely conquered.”

“…Is that really true?”

Henesia, who had joined us after being called, asked in disbelief.

After all, when she was around, Thebes was still standing strong, so it would be hard for her to accept this easily.

And it was the same for me.

‘……’

I had expected this from seeing Cerezia’s demeanor, but hearing it directly from her was still quite a shock.

Although it wasn’t just me, there were powerful figures in Thebes as well. But for it to be taken over by some unknown fool in just a few years? It was almost laughable.

“What the hell were the others doing? How could they just let their homeland be taken so easily?”

I too had caused a lot of trouble in Thebes, but hearing that someone else had gone through the same thing made me feel quite uncomfortable.

However, when Cerezia saw my reaction, she clutched her chest in frustration and exclaimed.

“What’s with the act? Honestly, if we’re being blunt, more than half of this is because of you!”

“…Huh? Me?”

“Every time something bothered you, you just wiped it out! Whenever something caught your fancy, you’d turn it into an undead, so how were any talents supposed to stay?”

C-Could it really be like that?

To be honest, there was a lot that made me feel guilty from that perspective, so I subtly turned my head away.

“Especially the absence of Sir Makarov, who was the coordinator… At least if he were here, we wouldn’t have been defeated so easily.”

“No, but you told him to bring back the Tears of the Goddess.”

“So what was I supposed to do? It’s the only one of its kind in the world. Who would’ve thought he’d just outright slit his throat in frustration?”

I recalled the image of Makarov meeting his end at the hands of Charon, the ferryman of the underworld, and I turned away from Cerezia’s gaze.

Including him, there had been six coordinators in Thebes, but they all perished because they went up against me.

At this point, I honestly couldn’t deny that it was my fault.

But what could I do? Who would have thought it would lead to this result?

“…Let’s put the past behind us. If you’ve been through all of that, you must have some idea about the details.”

From here on out, the truly important part of the conversation began. It wasn’t exactly a positive situation, but it was finally getting close to the secret behind all of this.


And honestly, based on the information I had gathered, I had already started to suspect who might be behind it.

“By now, don’t you have a rough idea?”

“…Honestly, there are no other factions that could cause something of this scale.”

Not half-baked beings like Cerezia, but true entities with power and authority.

One of the rulers from the heavens, often called a god, was likely behind this incident.

“Yes. Just as you think, one of them is recklessly waging a war of conquest.”

When I say god here, it’s not the single, all-powerful being many imagine.

From my experience with both modern and otherworldly religions, they are simply beings who exist above humans.

‘The problem is, the difference in their levels is far greater than imagined.’

Of course, there are differences in abilities even among them, and to be honest, some of them aren’t even that impressive.

Perhaps the owner of the Silent God, the boss of the S-rank dungeon that appeared in Korea before, Kelshifid, was at that level.

“But considering the scale of this…”

“Yes. If I’m not mistaken, the opponent must possess quite high divine power.”

“You speak as if you’ve never encountered them?”

Cerezia said that after Thebes fell, she was forcibly made the boss of a dungeon and came over to Earth.

That means she must have had some kind of contact with them.

“No. That being never even revealed themselves to me.”

Cerezia shuddered, as if that fact itself was humiliating.

“From my perspective, it means I wasn’t even worth showing up to.”


“…That’s a bit strange, though.”

Of course, Cerezia’s words made sense. If I had only heard her side of things, I would have thought the same.

But in reality, someone under me had the exact opposite experience.

This person, who had witnessed the one who made them the dungeon’s master, and had heard various things from them—

It was none other than the hidden A-rank dungeon boss, Lich Gordon.



 
  
    Chapter 151: Fierce battle in the dark is dangerous (1)


Having grown suspicious, I immediately summoned Gordon from the necklace and shot out my question.

“How did this happen?”

Did he just blurt out whatever came to mind in a desperate bid to survive? If that were the case, he’d deserve a grand acting award.

However, Gordon, who received my skeptical glare, shook his head vehemently and shouted as if he had been terribly wronged.

“I would never do that to you, Master! I saw it clearly with my own eyes!”

“…I don’t think he’s lying.”

But it still didn’t make sense that someone who had even hidden from Cerezia would reveal themselves to someone like Gordon.

That meant the truth was one of two things:

Either Gordon was mistaken due to memory confusion, or there was some other reason behind it.

“It was probably just a misunderstanding.”

I had already tried multiple times to retrieve the memory, yet there had been no results.

That meant the most likely possibility was that the memory never existed in the first place.

At my response, Gordon hesitated for a moment before speaking again.

“…No, I don’t think that’s it.”

“Why not?”

“Well, actually, during the second attempt at memory restoration, a scene popped into my head.”

If he meant the last time, it was when we encountered the martial artist with strange sword techniques in the S2-rank dungeon and I read his memory.

There was no sign he was lying.

Even so, frustration welled up inside me, and I smacked Gordon on the head.

Thud!

“Do you have a death wish? I told you to tell me immediately if you remembered anything!”

“W-Well, you see, the scene itself was clear, but the content was a bit strange…”

Gordon crossed his arms as he recalled the memory, still looking confused.

“The conversation was exactly as I told you before.”

The one who turned Gordon into a dungeon boss and sent him to another world—the high-ranking god suspected to be behind this entire incident—had spoken those words.

That everything was just a process, and this was only the beginning.

Thinking about it now, those words did seem to capture the essence of the situation.

‘So he really did meet that being?’

As I met his gaze, full of interest, Gordon finally voiced what had been troubling him.

“The faint memory I had back then… it’s now coming into focus.”

“…Go on.”

“The problem is with how I looked while conversing with that being.”

That was unexpected.

“What do you mean?”

“The one talking to him was me, but at the same time… it wasn’t me.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

To summarize, Gordon clearly remembered having the conversation with the mastermind.

However, something felt off about his own appearance in the memory.

“I chose to become a lich so I could study death further. But in my memory, my appearance was different.”

That was why he hadn’t been confident enough to bring it up until now. I could understand that to some extent.

‘Something’s clicking into place.’

Now that I thought about it, there was something else odd that I hadn’t noticed before.

“Isn’t this kind of weird?”

“What do you mean?”

“You sneaked into a dual-layered dungeon despite your unclear memories.”

“I did, indeed.”

That part kept nagging at me. No—it was definitely strange.

“I’ve never seen anyone else do that in a dungeon on Earth. Do you have anything to say about that?”

“Hmm?”

On top of that, Gordon had gone even further, taking the hunters who entered the dungeon as hostages in an attempt to secure a way to survive in the outside world.

He had ultimately failed after running into me, but it had been a clever enough move to throw the raiding party into chaos.

“Do you think the other bosses just sit there because they’re stupid? They stay put in the boss room because they can’t do what you did.”

From what I had observed, most of them didn’t seem to have the authority to act beyond their designated role.

But Gordon had been able to.

That wasn’t normal.

“…Now that you mention it, that is strange. I was just desperately trying to survive in that chaotic situation, following my instincts.”

For verification, I turned to Cerezia, who had been quietly listening to our conversation.

“Was there a similar incident in Thebes?”

“Um, well… to be honest, I don’t even really understand the context of this conversation right now…”

“Ah, do I need to start explaining from there?”

Suppressing my annoyance, I briefly explained to Gordon about the dual dungeon.

At that, Cerezia shook her head side to side as if she finally understood.

“As far as I know, there was no entity in Thebes capable of such a thing. If everything you said is true, then it’s certainly strange.”

As everyone reached the same conclusion, Gordon furrowed his brows, looking even more confused.

“…I don’t quite understand. Do you have any guesses?”

“There is one.”

In fact, if I thought about it for just a moment, the answer was simple.

All I had to do was combine what Gordon had just told us with our current questions.

“You were never Lich Gordon to begin with. Your soul was swapped, and false memories were implanted.”

Of course, there was still a chance that the later memories were the fake ones, but given the context, this explanation seemed far more plausible.

“That… that can’t be. I clearly remember my past as a Lich…”

“And how accurate is that memory? Do you remember everything in perfect detail—from the moment you were born as a Lich to the time you were captured in the dungeon?”

“…No, I do not.”

At my words, Gordon’s face twisted in shock as he realized just how fragile the memories he had believed in truly were.

“Th-then… what am I, exactly?”

“How would I know that?”

If anyone knew the truth, it would be Gordon himself or the one who had turned him into this.

Since we couldn’t solve this problem right away, we wrapped up the discussion and moved on to the next issue at hand.

“So, the important thing now is—what do we do from here?”


The world was in chaos again due to the reappearance of massive gates.

Some countries, those with enough power, were barely managing to clear the dungeons, but there were far too many nations that couldn’t.

“That’s something I’ve been wondering about too.”

The coordinates we had found from Saya earlier and the appearance of these massive gates—

These two things together proved a suspicion we had only speculated on before.

“There’s someone pulling the strings on Earth. It might not be certain, but it’s almost guaranteed.”

“…Yeah, we think so too.”

Henesia and Astride nodded one after another, and Cerezia added with confidence,

“I’ve been through a similar situation, so I know. They’ve probably taken control of someone on this planet.”

With that, our immediate goal became clear.

We had to find and eliminate this puppet before they could cause any more trouble.

“They called those massive portals ‘Second Gates.'”

“Second Gate?”

“Yes. It’s a higher-tier dimensional gate that can even transport fully developed entities.”

Having an experienced ally was reassuring, but at the same time, I couldn’t shake my unease. I narrowed my eyes at Cerezia.

“No way they just dumped all this critical information on us without any kind of safeguard…”

“If something was up, I would’ve noticed first. I am a demigod, after all.”

It wasn’t exactly convincing, but even I couldn’t sense anything out of place.

Cerezia then awkwardly cleared her throat and continued,

“A-and, well… Thebes fell at the Second Gate stage, so I don’t actually know much beyond that.”

In other words, she might have sounded confident, but she wasn’t holding onto any particularly classified information.

“Wait, that’s all it took to bring Thebes down? Were you really that weak?”

“I couldn’t help it! No matter how much I ran around, I only had one body, and Thebes didn’t have strong inter-nation cooperation like Earth does!”

In the end, they were overwhelmed by sheer numbers and couldn’t even put up a fight.

Brushing aside the slightly dejected Cerezia, I concluded the discussion.

“Then, our first priority is to find allies. It probably won’t take too long.”

As I absentmindedly chewed on some jerky, I noticed Henesia tilting her head.

“What are you looking at? This is your specialty, isn’t it?”

“Eh? Even if you say that so suddenly…”

“You’re the most qualified for the job. Just let me know when you find them.”

“This is going to be tough alone… Can’t you help me, Teacher?”

Sensing the difficulty ahead, Henesia made a desperate plea, but I pushed Cerezia forward instead.

“She’s experienced. She’ll manage just fine.”

Their faces twisted in protest, but there was no other choice—I had my own tasks to take care of.


After practically shooing everyone away, I picked up my phone and made a call.

Beep.

[What do you want?]

“Let’s meet for a bit.”

The person on the other end was none other than Shin Doyun—a returnee and the one who had once worked with me to take down Lee Jicheol.
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Now that I’m saying it, at this point there were actually enough clues.

I had gathered quite a few leads through the various incidents I’ve experienced so far, and I was able to get a rough outline of this dungeon situation entangled with Earth.

However, before the Gildeon incident, I lacked the power to take active action.

‘Now there’s nothing holding me back.’

Through Cerezia’s information, I was able to gain confidence in many things, and I had already regained all my power.

No, rather, in the process of climbing back up from the bottom once again, I gained even stronger power than before.

‘My condition is better than I expected.’

And right now, I sought out Shin Do-yoon to take care of the most concerning matter.

I deliberately didn’t bring any other companions. There might be situations where I’d have to fight with full force.

Rustle.

Thud.

Thud.

“You came quickly.”

“…What business do you have?”

Since his memory was erased, the current Shin Do-yoon only recognizes me as Baek Seo-ha’s family member and an S-rank hunter of Korea.

Therefore, he probably doesn’t remember this place where we first had our secret meeting.

‘Of course, that’s only if all of that wasn’t a lie.’

The mastermind behind this dungeon situation has been somewhat confirmed. However, there was still one person whose identity I hadn’t fully uncovered.

The mysterious figure who contacted the returnee Shin Do-yoon, instigated the murder of Lee Ji-cheol, and tried to interfere with Hades.

I came here today to settle things with that guy.

“Don’t you remember this place?”

“What are you talking about?”

“You should know.”

In fact, I had already gotten a sense of the identity of whoever was behind Shin Do-yoon.

It couldn’t be otherwise. 

After hearing various stories from Cerezia, the answer became too clear.

‘She told me all the information in detail, but Cerezia never once mentioned awakening or status windows.’

It was the same in the murim practitioner’s memories I had glimpsed before. 

The dungeon situation and the existence of giant gates were the same, but strangely, elements like status windows couldn’t be found.

What does that mean?

‘Awakened ones and status windows should be considered completely separate from dungeons.’

Come to think of it, they were different from the start.

The dungeon situation was a process of invasion and a harmful element for us, but status windows were completely the opposite.

They helped if anything, but never caused harm.

‘Rather, it’s more reasonable to see them as a countermeasure against dungeons.’

And there’s only one being that can do such a thing.

It means that even on this Earth, there is a god who doesn’t welcome the enemy’s invasion.

I’m guessing that’s the same person as Shin Do-yoon’s backer.

“Why have you been silent?”

“…If you called me for such pointless conversation, I’ll be leaving now.”

Shin Do-yoon still pretends not to know.

His act was so natural it was hard to see it as acting, but unfortunately, I already had my conviction.

“Let’s not waste time. I came here using my precious time too.”

At first, I thought I had just lost the trail.

It seemed like the Earth’s god, having achieved their goal, erased Shin Do-yoon’s memories and cut ties with him as he became useless.

But thinking about it carefully, there was still something off.

Why Shin Do-yoon of all people?

There’s Choi Ha-min, a stronger returnee than him, and as I said last time, it’s nearly impossible to stop Hades with Shin Do-yoon’s abilities.

However, amidst these flowing thoughts, I noticed one strange point.

‘So did Shin Do-yoon fail in the end?’

No.

Rather, if you think about it, it’s close to perfect success.

Although he was thoroughly beaten by Lee Ji-cheol, he immediately involved me, leading to Lee Ji-cheol’s downfall, and that became the starting point for my full-fledged clashes with Hades.

In the end, I even sank their leader Heimvel and Gildeon, so Shin Do-yoon’s backer essentially achieved everything they wanted.

At a glance, it seems like Shin Do-yoon didn’t do anything, but on the other hand, he got everything he needed to gain.

‘Something seems a bit strange. Can everything in the world fit together so perfectly?’

Rather, thinking that way resolves a few questions as well.

Since there was no intention to fight and win directly, Shin Do-yoon’s lack of combat power wasn’t an issue, and instead, including such aspects, the optimal position to draw me in was created.

At that time, I couldn’t leave him to die because of our common ground as returnees and the information about the being entangled with him.

However, in that case, there’s one thing that bothers me.

For there to have been intent, Shin Do-yoon’s actions were too natural and perfect.

No matter how I thought about it, it felt more like he was just an incompetent guy rather than acting.

But that perfection planted a firm suspicion in me.

‘Well, humans can’t act that perfectly.’

But what if he’s not human?

From the beginning, the idea of Shin Do-yoon’s backer was just an assumption.

Only Shin Do-yoon himself knows the truth, and I’ve never confirmed it with my own eyes either.
In a way, that too might be nothing more than an illusion.

‘If it weren’t for Gordon’s story, I might have just missed it.’

Gordon believed he was a lich who chose half-immortality, but in reality, he wasn’t.

So what’s different about this case?

The moment I realized this fact, what I had vaguely believed to be true suddenly felt unfamiliar.

“Does that certain being who supposedly made a contract with you really exist?”

“……”

Shin Do-yoon didn’t answer my words. He must have felt that there was no point in evading anymore.

“Seems like I’m right.”

The moment I was certain, Shin Do-yoon’s demeanor changed.

From just a mediocre hunter with power around A-rank, to a higher dimensional being that even felt solemn.

After a long silence, Shin Do-yoon spoke in a low voice.

“…Impressive. I thought there were no mistakes.”


“It was too perfect, that was the problem.”

Finally, a sigh of resignation followed.

And at last, the truth I wanted to hear came out of his mouth.

“Yes. You’re right.”

“…….”

“I am the creator of the system.”

It was a truly blatant declaration.

“I created hunters, created associations. I’ve been protecting Earth from the clutches of powerful enemies until now.”

And.

“As you’ve noticed, I was also the one who bound your power.”

“…I’m starting to get angry because you’re being too honest.”

“Forgive me. As you know, it was necessary.”

Of course I know. Although it ended up feeling like I forcibly uncovered his identity, it was clear that he was moving for the sake of Earth.

“So, it seems you have a reason for wanting to contact me like this.”

Of course. If that wasn’t the case, I wouldn’t have thought to reveal the truth first from my side.

And Shin Do-yoon also seemed to have a general idea of the reason.

“You should know from what you’ve seen so far? We’re not exactly enemies.”

“Certainly. I thought you had a somewhat anxious nature, but when I peeled back the shell, you were surprisingly dedicated.”

Of course. No matter what, this place was my hometown and home.

Wouldn’t it be natural to not let those who try to invade it go unpunished?

“So, let’s not move separately with poor efficiency.”

In a situation where we’ve recognized that we’re not enemies, there’s no reason to be wary in front of a powerful invader like a high-ranking god.

If we can get help from him, who is nominally the god of Earth, it would be a great help. Shin Do-yoon too would need more cards for future events.

There was no option to refuse. Shin Do-yoon slowly approached me and extended his hand first, offering a handshake for peace.

“…I look forward to working with you.”

“That’s what I wanted.”

To be honest, I wanted to give him a good punch, but that anger wasn’t enough to ruin the work at hand.

And compared to such trivial matters, there are far more important things left to do.

“Then now, will you return my original body?”

“…What do you mean?”

“What else? I’m asking you to give me back my body.”

Shin Do-yoon chewed on his words for a moment, then frowned as if he still didn’t understand.

To that, I tilted my head in bewilderment.

“No, don’t you know my original form? I’m asking you to return me to that state.”

“Why are you asking me for that? I don’t know anything about it.”

“You didn’t do it?”

I had naturally thought it was Shin Do-yoon’s doing, so I fell into confusion and kept thinking.

But there was no need to ponder. If it wasn’t Shin Do-yoon, there was only one person who could have done it.

‘…This half-baked fraud is for real.’

I held my forehead, barely suppressing my anger, and finished discussing the remaining business with Shin Do-yoon to sort out the situation.

When I returned home like that, I saw Cerezia sitting comfortably on the sofa, eating ice cream and watching a drama with Seo-ha.

Seeing that sight, my eyes twitched as I approached Cerezia from behind and asked leisurely.

“…Is it delicious?”


“Yes. Earth’s snacks are certainly amazing. I’ve never tasted something this soft before.”

“I see.”

“Kyaah!”

Right after that, I snatched it away, cast an enlargement spell on it, and then dumped it upside down on Cerezia’s head.

Now it was time to punish the culprit who had caused all my suffering.
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“No, I mean—sniff. I told you it was necessary….”

“Well, I don’t know. You already have a record, so how can I trust you?”

Cerezia, already battered from my previous punishment, finally confessed everything without holding anything back.

The conclusion was simple.

While she had acted out of some frustration, it was ultimately something necessary for dimensional travel.

“Why the hell would something like that be necessary for dimensional travel?”

“This was my first time doing it, so there were a lot of trial-and-error moments. Besides, your power was mostly contained in your soul rather than your body, which made coordinate setting tricky.”

So instead of transferring both the body and soul together, she first sent a dummy body she had created and then pinpointed the soul into it.

“If I hadn’t done that, your body and soul might have misaligned, and you could’ve ended up like a three-part fusion chimera. Of course, it’s all just probability theory, but still.”

“Then why do I look like this? You could’ve just made me look exactly like my original self.”

“Well, that’s, uh… You know how my divinity works. I also have a knack for this kind of thing, and as I said, I may have… included a bit of personal spite in the process….”

“So, in the end, this is your fault. Unbelievable.”

Smack!

Now that I understood everything, I smacked Cerezia’s head once more.

Regardless of her initial intent, the result was that she had acted out of personal emotions.

A demigod resorting to such a petty act of revenge—it was honestly so ridiculous that I felt like sighing.

Looking at the cowering Cerezia, I immediately issued an order.

“Well, there’s nothing stopping you now. Hurry up and fix it.”

“No, um… I can’t….”

“What kind of bullshit is that? Do you have a death wish?”

She kept changing her words, flip-flopping between excuses. My irritation spiked, and I raised my fist again.

“I’m serious! Right now, your body and soul have completely merged, making it impossible to separate them.”

At that absurd claim, I blinked and questioned her again.

“What difference does that make? What’s changed?”

Obviously, I knew my own condition best. I had assumed my state was simply the result of regaining my power, gaining enlightenment, and ascending to a higher level.

“It’s not really a matter of good or bad. But as far as I know, for you… it might have a rather special meaning.”

“What do you mean?”

“I only know this from theory, so I can’t say for sure, but… in our realm, we call that state ‘achieving one’s rank.’”

“Achieving a rank?”

It was a vague and ambiguous phrase.

Even I often spoke about things like ‘reaching a rank in necromancy,’ and the term was used across various fields.

“In other words, you’re now in a prepared state.”

“Prepared for what?”

“To obtain divinity.”

“You’re spouting nonsense again.”

Smack!

Annoyed, I struck Cerezia again, and she gave me an aggrieved look.

“Wh-why this time?”

“What’s so special about this? I’ve seen similar cases plenty of times.”

Even one of my subordinates, Volcanus, had a similar type of soul. Not to mention the king of the giants I encountered at the giant gate.

But Cerezia didn’t back down and continued.

“I told you, it’s just a matter of being ready. Just because the ingredients are prepped doesn’t mean the dish cooks itself, right? It’s simply the difference between having the necessary materials ready or not.”

“But you said it had a ‘special meaning.’”

Cerezia paused for a moment, then looked at me with an expression of disbelief, as if I truly didn’t understand.

“…The special part is that despite being this strong, you hadn’t reached this state until now.”

Now that she put it that way, I could somewhat grasp what she was trying to say.

“So, basically, you’re saying I’m amazing.”

“Well, that’s true, but hearing you say it makes it feel weird.”

“So, you’re saying you can’t revert my body?”

“Could you maybe… be a little lenient about that part…?”

Watching the now completely dejected Cerezia, I let out a deep sigh.

“Whatever. Honestly, who cares?”

I had long since gotten used to this body. It didn’t hinder my daily life or combat in any way.

There was the drawback that it lacked a bit of dignity, but at the same time, there were advantages to it.

‘Like when you’re wrapped up in a blanket playing games in the middle of winter.’

Having let go of most of my lingering regrets, I gestured to Cerezia to get up and revealed the real reason for my visit.

“So, the fact that you’re lounging around like this means you’ve found it, right?”

“Yes. More than that, they didn’t seem to have any intention of hiding.”

“So there’s a high chance they’re setting up a trap.”

But that wasn’t my problem. A trap only works if it can actually catch something—there’s no point in using it against someone it won’t affect.

“We’re leaving tomorrow afternoon. Make sure you’re ready.”

“Do you have something planned in the morning?”

“No, but waking up early is tiring.”

“What…?”

At my level, I could go a whole month without proper sleep and still function just fine.

It was just a matter of preference.

And so, the next day, I set out with Henesia, Astride, and Cerezia.

“…Where exactly is it?”

“It’s in Egypt. The coordinates show it’s right in the middle of the Sahara Desert.”

“Seriously? What kind of idiot would bury themselves in a place like that?”

Grumbling at Henesia’s words, I cast various spells on myself to maintain a comfortable state in advance.

Whooosh.

Crackle.

After Henesia opened a teleportation portal near our target, we all gathered and stepped inside.

What unfolded before us was a vast expanse of golden sand, swept by the wind and bathed in sunlight.

“If we move about five kilometers north, we’ll reach the destination. Ever since I detected them last night, they haven’t moved an inch.”

“What a strange one. Are they that confident?”

Without much tension, we chatted idly as we made our way toward the target.

Waiting for us there was a stout, middle-aged man who appeared to be of Western descent.


“…You’ve arrived. I’ve been expecting you.”

Frowning at an inexplicable sense of déjà vu, I narrowed my eyes.

“Where have I seen that guy before…?”

The one who answered wasn’t any of my companions, but the presence inside the Book of Death.

[…It’s Hudson. Former president of the American Supernatural Association and the one who orchestrated my assassination.]

Now that they mentioned it, I remembered. 

He was the main culprit behind the incident involving Chae Hwain, whose whereabouts had become a mystery after retirement.

“So, you were just a pawn?”

“People always react with surprise when they hear that. But in the end, all of them met their deaths.”

Muttering something cryptic, Hudson then raised his hand and, in his usual arrogant manner, made a declaration.

“All of you will perish here today.”

Rumble.

Thud, thud, thud!

At his gesture, a massive underground chamber with a gigantic gate was revealed.

Laughing maniacally, Hudson spoke from the entrance.

“If you have the courage, feel free to follow me.”

Whoosh.

As Hudson disappeared, the three people beside me turned to me for an answer.

“What should we do?”

“Obviously, we’re going in. Let’s see what he’s got.”

However, Cerezia and Henesia seemed slightly uneasy about something.

“What’s wrong?”

“Couldn’t there be a high-ranking god behind this whole ordeal, waiting inside?”

It was a reasonable concern, but I shook my head firmly.

“No, that’s impossible.”

It was a rule of sorts.

Earth’s energy had reached a saturation point, but even so, it wasn’t enough for that being to cross over.

I had confirmed this with Shin Doyun.

“…Then we have no reason to back down.”

With our doubts cleared, we stepped into the gate Hudson had prepared without hesitation.

The scene before us could only be described as an underwater palace.

“…Ugh.”

At the same time, a powerful aura swept through us, sending chills down my entire body.

Feeling it, Cerezia winced and looked at me with teary eyes.

“Y-you said they couldn’t cross over!”

“……”

I was sure they couldn’t.

But as Cerezia pointed out, this presence was far from ordinary.

It was eerily similar to the solemn energy I had sensed from Shin Doyun before.

And at the entrance of the palace, standing beside Hudson, a figure slowly emerged.

“…Welcome, outsiders.”

The man had the upper body of a human, but his lower half was that of a fish. His flowing hair rippled through the water like a dragon’s whiskers.


I quickly tried to assess his strength, but I couldn’t gauge it at all.

“My name is Tindalos, the Sea God. My followers call me the ruler of the planet Pludon.”

And then—

“I shall be the one to guide you to eternal rest.”

With those words, an immense tidal wave surged forward, swallowing us whole.



 
  
    Chapter 154: Fierce battle in the dark is dangerous (4)


“Hoo.”

In the seawater that had consumed everything around me, I swung my hand and called forth several Abyssal Fish from the depths.

Then, the seemingly endless sea quickly receded, and we were able to regain our freedom.

‘It certainly looks strong…’

Upon closer inspection, though, the feeling was quite different from before.

Though it’s a rival, it’s not an opponent I can’t defeat. I suspected that Tindalos, too, was more of a subordinate to this situation than its mastermind.

“I’ll block for you, so just attack.”

With my command, the three people, including Seresia, regained their composure and began to gather their strength.

The opponent was certainly a being with divine power, but I, too, possess that level of strength.

“Seal of the Underworld.”

As I drew out all my power without hesitation, a dark, bluish mist spread everywhere, and a massive gate emerged.

From there, the ferryman of the underworld, Charon, and the guard dog, Cerberus, walked out one by one.

“As expected, you handle death energy quite powerfully.”

“More than just powerful.”

I waved my hand, and the dark energy slowly began to spread around.

It was the “Domain Declaration,” one of the abilities of the Seal of the Underworld.

“Undead Call.”

Sssss.

Boom!

Boom!

With just one incantation, undead creatures of various shapes began to appear from the places where the energy reached.

Their numbers surpassed a hundred, then a thousand, eventually filling the area.

The overwhelming sight of the undead army, filled with madness, made Tindalos murmur in disbelief.

“To think such power belongs to a human… unbelievable.”

Then, with a glint in his eyes, he started to unleash explosive power.

“Divinity, Sea God Palace.”

“…Ugh.”

The sharp, piercing sense of battle pressure. It felt the same as when I first met Tindalos.

And now, I could clearly understand what this sensation was.

‘It’s divine power.’

Since it’s a completely different kind of power, that’s why my instincts had warned me.

When Tindalos used his divinity, several creatures began to emerge from the underwater palace, forming a vast army.

From merfolk wielding tridents to massive sea dragons. 

It was a spectacle that could easily be described as displaying every kind of monster that might inhabit the sea.

The undead army and the sea monsters, facing each other, soon began to wage war.

‘…I’ve never experienced a battle like this, even in Thebes.’

While I’ve fought many times using undead armies, I’ve never faced a war of such scale.

Tindalos wielded a trident, likely a divine artifact, casting spells left and right. I, too, took out Kurdalia and strengthened my undead.

The clash of both sides’ forces was nearly on par.

“You’re quite a sight, looking so scrawny but packing a punch?”

“…Not yet.”

When Tindalos slammed his trident down, the skin of the sea creatures turned red, and they began to fall into a frenzied state.

Without thinking about the consequences, he resorted to extreme measures solely to defeat my forces.

I scoffed and asked him,

“What, if you can’t catch me here, are you going to get a scolding from someone?”

“…”

“How ridiculous, for a so-called god.”

Whether he was once a god or not, he’s just a cowardly dog now.

And I would never lose to such a half-baked creature.

“…Open the route.”

At my command, Charon, who had been massacring the sea creatures, rowed his boat and unleashed an explosive burst of dark mist.

Towards the paths that formed from the mist, Cerberus spewed hellfire.

Boom!

The fire roared—

Whether it was the regenerative powers of a hydra or the scales of a dragon, everything turned to ash in front of the flames.

In truth, Tindalos’s forces, despite being in a frenzied state, were burning away without even using any power.

“…This power is beyond belief!”

Seeing his carefully arranged forces fall apart, Tindalos furrowed his brows and unleashed his divine power towards me.

“No more respect. From now on, I recognize you as an enemy, and I’ll crush you with any means necessary.”

“…What are you saying?”

Ignoring my response of disbelief, Tindalos swung his trident.

“Go peacefully into eternal sleep!”

A massive burst of divine power shot toward me, accompanied by raging waves and intense lightning.

The scale was so vast that it felt like I was on the verge of witnessing the end of the world.

Kwarung!

Crash—!

However, it was still not enough to capture me.

Volcanus and Nox, summoned through the Book of Death, released intense heat that evaporated the water, while three of us, including Seresia, sent electric shocks through the air.

Amid all this, I smirked and raised a finger.

“I can do something similar.”

“What…?”

“Authority, the sentence of death.”

Fssshh—!

In truth, it wasn’t really an authority or anything like that, I had simply attached a label to it. 

But I was confident that the power of this technique was on par with Tindalos’s authority.

“Haaah…!”

Tindalos, struck directly by my curse that even drew upon the powers of the afterlife, flinched and groaned in pain.

His eyes, already bloodshot like those of a sickly person, were filled with veins, and his skin was cracking, losing its original form.

“This is your home ground, isn’t it? Want to use a bit more strength?”


“Ckkh! Authority, Triamfepitalanus!”

Tindalos, putting all his remaining power into it, transformed his trident into a giant chariot and charged at me, but his attack was already lacking the intensity it had earlier.

In the end, I summoned the hands of the deceased, easily engulfed his attack, and slowly began walking toward Tindalos.

“How unfortunate. If I could have used all my power, this wouldn’t have happened…”

“So, why don’t you just tell me who your master is?”

“…That is something I cannot reveal.”

“Then, I have no use for you.”

Swish!

Charon swung his oar, and just like that, Tindalos’s head flew through the air.

It was the pitiful end of the once-mighty Sea God.

“Now then, only one left.”

Hudson, who had been hiding and watching the battle between me and Tindalos, began to step back slowly with a look of shock on his face.

“How, how could this happen? Surely, he would have been enough…”

“I don’t know. Maybe if you had prepared a few more of the same level…”

Of course, even then, I wasn’t planning to go down easily.

“Can’t you talk like this bastard? If not, I’ll just kill you.”

“Ckkh! Don’t make me laugh! I didn’t come all the way here to be defeated by someone like you. I will surely stand by my master…”

“This guy’s just a discard too.”

Swish!

With another motion from Charon’s hand, Hudson’s head rolled to the ground.

Honestly, even while talking, I had already checked his soul, and it was clear that he was ready to cut off his tail. He truly was a man without any openings.

‘But now that the puppet’s gone, there’s no harm in this.’

Once the battle was completely over, I returned the seal of the afterlife and gathered all my strength.

Then, the pain in my shoulder, which I had been ignoring, began to nag at me.

“…Ugh.”

“Are you okay, Teacher?”

“It’s just a scratch.”

I hadn’t shown it during the fight, but Tindalos’s lightning was not an attack I could easily dismiss.

Considering the process, it wasn’t that difficult to win, but it was a situation that could have been very dangerous if I made a mistake.

‘He was stronger than I thought.’

Honestly, it was my first time fighting against beings called gods, so I wasn’t sure, but Tindalos was certainly no easy opponent. 

If there are enemies with even stronger divine powers, winning easily like this might not be so simple.

‘Can they really send enemies of this level already?’

Shin Doyun said it wasn’t something to worry about yet, but the situation didn’t seem right.

It might have been a special case, but that was too optimistic an assumption.

“…Let’s go back.”

For now, I needed to recover and have time to regroup. Meeting Shin Doyun and setting up a clear strategy would have to wait until then.

‘There must be a way somehow.’

Still, the fact that I could fully perform against enemies of this level was a tangible achievement. I had definitely become stronger than before.


The struggles and joy I went through in rebuilding my power from scratch, and the battle with Gideon, gave me a new realization.

Even if they are beings with divine power, they are no longer opponents I cannot face.

‘I’ll just wipe them all out.’

With that, I would restore the Earth to its previous state and continue my new life.

That was my clearest goal at this moment.



 
  
    Chapter 155: The prelude to war is dangerous (1)


After handling Tindalos and Hudson, I immediately met with Shin Do-yoon, accompanied by Cerezia.

“So, care to explain anything?”

“…Honestly, the fact that such an enemy came was unexpected, even for me. I apologize for causing the crisis.”

Surprisingly, Shin Do-yoon accepted the situation quickly. He acknowledged his mistake with a calm attitude.

Seeing this, Cerezia opened her mouth as if in wonder.

“This is the one from Earth…?”

“Yes, the young demi-god. Now that I think about it, I should thank you.”

“Why?”

Cerezia tilted her head, clearly confused, and I too became curious and focused my attention.

Then Shin Do-yoon, without hesitation, revealed the backstory he hadn’t mentioned earlier.

“When Baek Eun-ha first crossed over to Earth, I was also greatly surprised. If there hadn’t been a gap created by the separation of body and soul, it would have been impossible for me to bet on my strength.”

In other words, if Cerezia hadn’t made a foolish mistake, Shin Do-yoon wouldn’t have been able to recklessly interfere with my powers.

“So, everything from start to finish is your fault?”

When I looked at him with a bitter expression, Cerezia flinched and avoided my gaze.

However, in the end, it worked out. I was able to make progress in the process, and the sudden difficulty spike in the dungeon was avoided.

“Tch.”

“So, didn’t you have something else you wanted to ask?”

That’s right. If that wasn’t the case, I wouldn’t have gone through the trouble of finding someone I saw yesterday.

“How strong would the guy we fought earlier be in your world?”

“Tindalos had a 4th-tier divine rank. To put it simply, it would be considered mid-low tier. However, it seems he wasn’t able to use his full power.”

In other words, he wasn’t strong among the beings with divine ranks.

I clicked my tongue, contemplating.

“If an enemy twice as strong as him comes, it would be tough even for me.”

Hearing this, Shin Do-yoon tilted his head as if pondering something and then replied.

“Your greed is excessive. From my perspective, the fact that you overcame someone with divine rank as a human is remarkable. It’s an achievement you could be more proud of.”

Of course, that wasn’t a wrong statement. However, the situation itself wasn’t exactly optimistic.

“If you can command a 4th-tier god, the ones behind him must be much stronger.”

“…Indeed, you’re right.”

After a moment of deep thought, Shin Do-yoon spoke again with a somewhat grim expression.

“Initially, I suspected that he might be a 2nd-tier divine being. But after today’s battle, my thoughts have changed.”

“Then?”

“Most likely, he’s a 1st-tier divine being, one with vast history and accumulated power.”

Honestly, I couldn’t quite grasp the scale of what he was saying. The only gods I fought were Cerezia and Tindalos.

However, just then, there was a perfect comparison right in front of me.

“So, what rank are you?”

“I’m a 3rd-tier god. A god like Tindalos wouldn’t be a match for me.”

Shin Do-yoon nodded proudly with a very confident expression.

Wait, is it something to boast about that much?

“So if a 2nd-tier god comes, we’re finished?”

“Earth is almost my domain. Even if a 2nd-tier god comes, they won’t be able to unleash their full power here.”

That was a reassuring statement. When Cerezia and I showed a bit of relief, Shin Do-yoon chuckled and added one more line.

“Don’t relax. Even considering that, my defeat is inevitable.”

“…So, there’s no solution after all.”

The opponent is most likely a 1st-tier supreme god.

On the other side, there’s just one 3rd-tier god, and I’m responsible for more than half of the combat power.

Looking at it this way, the situation seems quite hopeless.

“…Is there any chance for us to win?”

“Of course.”

We looked at Shin Do-yoon in surprise, his confidence standing in stark contrast to our disbelief.

“What are you looking at? From the beginning, Baek Eun-ha’s existence wasn’t even part of my plan. Naturally, I have a backup plan.”

I realized it. Shin Do-yoon was fighting against the enemies alone without my help. 

We had only formed a cooperative relationship because the situation had turned out this way.

“Do you think I created this structure of hunters and the system for no reason?”

If it were just to prevent the dungeon from being breached, Shin Do-yoon could have acted on his own with his overwhelming strength.

In other words, there must have been another intention hidden behind that entire process.

“This could be seen as the first step to filter out the sprouts.”

“Sprouts?”

“It means picking out those who have the potential to gain divinity.”

That was quite a bold statement.

“Honestly, they all seem about the same. Can we really settle things with that?”

“I’ve already completed all the preparations. If they have the qualifications, I can give them vast power.”

It seemed like Shin Do-yoon was quite confident. I had thought he was untrustworthy, but now I see that he is very well-prepared.

As I expressed slight admiration, Shin Do-yoon fixed his expression again and raised his finger to show a number.

“However, for that, two things are urgently needed.”

“What are they?”

“First is time, and second is materials. As you know, humans haven’t even reached the stage for planning yet.”

Then, what does he mean by materials? The answer became clear from his next words.

“Bring out the corpse of Tindalos.”

“…I think I have a rough idea of what you’re saying.”

Srrrk.

Boom!

Finally, in the center of the corpse, Shin Do-yoon inserted a seed filled with a strange power.

“Since it’s come to this, your role is important. You need to secure as many gods as possible and acquire them.”

This would also buy time to grow other hunters.

“Even a god of the first rank has limits. For now, I can’t send overwhelming forces, and there will surely be aftereffects.”

In other words, this was a grand strategy.

A war on a chessboard, where both sides are constantly exchanging moves for the final battle.

And my role would be to charge ahead as a vanguard, breaking the enemy.

“You are a strange being. Even if you were to face me, the authority of this planet, right now, it would be impossible to decide the winner.”


“I think I would win against someone like you.”

“…Don’t interrupt and listen. That’s not what’s important.”

Shin Do-yoon then showed me sincere trust with a serious expression.

“Even if many qualified individuals gather, the greatest possibility of taking their head will lie with you.”

“…That’s obvious, isn’t it?”

“Then, if you encounter an opponent you can’t handle, retreat. Losing you would be the most painful loss for me as well.”

Though there had been many ups and downs, we had now become each other’s greatest allies.

I nodded, signaling not to worry, feeling a strengthened partnership.

At that moment, Cerezia, who had been listening quietly, suddenly spoke up.

“…So, should I just stay still?”

“Well, I don’t know much about demigods, since I’m a relatively new god myself.”

Immediately after, Shin Do-yoon made a meaningful expression, resting his chin and continuing.

“However, I find the very concept of demigods unsettling. What exactly is a demigod? It’s strange that a god, who should be complete, takes on an incomplete form.”

In movies or games, the children born between gods and mortals are often called demigods, but in reality, such beings do not exist.

Gods are not born as someone’s child, and the concept of inheritance doesn’t apply to them.

“Surely the answer lies within you. I can’t say more than that.”

And so, we parted ways with Shin Do-yoon and returned to our comfortable home.

Thud.

Thump!

I staggered to open the door and threw myself onto the bed, and suddenly, a single day felt like an entire long journey.

However, with that, the future became clear.

‘So, in the end, all I have to do is take down everyone who crosses over.’

A lot had happened, but when I thought about it, not much had really changed.

After all, it was the same as what I had always done.

The only difference now was that the opponents were beings from the heavens.

‘…It doesn’t matter.’

I had been born as an incompetent being without any power.


After being sent to Thebes in a state of nothingness, I had clawed my way up from the very bottom.

Every time, the enemies grew stronger, and I had to challenge the impossible.

‘This time, it will be no different.’

In the end, like always, I would calmly defeat my enemies and move on to even greater heights.

That was the only belief I had in myself.



 
  
    Chapter 156: The prelude to war is dangerous (2)


As Shin Do-yoon said, the opponent, having lost both their informants and elite forces, remained inactive for a while.

But that didn’t mean we could let our guard down. After all, it simply meant that the cooldown for their next attack was already ticking down.

“Hurry up and get up here. We need promising talent.”

“I may not look like it, but I’m doing my best…”

With that, I resumed my intensive training of Song Ha-yeon, my direct disciple.

Honestly, I wanted Helena to train with us as well, but she had already returned to her home country due to work obligations.

“But… do you really think someone like me can meet your standards? To be honest, I still can’t even grasp the reality of my current position.”

Although she was sincerely committed to training, Song Ha-yeon still seemed rather lacking in confidence.

And it was understandable. For now, even facing Astride or Hennesia in battle meant she couldn’t last a full minute.

However, I saw things a little differently.

“You probably don’t realize it because you’re always around us, but among hunters, you’re already at the top level.”

Not long ago, she had shown power on par with Saya, a top-tier S-rank hunter, in the previous massive gate incident. And now, she had become even stronger.

“Besides, only those who have built their foundation within the system can qualify. If you’re not a hunter, it’s meaningless.”

In that regard, Song Ha-yeon had immense potential.

Her rate of growth was incredibly fast, and since she trained under me, her skills were improving rapidly.

“It’s about time you started pulling your weight.”

Maybe I was biased, but honestly, none of the others were satisfactory.

These were people who might end up taking over after me, even if only partially. If that was the case, I preferred someone who could actually be of help.

“…But now that I think about it, wouldn’t the Chilseong members be more suited for this?”

At first, I had thought the same thing. After all, they had already reached the upper limits of growth within the system.

But regarding them, Shin Do-yoon had said:

“Only one of them qualifies.”

“Huh?”

“Among them, only one meets the requirements.”

As for the rest, it seemed they had no potential whatsoever to bear divinity.

In other words, strength alone wasn’t enough to be considered the kind of talent Shin Do-yoon was looking for.

“…That makes things difficult. In the end, no one really knows who will qualify, right?”

“That’s right.”

Well, there wasn’t much we could do about it. That was something only Shin Do-yoon could decide.

“That’s enough for today.”

“…Phew, got it. Thank you for your hard work.”

Looking at things now, I felt a bit sentimental.

The same Song Ha-yeon who once placed an apple on her head and practiced archery with skeletons had now become a full-fledged high-ranking necromancer.

Compared to the hundred years I spent in Thebes, the past two years were just a fleeting moment, yet somehow, they felt just as vivid.

Lost in nostalgia, I suddenly asked a question.

“What will you do if dungeons and monsters disappear?”

“Hmm… I’ll probably just continue my livestreaming, I guess?”

Now that I thought about it, that made sense. Song Ha-yeon already had a clear direction for her life.

‘Meanwhile, I can’t think of anything for myself.’

I could barely remember what I had aspired to before being sent to Thebes.

And honestly, I didn’t really have anything I wanted to do. I’d never had the time to seriously think about it.

‘…Well, I’ll figure something out eventually.’

Shoving those unnecessary thoughts aside, I cast a cleansing spell and headed home.

And just like that, another day passed.

“…So, where is it this time?”

“Atlanta. A massive gate, 300 meters in diameter, has appeared.”

Joshua, the Vice President of the U.S. Hunter Association, shook his head in frustration as his migraine and stress worsened.

These colossal gates weren’t just massive in scale—their difficulty was completely unreasonable.

Even with America’s overwhelming military power, clearing just one was already a struggle, yet they kept appearing every few days.

At this point, it was no longer just a crisis—it was an unstoppable catastrophe.

‘Thankfully, we haven’t had a full-scale break yet, but…’

That was nothing more than a fragile hope.

A ticking time bomb could never offer real reassurance.

BOOM!

“There’s no real solution to this. How are other countries faring?”

“No different. Aside from a select few nations, most are in complete turmoil over the same issue.”

Of course, that was to be expected.

Very few countries could handle a massive gate on their own, and the number of hunters being sacrificed continued to rise each day.

Joshua furrowed his brows and shook his head, but even in that moment, he recalled the names of a few exceptional countries.

‘South Korea, Japan, Germany, and Italy, huh.’

Germany had Julian, a member of the Seven Stars, actively fighting on the front lines, as well as another unofficially operating Seven Star.

However, the situation was slightly different for the other three countries.

“The second massive Gate that appeared in Japan has just been cleared.”

“…Was it Baek Eun-ha from Korea again?”

“Yes. That’s correct.”

Somehow, Baek Eun-ha, a Hunter praised as being on par with—or even stronger than—the Seven Stars, was sweeping through dungeons across three different countries.

Her speed was astounding—news of a dungeon being cleared would emerge within just two days of its appearance.

Because of this, the three countries, including South Korea, were the object of envy for many other nations.

“Does she have three bodies or something?”

She didn’t even seem to take any breaks after conquering dungeons. That meant she had the luxury not to.

‘…To be honest, I’m jealous.’

From Joshua’s perspective, as someone drowning in overwork every day, those three countries, protected by Baek Eun-ha, were truly enviable.

But there was nothing he could do about it. It was no exaggeration to say that the relationship between Baek Eun-ha and the United States was absolutely abysmal.

“…For now, follow protocol and seal off the area around the newly formed Gate. We’re short on personnel to clear it anytime soon anyway.”

“Yes, sir.”

Joshua clutched his head, cursing the former Guild Association President, Hudson, who was the root of all these problems.

Unfortunately for Joshua, he had no way of knowing that Hudson had already met his end at Baek Eun-ha’s hands.

#

Crunch.


Crisp.

Munch.

“Master? You’re eating that again?”

“What? It’s delicious.”

“If you keep skipping meals, Seo-ha will get really mad again…”

That comment did make me feel a bit concerned, but honestly, I had a lot to say, too.

“Come on, this is made with only the highest-quality ingredients, so it’s actually really nutritious.”

Through various circumstances, I ended up receiving Sanada’s handmade confectionery set once a week.

The taste was so exquisite that, as a token of appreciation, I had been clearing every Second Gate that appeared in Japan.

“All Seo-ha wanted was to have a meal together with you.”

“I—I don’t know anything about that.”

Hearing that made my conscience twinge a little. But honestly, what was I supposed to do when this tasted far better than homemade meals?

If anyone was to blame, it was Sanada, who, despite being a Hunter, made better snacks than famous pastry chefs.

“By the way, I hear requests from foreign countries are flooding in. Are you considering taking any of them?”

“Too much hassle.”

Japan, as I mentioned earlier, and Italy, where Beatrice was, had a debt to repay after the Gildeon incident, so I was keeping an eye on them.

It wouldn’t be difficult, but I had no intention of increasing my workload.

“And if I clear everything, Hunters won’t have a chance to grow.”

“That’s true.”

For Shin Do-yoon’s plan to work, Hunters needed to face challenges and push past their own limits.

Simply spoon-feeding them wasn’t the answer.

“But if a deity-class entity crosses over, you’ll step in, right?”

“Of course. But do you really have to bring up bad luck while I’m eating?”

Things had been quiet for a while, but it had only been a week since Tindalos appeared.

If enemies of that caliber kept pouring in at such short intervals, it was bound to become an exhausting battle.

I’d prefer a bit more breathing room.

“Two weeks? At least ten days, maybe?”

But as if my words had cursed me, my phone suddenly rang just as I picked up another wagashi.

Riiiiing!

“…Aren’t you going to answer?”

“Damn it. I already have a bad feeling about this.”

Still, I let out a sigh and picked up the call.

As expected, Shin Do-yoon’s voice came through with a single, predictable line.

[“A deity-class entity has crossed over. The location is Spain. I’m counting on you again.”]

“…Could you, just once, go yourself instead?”

[“The signal is breaking up. I trust you’ll handle it.”]

Click.

With the call abruptly cut off, I sighed, taking my time before getting up.


“…Fine. Might as well gather some ingredients while I’m at it.”

“Should we call in others?”

“No, just you. Come along.”

I didn’t know what kind of creature had appeared this time, but in the end, the result would be the same.

With a new target in mind, we quietly set out for the distant land of Spain.
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Spain is surprisingly known as a powerhouse of Hunters despite its population size.

Of course, compared to Italy or the UK, it might not be on the same level, but they still possess a formidable force that holds its own anywhere.

Because of that, they were already in the midst of preparing to tackle the Gate on their own.

“Is that really true? You’re willing to cooperate in the strategy for today’s massive Gate…?”

Spain’s Hunter Association reacted with open delight when I expressed my intent to help conquer the dungeon.

Given the state of things, they must have seen the peaceful stances of Japan and Italy, so their reaction was understandable.

“I don’t need any help. I’ll clear it myself, so step back.”

“…I’ll report this to my superiors, but I think that might be difficult.”

Judging by his reaction, even as the Vice President, he didn’t seem to have the authority to make such a decision.

Seriously, why is it that Hunter Associations are always missing their presidents?

It was the same in the U.S. and Korea. It’s truly a mystery.

“Honestly, I don’t really care what happens to me, but I think you might.”

“…Excuse me?”

Inside this massive Gate lurks a being with divine power.

Sending Hunters in would only mean meaningless deaths.

“It doesn’t matter who you send. There’s no way you can clear this dungeon with your strength.”

Hearing my firm declaration, Vice President Andre fell silent for a moment, deep in thought.

Then, after making several calls, he returned with a somewhat nervous expression.

“If that’s the case, would it be acceptable to send just one Hunter to observe the process?

We promise they won’t interfere or claim any rights in the process.”

“…Well, if it’s just that much.”

After all, humans on this planet need to understand who the true enemy is.

Once that information spreads, it should instill a sense of caution and drive them to seek even greater power.

Right now, Hunters are too oblivious to reality.

“As long as their spirit isn’t completely crushed, that’s already fortunate…”

“The ones who break that easily were only meant to go that far. And humans, surprisingly, are a species that can’t give up.”

That’s how I survived to the end and ultimately reached the pinnacle of an entire planet.

Even if not to my extent, there must be others somewhere with similar potential.

After accepting the Association’s condition, I arrived at the newly appeared Second Gate, accompanied by Spain’s S-rank Hunter Camila and Song Ha-yeon.

Camila wore a rather dissatisfied expression, but honestly, that wasn’t my problem.

We stepped into the entrance of the Gate, and immediately, our vision blurred as a completely new space revealed itself.

The place resembled an ancient colosseum—a grand arena of the past.

“No small fry this time either?”

“Seems that way. I don’t sense anything.”

Just like with Tindalos last time, the enemy clearly prioritizes achieving its goal over following conventional dungeon rules.

Ignoring the basic principles of dungeons, it focuses entirely on eliminating its target.

As expected, something sat motionless at the center of the arena, its presence undetectable, waiting for us.

“…Is that the enemy you mentioned?”

After confirming its form, Camila stepped ahead of us without hesitation.

Even without reading her mind, I could tell what she was thinking, and I let out a quiet sigh.

“Show yourself. I, Camila, will take you down.”

What a foolish move.

With her skills, she couldn’t even gauge its strength.

Yet, despite knowing that, she still made such a reckless declaration, and I couldn’t help but shake my head.

Then, the being—still as a statue until now—flinched, finally responding.

“One without the proper qualifications cannot step into this sacred space.”

The moment those words were spoken, Camila’s body was flung through the air as if weightless.

As I watched the disbelief in her eyes, I quickly released my aura to shield her.

Had I not done so, her body would have been torn apart beyond recognition.

Whoosh!

Thud.

Like being sucked into a black hole, Camila’s airborne body was abruptly pulled back down to the ground.

Only then did she realize how close she had come to death, gasping for breath.

As I watched the scene unfold, I quietly muttered a single sentence.

“When you return, make sure to accurately relay everything you’ve seen and heard here. That’s your role.”

“…Huff! Hah!”

Camilla was completely overwhelmed and retreated all the way to the spectator stands of the arena, unable to offer any rebuttal.

And the one who had witnessed the entire exchange watched me closely before revealing his name.

“So you are the agent of death. My name is Warlord Vargante, the one who shall bring you defeat.”

“I don’t care about that. So, what rank are you?”

I had already gathered most of the important information from my battle with Tindalos.

In the end, that was all that mattered to me.

“How arrogant. A mere mortal who has yet to reach divinity dares to speak of such rankings?”

“Why wouldn’t I? That Tindalos guy or whatever already got wrecked by me.”

That wasn’t a bluff—it was simply reality. Seeing my attitude, Vargante quietly responded.

“I, Vargante, have reached the third rank—a true warrior. I am nothing like some lowly fish-man.”

If that was true, then he was indeed not an opponent I could afford to underestimate.

I had expected an enemy stronger than Tindalos to appear, but to face someone of the third rank already…

It seemed that their side had more leeway in terms of power than I had initially thought.

“…Master, will you be okay?”

“There’s nothing to worry about. Stay back.”

The reason I insisted on having Song Ha-yeon present for this battle was simple.

They might call themselves divine beings or whatever, but sooner or later, Song Ha-yeon would have to face enemies like this herself.

Understanding their power and characteristics in advance and preparing herself mentally was an essential process.

“So, what’s so special about you? If you’ve got something to show, quit stalling and do it.”

At that, Vargante slowly began to release his divine power, which soon spread across the entire arena.

As his energy filled every corner of the battlefield, he recited an incantation in a hushed voice, revealing his ability.

“Within this arena, only sacred duels are recognized. Receiving aid from others, even summoning familiars, is entirely impossible.”

In other words, he had chosen a strategy specifically designed to counter me.


‘That’s definitely a deadly restriction for a necromancer.’

It seemed my opponent wasn’t an idiot.

Having suffered once before, he had come prepared with a solid countermeasure this time.

If I were an ordinary necromancer, I wouldn’t even be able to put up a fight in this situation and would have been defeated outright.

“But you know, it doesn’t really matter to me.”

“…Whether that’s mere bravado or not, we’ll find out soon enough.”

As the arena’s power took full effect, Vargante kicked off the ground and hurled a devastating punch at me.

— Swaaaaash!

The sheer force behind that punch was immeasurable. It carried the power to shatter the heavens and split the seas.

But I didn’t bother dodging it. I simply took it head-on.

After all, an attack of that level wasn’t enough to bring me to my end.

“Seeing this confirms it—you don’t seem to have fully grasped who I am, do you?”

If he had, he wouldn’t have placed his bets on such a simple assumption.

“I’ve already grown accustomed to divine power. Attacks like this won’t kill me.”

During my previous battle with Tindalos, I had taken significant damage while enduring his lightning strikes.

But that was only because I lacked an understanding of divine power at the time, not because his attacks had reached an untouchable level.

And now, the results were manifesting before our very eyes.

“Wh-what… Just what kind of sorcery did you use?”

Regaining his stance, Vargante gathered his divine power once more and unleashed a wave of energy shaped like a dragon at me.

‘Man, this guy really tries everything.’

To be honest, the sheer force behind it was ridiculous.

Every one of his attacks was something a mere human could never hope to match.

But fitting his title as Warlord, his strikes were purely will-driven, without any deeper understanding.

And I could say with certainty—attacks like those would never drag me into the abyss of death.

“Looks like you seriously underestimated me. The fact that you stepped into this fight with so little hesitation proves it.”

I am the Lord of Death.

More than anyone else, I understand life and death—I am the one who stands closest to that boundary.

And as long as they fail to comprehend that, they will never be able to bring me down.

“You’re no different from that so-called sea god. You sat comfortably in your position for too long, and in the end, you’ll be another loser bowing to someone stronger.”

— Whoooosh.

— Crackle, crackle.

As my aura spread, it soon filled the entire arena.


And what unfolded was neither a battlefield for warriors nor a stage for gods—

It was a land of the dead.

Within that boundless abyss, I uttered a quiet command.

“Seal of the Underworld.”

At that moment, the final destination of all beings with will descended upon this world once again.
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Since then, there was nothing difficult.

I steadily weakened Vargante’s strength without summoning any undead, and in the end, Vargante couldn’t even resist me.

“How funny. You call yourself a warrior?”

A warrior is someone who always stands on the line between life and death.

Given that nature, I had thought Vargante would be a formidable opponent, but surprisingly, he seemed completely powerless.

As I thought it over more and more, I soon realized the reason.

“You’ve been living pretty comfortably, haven’t you?”

The problem was that he was too strong. Because of that, he lacked experience with brutal defeat and facing death.

With that in mind, it was clear he could never land a fatal blow on me.

Despite calling himself a fallen warrior, he was merely a half-hearted one.

“Yeah, considering what kind of guy he is, they must have sent him just to test the waters.”

“…Are you mocking my honor?”

“That’s just the way it is.”

At this point, there was no need to be defensive.

I waved my hand, full of annoyance, and started to corner Vargante to end the fight.

Whoooosh.

Screeeech!

“In 10 seconds, this will be over.”

“Kuh…!”

Vargante twisted his face in frustration, but nothing changed.

Soon, the battle was decided, and my hand pierced Vargante’s heart, sealing his death.

Fwoooosh!

Shhhhaaaack!

The scattered blood and his fading power.

In the middle of it all, Vargante stood there, now frozen with a blank expression, unable to move.

“……”

Right after that, the stillness around Vargante began to change.

It wasn’t just the atmosphere; even his nature was entirely different from before.

“What is this?”

“I made a mistake. But it’s too late now.”

It was as if he had regained lost memories, and in an instant, he became a completely different person.

Despite coughing up blood, Vargante looked at me with a much calmer gaze and stood in position.

Whoosh.

Whoooosh.

“Your opponent is both fearful and dangerous. And the ones to come will be the same. Remember this strike.”

In his eyes, there was no longer any of the awkward or arrogant divine presence.

Only a true warrior, who had fought countless battles, was now staring at the enemy.

Boom!

Vargante’s fist shot out once, and with that final blow, he seemed to give all his strength before meeting death.

In the midst of that incomprehensible situation, I glanced at my arm, which had started to hurt.

“…It’s broken.”

But that wasn’t all.

My regenerative ability, which normally heals most wounds instantly, was not working, and other healing magic had no effect either.

At least, that final blow had certainly struck at my core.

“Master!”

As the battle ended, Song Ha-yeon and Camilla, who had been watching, approached me.

I retrieved Vargante’s corpse and started walking toward the portal that had opened.

Thinking about the message Vargante had tried to convey, and its meaning.

#

“So, in the end, this guy was a victim too?”

“Considering the situation, it’s obvious. He must have been defeated and had his power and memories taken by that person.”

It was odd, for someone who boasted of being a third-tier god, but as expected, Vargante was also in an abnormal state.

He too had been a victim, having lost everything after being defeated in war.

“So, does that mean they are also divided into two groups?”

Like Tindalos, the gods who followed him voluntarily, and those whose power and memories were stolen, reduced to pawns.

Looking at the situation, it was the only conclusion to draw.

Shin Do-yoon nodded at my words and, with a somewhat darkened expression, spoke again.

“With this, it’s certain that he holds a divine rank above the first tier.”

“Is it a hundred percent sure?”

“Impossible for a second-tier god. Only beings of that level could carry out such acts.”

In the end, it seemed that the worst-case scenario had been confirmed.

Shin Do-yoon let out a sigh and continued speaking.

“I guess we’ll have to move quickly. So, how was it facing a deity from the third tier directly?”

“It wasn’t much, but since my strength was taken, I don’t think it’s a fair comparison.”

“I’m talking about his final strike.”

If it was that, it was definitely worth evaluating. And the strike from Vargante, now that he had regained his sanity, had already been reproduced countless times in my head for analysis.

“I expected it, but the second tier is still dangerous.”

The gap between Tindalos and Vargante is already this significant.

Inevitably, the second-tier deity will have an even bigger gap than that between the two.

“I’ll fight if they come over, but I can’t guarantee the outcome.”

“…I see.”

The truth is, both Shin Do-yoon and I knew well that anything beyond this was just greed.

However, facing that reality now, I couldn’t help but feel a bit bitter.

“There must be a few deities on their side with that kind of power, right?”

“I don’t know. But considering they used third-tier deities as disposable pawns, it’s hard to make an optimistic guess.”

At this point, reality was clear.

The enemy hadn’t sent Tindalos and Vargante specifically to deal with us.

They simply used them as sacrifices to increase the Earth’s energy concentration because they couldn’t send anyone stronger yet.

They used beings who had reached the divine realm as mere offerings. The overwhelming confidence behind that fact made my brows furrow involuntarily.


“…How much leeway do they have to be able to do something like that?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps even now, in some other dimension, their territory is expanding, and their influence is growing.”

“Now that you mention it, it really seems like there’s no answer.”

Shin Do-yoon had said that he would strengthen the Hunters with divine power, using the vessels for deities, but that only made sense if our forces were somewhat equal.

If the enemy had overwhelming strength, in the end, all that awaited us would be a devastating defeat.

Having crossed the line between life and death multiple times and survived, I felt a strong instinct at this moment.

“…This won’t do. We need something more.”

“However, isn’t there no suitable method?”

“I’ll have to figure something out starting now.”

Excluding the Hunters who would be completed as vessels for deities and excluding Shin Do-yoon, a god of Earth, I had to find the possibility in something else.

After thinking for a while, the final conclusion was clear.

“I have to do it.”

“…What nonsense are you talking about all of a sudden?”

“Come to think of it, if we take them all out, it’ll just be me left.”

Regardless of whether it’s feasible or not, the only idea that came to mind was this. I need to become stronger than I am now.

And, inevitably, I must.

“Next time someone crosses over, you catch them.”

“As I’ve said countless times, I have other things to do.”

“I’ll remember that. Don’t contact me for a while.”

I left the place and went straight to find Cerezia, who was at home.

“Come with me for a bit.”

“Where are we going?”

“It doesn’t matter, just hurry up.”

Despite everything, Cerezia was the one who knew me best and had the knowledge to match it.

So, after bringing Cerezia with me, I took out the seal of the underworld in a secluded mountain area and created a training space.

Cerezia, who had seen this before in Thebes, tilted her head and asked me.

“Are you planning to train? But why am I here?”

“Well, they say it’s better to lift a heavy load together.”

“That’s not ‘lifting’ a load, it’s more like ‘carrying’ it, right?”

“…Are you really a local? Is that important right now?”

This was, in a word, the kind of seclusion training that people often talk about.

I imposed a restriction on myself that I wouldn’t leave this place until I found a clue for growth, no matter what happened.

Of course, Cerezia had the same restriction.

“No, why do I have to do this?”

“They say that when you’re desperate, the answers come. So, think about it with me.”

“Are you crazy? You’ve already reached that level, and answers don’t just come out that easily.”

To that, I changed my expression to a serious one and spoke carefully.

“I know that too, but if it doesn’t work, it’s all over.”

“…Is it that serious?”

Only then did Cerezia seem to realize the gravity of the situation, and she adjusted her gaze with a serious attitude.

“In the end, you’re saying we have to make it work no matter what.”

“That’s right.”

“Well, it’s not like this kind of thing hasn’t happened before.”

Cerezia gave a nostalgic look, sitting across from me, resting her chin in her hands, lost in thought.

Yes, I had been through similar agonizing moments many times before.


And every time, I found the answer in that process, which is why I’m who I am now.

‘…It’s definitely not impossible.’

Just once. If I find just one clue, it will be enough.

With that, the situation will change, and new possibilities will unfold before my eyes.

I glanced at Cerezia, who was concentrating, and then closed my eyes, sinking into countless thoughts.



 
  
    Chapter 159: Closed Training is Dangerous (2)


It’s awkward to say it myself, but my skills have already reached their peak.

Also, physical training has become meaningless.

Therefore, to find any possibility of growth, I needed to explore at least other areas.

‘Is there any room for development in my necromancy?’

Honestly, I’m not sure. After all, I’ve already walked a path no one has tread before, and even I don’t know what lies ahead.

‘…….’

At this point, I think I could understand the feelings of Gildeon I encountered recently.

He too repeatedly pondered the existence of the next level and dedicated the rest of his life to confirming it.

‘What’s certain is that just worrying about it won’t solve anything.’

And, I’ve come here not to engage in armchair discussions, but to create tangible results.

Rather than continuing with these overwhelming thoughts, it would be better to approach the situation from a more practical perspective.

“…Should I try creating a new undead?”

“Could you create a stronger being than the ones now?”

“I don’t know, I’ve never tried.”

However, it doesn’t seem like a promising solution. I would need to gather materials for that, and it would be worse than if I fought myself.

Of course, there is one method worth trying.

It would be using a being who has attained divinity as material.

“…Why are you looking at me like that all of a sudden?”

“Actually, never mind. Maybe if it were Shin Doyun, but with you, it wouldn’t work.”

In the end, that is far from a fundamental solution.

To achieve satisfactory results, I felt I would need to attempt some kind of adventure I had never even considered before.

It seems I was not the only one who reached this conclusion, as Serejia, somewhat hesitantly, began speaking to me.

“…Actually, if you think about it, isn’t there one possible outcome?”

“Outcome?”

“Honestly, it’s just an idea off the top of my head, but the simplest precedent is right in front of us.”

When she said that, I could easily figure out what she was trying to say.

“You’re talking about what we discussed back then, right?”

“Yes.”

It was the time we talked about changes to the body and soul, and what that might mean.

And the meaning of it was simple.

“If you achieve divinity, something might change.”

At the time, it didn’t resonate with me much, but now, that’s the only thing left to hold onto.

I agreed with that idea to some extent.

“But how do we do it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Ah, I’m such a fool for expecting something from you.”

It’s not that I didn’t bring it up because I didn’t know. Attaining divinity is too abstract in meaning, and the method is vague as well.

“I heard even Shin Doyun doesn’t have a solid theory.”

At first glance, his plan seemed like another case of using divinity in a different way, but when I asked him, he said that using someone else’s divinity as a material and directly achieving divinity were completely different paths.

So, right now, I’m saying we don’t have a clear method.

“But you’ve already put restrictions on yourself. Wouldn’t it be better to try something?”

“…Why are you so obsessed with that?”

“Think about the game you’re immersed in right now.”

I tilted my head at her sudden words, and Serejia continued confidently.

“When the level reaches a certain point, you change classes, and when you hit the limit, you gain power through something like liberation.”

“That’s true.”

“Just like that, this feels like the natural step for me now. In fact, for someone who has filled every vessel, there’s nothing left.”

When she said that, it did seem to make sense. Indeed, from that perspective, it’s the most fitting progression.

Some might complain about her mentioning a game in this situation, but it too comes from basic human desires.

In fact, in some ways, games and reality aren’t that different.

“Ultimately, the concept of divinity is something that definitely exists. I think the probability is higher than reaching out for an unknown possibility.”

“……”

That’s definitely a reasonable point.

So, the task from now on is to find a clue.

“If it were a game, there’d be a class change quest…”

But unfortunately, reality isn’t that kind.

Whether there are established conditions for this or if each person needs to try a different method is still unclear.

‘Should I really attain enlightenment like in a martial arts novel and ascend to the heavens?’

As I settled down and began my deep contemplation, a strange resonance suddenly spread from deep within my soul.

The source of it was inside the Book of Death.

‘Is this…..?’

Realizing the cause, I summoned the Book of Death and conjured a beautiful girl with a cloth covering her eyes.

She was none other than Gildeon’s master and the final undead he had entrusted to me before.

“Technically speaking, she’s not really undead, but…”

That doesn’t matter right now. She had awoken from a long slumber, and it was strangely at this timing.

“Who…?”

The girl, waking up, tilted her head and examined both me and Cerezia.

Then, as if nothing was supposed to be there, she began scanning around.

“If you’re his disciple, he went ahead. He left you with me.”

“…Really? What an insolent disciple.”

It seemed like she understood the situation with just a single sentence, and with a somewhat bitter smile, she formally greeted me.

“My name is Lama. I am a servant of death who has wandered the world for a long time. Did that child find the answer he was looking for?”

“…Well, he nodded contentedly and left.”

“In that case, I will gladly honor his last moments.”

After briefly expressing her condolences to Gildeon in a unique manner, Lama faced me, locking eyes and remaining perfectly still for a long time.

Her gaze felt as though she was not looking at the outside, but deep within me. I waved my hand to break her concentration.

“Such a gaze on a first meeting is a bit much.”

“I apologize. I was quite startled. Now, I think I understand why he entrusted me to you.”

“……”


Gildeon had said that he couldn’t fulfill a promise he made to her, and that naturally, I would be the one to carry it out.

It was still unclear to me, but seeing Lama’s reaction, it seemed there was some unspoken understanding between them as teacher and student.

“Curious, aren’t you?”

“What about?”

“From your perspective, how did you see that child’s necromancy? Was it terribly lacking? Or perhaps not up to your expectations?”

“…No, it was quite good.”

At that response, Lama trembled as if moved, and a smile spread across her face.

“I thank you. There’s no greater joy for both that child and me than hearing that.”

“…Well, even if you praise me like that, nothing’s going to come of it.”

Despite it being our first meeting, she seemed to highly evaluate me.

It was true, but her reaction was almost embarrassing.

When I asked the reason, Lama turned her head again and answered me.

“It’s no wonder. After all, I’ve finally been able to achieve a long-sought goal.”

“A goal? What kind of goal?”

“To find the king.”

She began explaining in more detail.

“My clan, long ago, served as close aides to the King of the Underworld.”

“……”

“But in truth, it has become a meaningless story now. I, being the last of that generation, don’t even have any memory of the king’s appearance.”

I had never heard of her clan’s story either. It was a tale from a very distant past.

“The king, as it is told, chose death long ago and vacated the throne. We wandered the world in search of a new king, passing this duty down to the next generations.”

…I think I get the gist of it now.”

Gildeon had said that when he reached the Underworld, the king mentioned in old stories did not exist.

That meant the throne was still empty.

“Yes. We couldn’t find him. No matter how much we searched, there was no one.”

As generations passed, the result never changed, and eventually, Lama’s clan grew exhausted and gave up everything.


“Humans sitting on the Underworld throne and ruling the afterlife?

It was an absurd idea from the beginning, and eventually, everyone left.

By my generation, we couldn’t even tell what was true or false about our ancestors’ words because so much time had passed.”

Her clan lost its lineage, and in the end, Lama was the only one left.

Hiding her bitterness in a worn-out cloth, her eyes, as clear as the sky, were fixed on me.



 
  
    Chapter 160: Closed Training is Dangerous (3)


After everyone left, Lama is said to have quietly set out alone on the road.

“At that time, I thought to myself, ‘What if I became the king of the underworld instead?'”

“…Does anyone normally think like that?”

Hearing that, I was sure of it. This guy was definitely not normal.

His way of thinking was on a completely different level from an ordinary person. It was exactly the kind of idea one would expect from Gildeon’s master, who had taken the hero of a founding myth from his grave and turned him into his undead.

“At first, it might have been just a childish whim. But, unexpectedly, I had a talent for it, and I eventually reached an absurdly high level as a necromancer.”

If he hadn’t had that level of skill, he wouldn’t have been able to train a necromancer as exceptional as Gildeon.

Nodding, I listened as Lama continued.

“But because of that, I realized something. I couldn’t fill the vacancy of a king.”

“Because you’re lacking talent?”

“That’s part of it, but fundamentally, I wasn’t suited to that role.”

This was similar to something I had heard from Shin Do-yoon before.

He had said that the person fit for a plan wasn’t simply someone strong.

“After that, I just wandered the world looking for someone with the right talents. Having already reached a high level, I was freed from aging, and even though years passed, I never stopped moving.”

That must be when he found Gildeon.

“That child had more of the qualities of a king than anyone I had ever seen. If he had a bit more time and the right circumstances, perhaps he could have sat on the throne.”

But Gildeon had already died, leaving behind only regrets and returned to the earth.

And then, he entrusted Lama to me.

“Perhaps that child also intuitively realized it. That you were the one I had been looking for.”

“…”

“Come with me to the underworld of planet Thebes, sit on the throne, become the true king of the underworld, protect the planet, and restore order.”

In other words, Lama had judged me as a worthy candidate to become the ruler of the underworld.

If I became the king of the underworld as she said, I might even break through the limits of the throne and obtain god-like power.

“But Thebes is already destroyed.”

“What?”

“The high-ranking gods attacked, and they stripped the land of everything.”

Cerezia, who had been standing next to me, nodded sorrowfully at my words.

Now, the planet’s protection or restoring order meant nothing. The planet had been taken away in its entirety.

“That… can’t be…”

Lama seemed shocked, frozen for a while without saying anything.

She had spent her whole life wandering, trying to correct the planet’s laws, only for that purpose to disappear overnight. It was understandable why she was so shaken.

Whoooosh.

Crack!

Whoooosh.

Bzzzzt!

“I-I really can’t. I can’t open the portal to the underworld. What in the world happened while I was asleep…?”

“Of course it can’t. This isn’t Thebes; it’s a different planet.”

It was truly a sad situation, but at least all my questions were finally answered.

Apparently, a god that existed on Earth wasn’t found on Thebes; that position had been vacant from the start.

“I’m a god too, you know.”

“You casually say that? After getting everything stolen from you in my house…?”

I shot a glare at Cerezia, filled with annoyance, but Lama responded to that conversation.

“Are you saying you’re the god of Thebes? That can’t be true.”

“…If you put it that way, I feel kind of pathetic.”

“That’s not what I meant. The god of Thebes has always been the king of the underworld. No other gods can exist there.”

At that, Cerezia tilted her head. Now that she thought about it, it seemed like she had heard something similar from Shin Do-yoon.

“Did he say something about feeling uncomfortable with the idea of a demigod?”

“…”

He had definitely said that.

It didn’t make sense for a god, who should be complete, to take on an incomplete form.

“So, does that mean I’m not a god at all?”

With her confidence shattered, Cerezia stared gloomily at her own hair.

I had heard before that Cerezia didn’t remember her birth. She had just always existed as a demigod on Thebes, or something like that.

When I conveyed this, Lama seemed to understand and muttered something under her breath.

“I think I understand. You are a substitute.”

“A substitute, you say?”

“Because the god who should oversee the planet has been absent for too long, a temporary substitute must have been selected.”

Hearing those words, Cerezia thought deeply and then replied.

“…That might be the case. The memory given to me was just a vague instinct that I needed to regulate the planet’s balance.”

That’s why Cerezia created the role of a regulator and, together with them, had continuously protected Thebes.

…So, what changes, then?”

“Yes. It changes. Although it’s a substitute, she possesses the proper authority.”

In other words, by transferring that to me, a change in governance through a different method would be possible.

“However, it’s still highly likely that it’s an incomplete form. It might be better to return to Thebes and perform the ceremony…”

“I don’t think that’s possible. We can’t exactly create a dimensional transfer device here.”

It wouldn’t be impossible if we borrowed the power of Shin Do-yoon, but doing so would require both materials and time to return from the other side.

We didn’t have that kind of time right now.

“I can’t think of any other ways.”

“…Then it’s over.”

In the end, with hope gone, we just sat in silence, wrapped in the curtain.

Even after thinking of other methods, in the end, there was nothing feasible.

“Why did we place so many restrictions…?”

“Shut up. It’s over if we don’t get results.”

According to the restrictions already imposed, unless we find a clue to growth, we can’t leave here.

If I forcibly break that, I would lose a significant amount of strength in return. Naturally, I couldn’t do that.

Huuung.

Not having any other ideas, I took out the seal of the underworld and gently rubbed it with one hand.

Then, I opened and closed the gate to the underworld, training in the release of power.

However, Lama, who had been watching, tilted her head and suddenly jumped up from her seat.


“…How did you do that?”

“What?”

“The gate to the underworld. You shouldn’t be able to open it right now.”

Lama said. The underworld, as described by the people of Thebes, was literally the residence of the god overseeing the planet, and naturally, it was a space connected to Thebes.

“Therefore, even if you use the power of the seal itself on another planet like Earth, opening the gate to the underworld is impossible.”

“…But it opened just fine.”

“At least, it’s not the usual case.”

Honestly, I didn’t quite understand what Lama was saying.

What she meant was that the underworld of Thebes wasn’t the final resting place for the souls of the dead, but more like the god’s home, right?

But there were also Charon, the ferryman of the underworld, and Cerberus, the guardian of hell.

‘Then that’s the underworld.’

But soon, I realized something strange within it.

‘No, is it strange that they’re even there in the first place?’

Honestly, I had thought about it before.

Why do Charon and Cerberus, who I grew up hearing about in Earth’s mythology, also exist in Thebes?

I used to think that since all underworlds are essentially the same, that was why they existed there too, but now it seemed I was wrong.

“You refer to them that way. They are the gatekeepers who guard the god’s dwelling and the will of the planet. Their abilities and forms are said to change constantly according to the king’s will.”

In other words, my understanding of the underworld made them appear that way as well.

“Looking at the situation, it seems that a direct link to the underworld has already been established to some extent.”

“…Then…”

“Yes. It seems possible. If I use the power of the family I carry as a retainer, I should be able to move to the underworld.”

In the end, the solution was found.

Without hesitation, Lama nodded and began chanting in front of the gate to the underworld I had opened.

Soon, the mist that had been beyond the gate began to reveal a scene, and I could slowly feel the connection between both spaces.

Huuung.

Tsk tsk tsk.

We slowly made our way toward the newly formed passage.


Srrr.

“…I feel an overwhelming chill.”

“Given the place, it’s unavoidable. But for you, as the substitute, it shouldn’t be a major problem.”

Despite the many twists and turns, we finally reached the underworld of planet Thebes.

And what appeared before me was, in truth, an enormous throne.



 
  
    Chapter 161: Closed Training is Dangerous (4)


“Is this the throne?”

It certainly feels different.

I can’t explain it well, but fundamentally, that’s the sensation.

It felt like I had finally returned to the place I was meant to be.

Like a puzzle piece that fits perfectly, the scene before me brought a strange sense of fulfillment.

“So, what do we do now?”

“We need to proceed with the ceremony for the succession. However, this is my first time attempting this as well, so I cannot guarantee what will happen next.”

Hearing that, I suddenly began to feel a bit uncertain.

It seemed that Cerezia felt the same way, as she asked with a somewhat anxious tone.

“You said I have to participate in the ceremony too. What will happen to me?”

“I don’t know. It’s such a unique case that no one can give a clear answer.”

“Everything I can see points to a scenario where I do my duty and then die…”

Cerezia shivered, taking a few steps back from the throne.

I wanted to ease her worries, but honestly, I couldn’t deny that there was some truth to her concern.

“Isn’t that how it goes for a king?”

“…Could I just not do it?”

As Cerezia’s gaze started to waver, I quietly spoke.

“If you don’t want to, then don’t do it.”

“What?”

“Your life is on the line, but from here on, it’s your choice.”

I repay both favors and grudges well.

And, thinking about it, Cerezia owed me more than she harmed me.

Because of that, forcing her wasn’t something I felt inclined to do.

Cerezia looked at me strangely, trembling in fear.

“You’re not someone who would say something like that…”

“Ugh, fine. Then just be a sacrifice or something. We don’t have time, so hurry up and decide.”

Cerezia stiffened her expression and began to think seriously.

She had the duty to protect Teve with her life, but that no longer had meaning.

In other words, from here on out, it was a moment where she truly had to make her own decision.

After a brief pause, Cerezia nodded and stepped forward.

“I’ll do it. I can’t back out now after coming this far.”

With that, everyone made up their minds.

We gathered before the throne and soon followed Lama’s instructions.

“Then, let’s begin the ceremony.”

It was very high-level, but honestly, it wasn’t as complicated as I expected.

As Lama said, the ceremony was simply pressing the start button for the succession. In the end, everything depended on me as the main subject.

“…It’s coming. Don’t resist, just comply.”

With that, I slowly sat on the throne and fell into the space of unconsciousness.

“What is this place?”

When I opened my eyes, I found myself in a desolate wasteland with not a single blade of grass.

The wind blew sand everywhere, and all I could see was the yellowed earth in the vast expanse.

I was the only one present. I immediately realized this wasn’t reality.

‘So, this is how it is.’

This was probably some sort of process or trial.

Once I finished everything I had to do in this space and left, I would break the vessel, gain divinity, and become the true king of the Underworld.

I softly drew a circle and surveyed the area before coming to a conclusion.

‘This is not a problem with a fixed answer.’

I had to create the answer here and bring it to life. That instinct slowly dug into my mind.

“Sigh, there’s no easy way to go until the end.”

I sat down on the ground, beginning to think about what I could do to create the answer.

But it didn’t take long for me to come to a conclusion.

“No, how the hell would I know that?”

No matter how much I thought about it, I didn’t know. Lama hadn’t given me any hints about this situation either.

So, in the end, I had no choice but to try everything I could.

‘It’s an empty space.’

There must be some meaning to this setup. So, filling this place with something was one way to go about it.

I subtly invoked necromancy and summoned a basic undead, a skeleton, from the ground.

Fsshhh.

But for some reason, even though I completed the spell perfectly, there was no response.

It had been a long time since I experienced a failed summoning, and only then did I truly realize the significance of this space.

“…I see, I shouldn’t be doing things the same way as before, huh?”

It’s true.

Normally, wouldn’t a god carefully craft a spell, gather energy, and recite a complicated incantation?

No. At least, the ones I had met so far didn’t do that.

Through divine power, they wielded their abilities freely, effortlessly causing inexplicable phenomena that couldn’t be explained logically.

In other words, from this moment on, I needed to handle power like they did.

I recalled the experiences from that time, and then, softly, I spoke.

“Rise.”

Whooooosh.

Thud!

Bam!

I didn’t use necromantic energy (death energy).

Also, I neither devised a formula nor completed it to unfold it.

I simply uttered a word, filled with my will.

But that was enough.

In an instant, thousands of skeletons lined up in front of me, all kneeling and bowing their heads.

Boom.

Creak.

Creeeak.


I felt an intense sense of fulfillment from that sight.

It almost made me chuckle as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“I wonder what I said.”

Now, I could understand.

At this moment, right here, the things I was building up would soon become my divinity.

The values and will I had pursued up until now.

All of that would fill this vast wilderness and become my origin and symbol.

There were many choices.

I could summon hundreds of thousands of undead to fill this place with my army, or I could even summon the entire underworld.

However, after much thought, I sent back all the soldiers I had summoned so far, returning them to the earth, and summoned only one undead.

Whoooosh.

Fwhoooosh!

Creeeak.

Creak.

It was a very shabby and pitiful skeleton.

The blade, which looked like it had missing teeth, was scratched here and there, and its frame was frail, even its posture was slouched.

There was nothing special about it, and it was filled with flaws, making it seem all the more inadequate.

But that one weakling gave me so much strength and courage back then, I couldn’t even begin to explain.

“Back then, and even now, you’re enough.”

At those words, the skeleton clattered its teeth joyfully.

Whether the skeleton had memories or emotions, I don’t know, but if it did, it would likely be filled with deep emotions now.

That weakling, now, has grown this big.

I reminisced about the passage of time and gently waved one hand across.

Then, my vision changed, and I saw myself sitting on the throne.

Whoooosh.

Ch-ch-ch-ch-ch.

“…Congratulations on the king’s return.”

The vessel lost its form.

And in that empty space, something else filled it completely.

Personally, it just felt like I had taken off a heavy cloak, but at least one thing was certain.

‘Refreshing.’

I had become stronger.

Stronger than I could ever compare to the old me.

Right now, I felt like I could tear apart someone like Tindalos with a truckload of them.

“Is this what they call omnipotence?”

With a flick of my finger, the space surrounded by mist trembled, and a powerful wave surged.

The deep blue mist spread in all directions, and purple waves flowed between them.

Even if this place was simply a god’s dwelling, it undoubtedly resembled the realm of the dead.

“Now it’s starting to look acceptable.”

With a satisfied smile, I rose from the throne and opened the door leading back to Earth.

“How much time has passed?”

“Just over a day.”

I had a rough idea.

After all, Thebes had been the same, and there was this feeling that time in the wilderness flowed differently than outside.

“I must hurry.”

So, we entered the door, and with the perfect achievement I had made, the training space I created disappeared immediately.

…Well, now, it’s possible to just erase it if I wanted to.

When we finally came outside, waiting for us was a rather surprised-looking Shin Do-yoon.

“…You’ve done an absurd thing.”

“Why? Is there a problem?”

“No, you did well. However, this will cause things to change drastically.”

That was something I had anticipated too.

Having gained an unexpected power, the energy concentration on Earth had naturally increased significantly.

This meant that now, the enemies no longer needed to hold back.


“I’ll advance the entire plan. Are you prepared?”

“That was never needed from the start.”

“Good. You’re reliable.”

With that, Shin Do-yoon, with a firm resolve, vanished immediately.

Perhaps, the decisive battle that would determine the future of all this was now just around the corner.



 
  
    Chapter 162: The final battle is dangerous (1)


We followed the departed Shin Doyun, assisting with his final task while discussing the upcoming decisive battle.

“This won’t be easy.”

During the ritual in the underworld, I came to a single, undeniable conclusion.

“If we want to kill him, we need to understand him.”

I don’t mean to boast, but my current immortality is truly extraordinary.

Even if a swarm of third-rank gods were to attack me, they wouldn’t be able to leave so much as a scratch.

That meant that the so-called first-rank deity would undoubtedly be just as formidable.

At the very least, it was clear that an ordinary method wouldn’t be enough to kill him.

“…I understand what you’re saying. But it’s easier said than done.”

There were no clues, and we had no way of making contact with the enemy.

We were at a severe disadvantage, but there was one small consolation.

“We can decide when the final battle takes place?”

“Yes. Right now, Earth is approaching a critical threshold. The moment we take one more step forward, all the conditions will be met.”

In other words, the moment Shin Doyun’s plan granted immense power to the hunters, the final battle would begin.

“This place will turn into a battlefield in an instant. If we don’t settle things quickly, there will be no future for Earth.”

“…As if things weren’t hard enough already, now we have even more to worry about.”

But there was no other choice. This was the reality before us.

Amidst the heavy atmosphere, a somber voice echoed in my mind.

[Master, you can never defeat him.]

“What?”

After processing the meaning of those words, I immediately turned to the speaker—Gordon—and snapped at him.

“What the hell are you saying all of a sudden? We’re already busy enough without you dragging us down.”

[That’s not it. It’s just… I know him very well.]

The implication was clear.

As I summoned Gordon from the pendant, all eyes instantly focused on him.

“You…”

“Yes, that’s right. My memories have returned. It was probably influenced by the fact that you’ve acquired divinity, Master.”

As everyone waited impatiently, Gordon finally began to speak in a hushed voice.

“He is one of the nine deities of the first rank—the oldest among them. And the domain he governs… is death itself.”

Then, turning to me with a look of deep regret, Gordon added one more statement.

“Master, as long as you have lived as an apostle of death, you can never defeat him.”

It was a shocking declaration.

At his words, Shin Doyun’s expression hardened, and both Serezia and Rama flinched.

“If what you’re saying is true, then the outcome is already decided. But how do you know this?”

That was something that needed to be addressed.

Gordon hesitated for a moment before finally speaking in a quiet voice.

“I was once his companion.”

“That means…”

“It means that I, too, once possessed divinity.”

As I had suspected, Gordon was no ordinary lich. His true identity was only now coming to light.

“But as his actions became increasingly extreme, I eventually parted ways with him. After my defeat, he stripped me of my divinity, leaving me in this form.”

He could have killed me, but instead, as a form of mockery—or perhaps punishment—he merely took my body and memories, sealing me within a dungeon.

“Maybe he wanted to ridicule me. Or maybe he wanted me to witness firsthand what was to come.”

Either way, that was how Gordon ended up on Earth as an invader, eventually meeting me and becoming my subordinate.

“He is absolute. This isn’t just a matter of strength—his very existence is on a completely different level. As far as I can see, there is no one on Earth who can stand against him.”

“……”

The grave expression on Gordon’s face made it clear that he was speaking the absolute truth.

“I’m not telling you to give up. I fought him even knowing this. But… I felt it was something you needed to hear.”

The fact that he had kept this to himself until now was proof of how much he had agonized over it.

However, after hearing all of that, I simply dismissed it with a single remark.

“It doesn’t really matter.”

“…..”

“It’s not like I didn’t know they were a formidable opponent. Rather, now that I know their true identity, I actually feel relieved.”

At this very moment, I could even sense an eerie sense of fate.

Memories of everything that had happened since I first chose the path of a necromancer up to this point started to unfold in my mind.

And now, my final opponent turned out to be a god who governs death—what an oddly consistent life I’ve led.

“I am a little curious, though.”

“About what?”

“Every single thing that’s talked about death in front of me so far has been crushed and left crawling on the ground. I wonder if that bastard will be able to escape that fate.”

My unwavering attitude seemed to loosen even Shin Doyun’s previously stiff expression.

Then, he gave a small nod.

“We don’t have any other options anyway. Hesitating needlessly will only harm us.”

He was right.

At this point, there was no choice but to go through with it, no matter what the outcome.

Finally, as if he had made up his mind, Shin Doyun addressed everyone.

“As of this morning, all the candidates have been chosen. Tomorrow, once we finalize the plan, we’ll summon them and face the decisive battle.”

“Alright. No need to drag this out.”

The decision was made.

Tomorrow, the final battle would take place.

And with it, the future would be decided.

‘……’

Returning home, I spent the rest of the day taking care of everything I could in preparation.

As I busied myself, Seoha spoke to me in a subdued voice.

“…It doesn’t feel real.”

“Yeah, me neither.”

“Are you really going to be okay?”

She tried to hide it, but I could sense the immense worry in her words.

However, she didn’t try to stop me. She fully understood that if we couldn’t win this fight, there would be no future.

I nodded and replied nonchalantly.


“I’m going to win. No matter what.”

“You sound so confident that it actually makes me doubt you.”

“Have you ever seen me lose?”

Of course not.

Ever since I awakened on Earth, I had never lost a single battle while regaining my original strength.

But at the same time, that meant that even I couldn’t be certain of victory against this opponent.

‘If I’m being generous, maybe a 20% chance…?’

That was my honest assessment after realizing my enemy’s true identity.

My chances of defeating them were, at best, a mere fraction.

However, after listening to Gordon’s words, I realized there was a possibility I hadn’t considered.

‘I never thought this would turn out to be useful in this way…’

If my prediction was correct, then perhaps—just perhaps—this fight was more winnable than I had initially thought.

Recalling what had happened in the underworld, I organized my thoughts and resumed my preparations.

Seoha, watching me, simply smiled as if she had already given up on trying to stop me.

#

The next day, after completing my preparations, I led everyone to Shin Doyun’s headquarters.

Seoha, Song Ha-yeon, Henesia, and Astride had already been briefed on everything.

Every single person present was fully prepared to stake their lives, knowing that today would determine the future of Earth.

“And so, the chosen five for this mission are these individuals.”

Shin Doyun gestured toward five hunters.

Julian Czenviltz from Germany, a key member of the Seven Stars.

Beatrice, the Empress of Italy.

Helena, a necromancer who had risen to the highest rank even in the hunter-stronghold of Britain.

My younger sister, Baek Seoha, an S-rank hunter from Korea.

And finally, my first disciple, Song Ha-yeon.

Hearing her name called, Song Ha-yeon blinked in surprise and asked hesitantly.

“Me? Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“Uh… Is this some kind of special recruitment for rural candidates or something?”

“…..”

It seemed like she was wondering if she had been chosen just because of her close ties to me.

Shin Doyun replied calmly.

“That’s not entirely incorrect. Being around Baek Eun-ha, you’ve all naturally been influenced and have grown significantly in ways you may not have even realized.”

However—

“At the end of the day, what matters most is your own potential. Even without Baek Eun-ha, the result wouldn’t have changed.”

“I see…”

Meanwhile, Seoha, having heard her name, stole a glance at me before speaking in a quiet voice.

“…You’re not going to stop me?”

“What’s the point? Nowhere on Earth is safe anymore. It’s better to have strength.”

In fact, being by my side was probably the safest option.

Besides, I had already decided that I would respect Seoha’s choice as much as possible.

“Just do whatever you want.”

“…Okay. Thanks.”


And so, everyone steeled their resolve.

Then, Shin Doyun retrieved a seed—one that had been used to extract and contain divinity—and held it out before us.

“Now, let’s move on to the final phase of the plan.”

At last, the point of no return had arrived.

The ultimate battle was about to begin.



 
  
    Chapter 163: The final battle is dangerous (2)


Shin Doyun placed the Seed of Divinity upon the prepared altar.

The chosen candidates also took their designated positions, ready to accept the power.

“…I’ve heard all the explanations, but it still doesn’t feel real,” muttered Julian, glancing at Shin Doyun.

No doubt, the other candidates felt the same way.

“I apologize for not telling you in advance. But I had no choice.

If I revealed the truth, the test would have lost its meaning.”

It wasn’t that they were dissatisfied—just unsettled.

Understanding this, the candidates nodded, steeling themselves.

“No matter what happens, this final battle is in our hands.”

“There’s no other option.”

With that, Shin Doyun turned his head toward me as the ritual began.

“You know what comes next. The moment the ritual ends, the invasion begins.”

“I’m already prepared. Let them come.”

“…”

“…Alright, I’m counting on you.”

There was something different in that one phrase—an emotion unlike before.

As if saying farewell.

For a moment, I turned my gaze to his back.

Then, in a detached voice, Shin Doyun announced the final step of the plan.

“By using the Seed of Divinity… and myself as the material, the system will finally be complete.”

“…What? What do you mean—”

“All of this was arranged for this moment.”

No one present failed to understand the meaning of those words.

Expressions of shock filled the room as all eyes turned to Shin Doyun.

He let out a small chuckle and gave his final farewell.

“It’s easier not knowing the outcome.”

“Wait—!”

Song Ha-yeon tried to stop him, but the ritual had already begun.

Shin Doyun’s body began to dissolve into particles of light.

Before he fully vanished, his gaze shifted to Cerezia, standing in the corner.

“The next god of Earth… is you.”

“…What?”

“You’re the only veteran. The others… I wouldn’t trust them with this.”

He glanced at me as he said that, his demeanor completely unfazed—as if he wasn’t facing death, but simply setting off on a long-awaited journey.

“I’m sorry to leave such a heavy burden on you. But you’ll have to forgive me.
I’ve done more than my fair share of work—it’s time for a break.”

I, too, responded with a composed farewell.

“When this is all over… shall I light a lantern for you?”

“…Do as you wish. Not like I’ll be around to see it.”

“Then I’ll make it blue.”

That was enough.

As long as he left knowing we would win, that was enough.

After a long silence, Shin Doyun finally parted his lips with a resigned smile.

“I prefer silver-gray.”

“…Picky taste.”

And with that, Shin Doyun vanished completely, his energy transferring entirely to the five Hunters.

“Hngh…!”

“Ugh…!”

The power was overwhelming for mere humans.

Normally, their bodies and souls would have shattered from the strain.

But the system Shin Doyun had built over many years—along with his sacrifice—was suppressing the recoil.

When the transfer was complete, the Hunters stepped down from the altar, examining their bodies with dazed expressions.

“It’s not just a feeling of being stronger…”

“…It’s like we can do anything now.”

That was the perfect description.

The first to demonstrate this newfound power was Julian Czenviltz.

Whoosh—

Shrrrk!

“…Whoa, this is…”

“Assist me. The opponent coming next will be too much for me alone.”

He had noticed it before—a spirit that always followed Julian.

Now, with a simple gesture, Julian granted it a physical form.

He clenched his fist, eyes filled with determination.

As everyone nodded at the ritual’s success—

Suddenly, as if waiting for this very moment, waves of energy surged in from all directions.

It was clear what they were.

“…Dungeons are forming.”

“That means they’re coming.”

At last, they would face the true masterminds behind the dungeon crisis.

There was no way they weren’t nervous.

Before the determined hunters, I stepped forward and waved my hand.

“What are you doing? The enemies are piling up like mountains, and you’re going to fight so politely?”

With every sweep of my hand, intense spatial ripples surged, and the dungeons that had been forming began to shrink.

“…What did you just do?”

Song Ha-yeon, startled by the technique—something she couldn’t even begin to imitate despite gaining power—asked in shock.

The answer was simple.

“They climbed up using a foothold, so, obviously, I just knocked them off.”

They would likely be trapped in the dimensional rift, unable to do anything, wandering aimlessly for a long time.

Since I could decide when the enemies would arrive, it was a viable trick.

Whoooosh!


Crack!

Boom!

I tirelessly hurled the dungeons that had appeared in Korea and its neighboring countries into the dimensional rift.

Yet, even so, more and more portals continued to form—until finally, that gate opened.

And from there, an overwhelming army surged forward.

“They’re coming in hordes. What about the others?”

“All nations are currently mobilizing their maximum military strength for defense. However…”

“They won’t be able to hold out.”

As Julian pointed out, aside from a few exceptions, each of the invaders was an existence beyond comparison.

But to protect Earth, everyone had to fight.

And across the world, there were still warriors capable of handling at least the lower-ranked enemies.

“Don’t get distracted. If we don’t take down the leadership, it’s over anyway.”

Then, they finally began to reveal themselves.

Something fundamentally different from anything that had appeared before.

‘…They’re strong.’

I only caught a glimpse of their presence, yet that alone told me they had transcended into a completely different realm of power.

‘Excluding that one… there are six standouts.’

Aside from them, the hunters who had completed the system should still be able to handle the rest.

With that, I floated the Book of Death into the air and poured divine power into it until it brimmed.

Then, without warning, I unleashed it.

“Erase them all.”

Whoooosh!

Boom!

A deafening explosion rang out, and an innumerable horde of undead burst forth, spreading in all directions.

With this much force, the other hunters should be able to hold back the enemy troops.

Now, my only concern was the monster standing before me.

“Pick opponents you can actually win against.”

“That’s….”

“No, seriously, it’s just more efficient. Why waste time fighting someone you can’t beat?”

Leaving those words behind, I was the first to break away, heading toward where the God of Death was presumed to be.

Perhaps aware of our approach, the dungeon where he hid lay at the edge of Korea, near the western coast.

Reaching the skies above in an instant, I sent a single cursed spear as a greeting and spoke my final words.

“You plan to keep hiding like a turtle?”

(I was waiting for you, follower of Death.)

As the gate opened, seven figures emerged, led by a man at the forefront.

They were the ones I had sensed earlier—beings on a completely different level.

There was no doubt that these were the deities leading the entire army.

‘…The three in the center are all First-Class Gods.’

In the end, Shin Doyun’s worst-case prediction had come true.

The enemy had First-Class Gods. And not just one.

Yet, strangely, a rush of excitement filled my chest.

‘Right now, I’m stronger.’

It wasn’t arrogance—it was certainty.

Even before acquiring divinity, I had enough strength to face Second-Class Gods.

And now, having broken free from my vessel in the underworld of Thebes, I was reaching beyond the realm of the First-Class.

I wasn’t the only one who noticed it.

Several of the gods accompanying the man faltered in unease.

“Great God of Death, who is this…?”

“He is not to be underestimated. We will stay and handle him. My lord, you must fulfill your purpose.”

Yet, despite his subordinates’ concerns, the black-haired man lifted his unseen face and gave a calm command.

(No need. Leave.)

“…As you command.”

And so, his subordinates dispersed, leaving only the two of us standing within visible range.

Even though I was only a single step away from striking distance, I couldn’t gauge his full strength.

A clear sign that he possessed power beyond even my current self.

(You seem rather composed. Are you not afraid?)

“What’s there to be afraid of? It’s not like I’ve only ever fought weaklings.”

Not something to brag about, but back when I could barely command a single Death Knight, I had taken on a thousand-year-old Lich.

So now, having conquered an entire world and gained divinity, there was no reason to back down—even if my opponent was an unfathomable transcendent.

(Ignorance is sometimes the greatest form of courage. Even if fleeting, it allows one to deceive themselves.)


Hearing those grandiose words right to my face, I had only one thought.

“God, I’ve heard that too many times. It’s getting old.”

In the end, nothing had changed.

He was stronger than me and had no doubt he would win.

And breaking such beings—that had always been my specialty.



 
  
    Chapter 164: The final battle is dangerous (3)


As I stretched out my arm, the deep blue mist filled the surroundings.

The sky and the sun were obscured, hidden from view, and from within the mist, the hands of the dead reached out, aiming at their target.

“No need to drag this out when we’re both busy, right?”

As I shifted into an unmistakable stance of attack, my opponent turned their unseen face toward me and spoke in a low voice.

[My name is Morus. I am the one who governs the end of all life.]

In simple terms, that meant from this moment forward, they acknowledged me as an enemy.

Whoosh!

Shatter!

Yet, despite doing nothing, the spectral hands formed of deathly energy and divine power crumbled into dust, as if corroded away.

‘This isn’t the result of a clashing force… I’ve never seen anything like this before.’

A phenomenon beyond anything I had encountered in my lifetime—it meant Morus’ power had reached unfathomable heights.

“Judgment of Death. Seal of Magdala. Ring of the Warrior.”

There was no need to test the waters with such an opponent. From the very start, I used my strongest abilities to suppress Morus.

And yet, even as they absorbed everything I threw at them, Morus showed no signs of pain or damage.

‘What the hell…?’

It felt like staring into a bottomless abyss—an infinite depth with no end, a place where anything that fell in could never escape.

My attacks felt like pouring water into a broken jar, utterly futile.

[Is this all you’ve got?]

Morus’ divine presence was so overwhelming that I couldn’t even argue against their words.

It was a mere instinctual realization—but for the first time in a long while, I felt that I could not win.

“You’re not even using your hands. Why don’t you try something?”

Continuing this offensive wasn’t a good idea.

With that judgment, I provoked Morus, trying to gauge their power.

And the very next moment—

Rumble…!

“…Tch.”

I only felt like the world was shaking.

Around my trembling body, distorted by the rippling waves of power, several black spheres began to form.

Then, those spheres rapidly expanded, completely engulfing me.

Whoosh!

Fwoosh!

‘…What the hell is this now?’

I couldn’t comprehend what was happening.

The way Morus wielded power was fundamentally different from others.

As if a three-dimensional being had intruded upon a world of two dimensions, their methods defied all logic.

I felt my thoughts slow down, realizing too late that all sensation in my body had vanished.

I couldn’t tell where my eyes were, where my arms were, or even if I was still breathing.

It was as though I had entered a space where the very concept of death had been given form.

[If escape is impossible, it may be better to simply forget everything.]

That voice echoed in my ears before dissolving into nothingness, as if it had been an illusion.

And within that space, I calmly gathered my scattered thoughts.

‘I can’t even begin to grasp this.’

There was no clear way to defeat Morus.

Indeed, Morus was the closest existence to a god that I had ever encountered.

Transcendent power, an insurmountable distance.

But even so—

“This isn’t entirely one-sided, huh?”

The moment I spoke, my sense of touch returned.

Taking my time to observe, I finally started grasping the nature of Morus’ power.

They were on an unimaginably high level—but not untouchable.

Even against them, I had a chance of winning.

“Hans. Come out.”

Slide.

Fwoosh!

With a surge of immense power, I shattered the black spheres and took in the fresh air of the outside world.

Cool and refreshing.

My thoughts felt clearer, as if everything had come into focus.

Facing Hans, who had emerged from the realm of the dead, I spoke in a quiet voice.

“I’m counting on you.”

“…That’s an unusual choice of words, coming from you.”

Hans wasn’t wrong. I had never used such words with him before.

But this time, I had to say it.

Hans seemed to understand instantly, letting out a dry chuckle.

“Well, I don’t hate hearing it. Is it finally time to fulfill that promise?”

“…..”

“I don’t think I need to hear an answer.”

Awakening the heart I had once given him, Hans summoned his loyal steed.

At the same time, I turned my gaze toward Morus, who watched me with interest.

[…I didn’t think you would escape.]

“Oh? Is that so?”

(Have you already surpassed that level? Very well. You have earned the right to leave your mark in my memory.)

As if expecting me to state my name, Morus waited.

I smirked and answered.

“Introduce yourself after you’ve proven yourself worthy.”

At that moment, a powerful force erupted, pulling Morus’ body toward a massive gate—the very gate through which Morus and his subordinates had appeared.

[…What trickery is this?]

“A fair fight is only right. If you want my name, come out of there first.”

Hihihihihing!

As I turned away, Hans charged into the gate, his steed’s hooves pounding the ground.


“These have been rather interesting days.”

“…..”

“Glory to my lord, without end.”

Though a trace of regret remained, I didn’t look back.

I had kept my past promise to him—to decide his place of death.

Now, it was time to keep my promise to Shin Doyun.

‘First, I’ll wipe out every last one of them.’

And so, the die was cast.

#

[That was an incomprehensible choice.]

“Was it?”

The dungeon was desolate, as if it had existed solely as a passageway for dimensional travel.

There was nothing inside.

And there, two figures stood facing each other.

[You may be a peculiar existence, but—]

With a slight nod from Morus, Hans’ entire body crumbled into dust.

That was the stark difference in their power.

It had taken only three seconds.

And with Morus’ abilities, reopening the dungeon’s gate would be trivial.

Yet, the moment they moved their fingers, Morus realized—something was wrong.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

[…So there was a valid reason for this.]

It wasn’t a simple matter of regeneration or resurrection.

Morus had, without a doubt, completely killed Hans.

Boom.

Rumble…!

As Hans reappeared, he struck the ground with his spear.

A massive fortress began to rise from the barren wasteland.

Dilapidated, nearly in ruins—yet, radiating an inexplicable force.

“Welcome to my first master’s fortress.”

[……]

“I am Hans, the Zombie Dullahan and a proud knight. From now on, you cannot leave this place until you kill me.”

Thus, the battle began.

For eight full minutes, Hans died countless times.

Slash!

Crack…!

Crunch!

[…What a persistent wretch.]

“That’s just how I was raised.”

There was an undeniable gap between them.

Hans was strong—but he could not even touch Morus.

He was slaughtered, over and over again.

And yet, paradoxically, Hans did not die.

Having reclaimed his heart and steed, he had gained full control over his power.

Through the endless cycle of death and resurrection, Morus finally understood.

[I see. Your body is not what connects you to life—it is your unyielding will.]

That was Hans’ sole power.

As long as his will remained unbroken, he would never die.

This was why Baek Eun-ha had lost to him in the past.

And after a second battle, had barely managed to persuade him into a contract.

Hans recalled those memories with a faint smile.

“I was foolish, unable to see it then. I was the only one who couldn’t accept my lord’s end.”

His master had accepted their fate with grace.

It was Hans alone who had refused to let go.

And until he repaid that debt—

“I will not close my eyes.”

As Morus swung his arm, a space resembling a black hole emerged, sucking Hans in.

From within, dark claws shot out and ensnared Hans.

‘This is…’

It was similar to the spells often used by Baek Eun-ha, but it carried a far more eerie and higher-dimensional power.

Hans instinctively realized it—this time, he was truly facing an unavoidable death.

‘As expected, he’s dangerous.’

Even though Hans’s powers had grown significantly due to Baek Eun-ha attaining divinity, if Morus had anticipated his abilities in advance, he wouldn’t have needed even a minute to kill Hans.

[Can you do it this time as well?]

“……”

Hans had no choice but to acknowledge it—he had been defeated.

But he couldn’t lower his head just yet.

As Morus turned and began walking toward the gate’s exit, Hans quietly murmured,

“My second master, regardless of the size of his vessel, was a petty man.”

[……..]

“If I let this happen, he’ll scold me in the afterlife for not even lasting ten minutes.”

That was something he could never accept.

So, Hans willingly embraced and accepted the death that was about to come for him.

His immortality lost its power, and his body began to disintegrate, returning to nothingness.

And in exchange for all of it, a boundless surge of power erupted within his body and soul for a fleeting moment.

Thunk.

Whoosh!

With his still-intact hand, he grabbed his own head and hurled it. In an instant, it reached right in front of Morus.

Shhhhk!

Morus indifferently tried to block it, but Hans’s teeth were faster—they sank into Morus’s hand.

Boom!

[…What?]

Overwhelmed by an unexpected weight, Morus fell to one knee, unable to advance toward the exit.

And that state persisted for a full 30 seconds—until Hans’s remaining head completely disappeared.

[…….]

Morus remained silent for a moment. 

Then, rising to his feet, he resumed his steps toward the exit, dismissing the lingering unease he hadn’t felt in a long time as mere imagination.

When Morus returned to Earth through the gate, what greeted him was Baek Eun-ha, bearing a few wounds on her body.

“You’re back?”

But to Morus, such trivial matters were unimportant.

No matter where he searched on Earth, he couldn’t sense the presence of his five subordinates. In a low, sunken voice, he muttered,

[Where are they?]

“What, do you think they went to take a nap?”

It wasn’t a direct answer, but its meaning was clear.

In Morus’s eyes, a slow-burning rage began to surface.

#

[…….]

Though he hadn’t yet revealed his face, it was clear that Morus was in a foul mood.

Honestly, it had been a close call. Eliminating all of Morus’s subordinates had taken longer than expected.

Had Hans not bought enough time, everything would have gone terribly wrong.

‘The situation has changed now.’

The reason Morus had dismissed his subordinates and chosen to fight alone when we first met was simple.

First, he was confident of his own victory.

Second, he didn’t want to lose his subordinates.

‘Of course—building a force strong enough to invade and conquer multiple planets isn’t easy.’

Even if his subordinates weren’t as powerful as Morus himself, their value was immense. That’s why he had sent them away to other battlefields.

And that meant—

‘He knew I was capable of killing his subordinates.’

That was all the confirmation I needed. So, I seized the right opportunity to execute my plan.

Now, all of Morus’s direct subordinates were dead, and the remaining forces could be dealt with using the power of those who had participated in Shin Do-yoon’s plan.

The tables had completely turned.

Now, instead of me, it was Morus who had a time limit.

“What’s wrong? Did aliens on other planets fight you fairly and honorably or something?”

Unfortunately for him, I had no sense of divine pride.

I didn’t care how I won—so long as I did. Nothing else mattered.

Morus remained silent, then slowly raised his hand and pulled back his hood, finally revealing his face.

[I acknowledge it. Your cunning has cost me greatly.]

“…….”

[But you’ve crossed the line.]

Contrary to my expectations, Morus had the face of a young man—one that looked like an ancient hero carved from stone.

And the moment I saw the fury in his eyes, I poured all my focus into defense, using every means at my disposal.

Slaaash!

Whoosh—!

Darkness engulfed everything.

I had done something similar before, but Morus’s power now completely dominated the battlefield.

The difference in scale was overwhelming.

Even if I had reached the pinnacle of necromancy, could I ever attain this level?

The answer was simple—impossible.

This was the very essence of power. No amount of effort or talent could ever reach it.

‘…Terrifying.’

For the first time in a long while, my fists clenched, and sweat beaded on my skin.

Even just resisting the shockwaves was exhausting—and his offensive had only just begun.

[Sink into the depths and offer your wretched life.]

Splat!

Ssssshh…

“Clearly, I had been floating in the air, yet before I knew it, the ground beneath me had turned into black sand, swallowing me up.

From the point where my body touched the sand, an overwhelming sense of fatigue set in.

‘Is it absorbing my strength?’

Whoooosh!

Hurriedly, I pulled out my seal and summoned the streams of the underworld, creating a passage through the sand to escape.

But before I could catch my breath, a swarm of flying creatures and insects made of black mist attacked me.

“Can’t I get a moment to rest?”

I fired off various spells, but the creatures merely scattered into dust and reformed again.

In response, I swept my hand through the air, conjuring a vortex of energy.

However, the enemies forced their way through, attacking relentlessly, and I could no longer hold my ground—I plummeted to the earth.

“Ah, damn it!”

Boom!

Their chaotic magic disrupted my own spells, making teleportation impossible.

And then, as if the situation wasn’t dire enough, Morus began approaching me.

[You have overturned all principles despite being in a human body. But this is where it ends. You cannot advance any further.]

From the very beginning, we were different.

Morus was one of the oldest gods, while I was nothing more than a transcendent who had clawed my way up from the bottom.

As soon as I acknowledged that, Gordon’s words surfaced in my mind.

[Master, as long as you live as an apostle of death, you will never defeat him.]

I could no longer deny it—he was right.

A deity whose divinity is founded upon the very concept of death can never surpass its origin, Morus.

Yet, for that very reason, I still had a chance.

“They say the lucky ones always land on their feet, huh.”

[What nonsense are you spouting…?]

It was true that I had inherited the throne of the underworld on planet Thebe.

But the divinity I forged that day with my own hands had little in common with the essence of death.

“After devouring the memories of your subordinates, I found something rather interesting.”

[…….]

As I’ve said time and time again, these so-called gods are not absolute beings like the Creator or the One God that people imagine.

They are simply entities that regulate the world, possessing powers that match their roles.

Then, what was their origin?

Did life come first, or did they?

I didn’t know the exact answer, but one thing was certain.

In the beginning, they existed in a mutually complementary relationship.

“Humans of the planet needed you, and in turn, you existed because of them.”

According to the memories of his subordinates, the oldest of the nine gods, the greatest among them, established a powerful pact.

None of the nine deities were allowed to directly harm a human.

That was how they became the guardians of the planet and were worshiped as gods—it was also the foundation of their existence.

And that pact endured until the one who proposed it, Bruges, the god of life, was slain by human hands.

“Honestly, it doesn’t really concern me.”

That was another planet, a distant past.

However, if my divine nature included such a principle, then things took on an entirely different meaning.

“In the end, even you were originally a protector of life, and that was your sole desire and purpose.”

[Even if I acknowledge it, nothing changes.]

“No, I don’t think so.”

In the desolate wasteland where nothing existed, for the first time in my life, I used divine power to create a single, humble skeleton.

And that skeleton symbolized my origin—

The one mark that had allowed me to claw my way up from rock bottom to where I stood now.

Naturally, the nature of my divinity pointed to the same thing.

“Let’s go back to the beginning.”

My divinity embodied the origin.

On the long journey that all life inevitably embarks upon, I represented the coordinates of the true beginning itself.

Whoooosh!

Shaaah!

All the divine power I had accumulated until now erupted, swallowing everything around us.

And within that space, we faced each other in our primordial forms.

I stood as the human, Baek Eun-ha.

He stood as Morus, the planet’s guardian and the god who once brought peace to all.

At that moment, Morus finally seemed to grasp the meaning of my words, his expression shifting to one of shock.

[So this is what you meant… Indeed, in this place, I can do nothing to you.]

At this moment, I was just an ordinary human—unable to use necromancy, unable to wield divine power.

Yet precisely because of that, Morus could not lay a finger on me.

[If I take my time and destroy this place, it will be resolved.]

“And in the process, I’ll be caught in the destruction and die, right?”

[……]

It wouldn’t be easy to break this place, but even if he could, it meant Morus would be rendered powerless in the meantime.

A perfect stalemate.

For the first time, Morus relaxed his expression and let out a hollow laugh.

[Unbelievable. To think I’d fall for such an absurd trick.]

Then, in a low voice, he offered a truce.

[I will grant you time. For the next ten years, I will not touch Earth. I swear it upon my divinity.]

In other words, he proposed a temporary ceasefire before settling our unfinished battle later.

But I smirked and gave him my answer.

“No thanks.”

[Why? It’s a deal that comes at no loss to you.]

Even if I did nothing and let time pass, my human body would eventually perish.

On the other hand, if I had ten years, I could find a new strategy.

It was a logical choice, the best course of action.

Of course, if the person standing before Morus was anyone but me.

“You seem to be misunderstanding something—I’m not going to die.”

[What?]

“You have any idea how many years it took me to cast off the limits of mortality?”

He couldn’t have imagined it, but when I reached the peak of necromancy and attained eternal life, only thirty years had passed since I fell to Thebe.

If I had a similar amount of time, I was confident I could do it again.

Considering the abundant energy in this space, I might even accomplish it twice as fast.

[That’s… impossible…]

As Morus continued speaking, he finally realized my true intentions—his body stiffened, and he blinked in disbelief.

Seeing that, I finally voiced my real plan.

“That’s right. I’m going to start training here from scratch.”

With enough time, I would surpass the limits of mortality once again and steadily regain my power.

“In no time, I’ll grow strong enough to reach you.”

And then, our battle would come to its true conclusion.

Morus wouldn’t be able to touch me, but I’d be able to beat him down as much as I wanted.

[That… that’s not possible…]

“What, you think it’s impossible?”

Morus had no retort. There was no falsehood in my words.

[No, if you truly regain your divinity, then my vow will lose its meaning.]

“Then I just won’t reclaim it.””

Honestly, I only did this because the situation was urgent. If I had enough time, I was confident that I could have found another way to obtain even greater power without relying on divinity.

And to be blunt, even before gaining divinity, my strength was more than enough.

“Haven’t you heard of the ‘Spoon Killer’?”

[……]

“If I keep hitting, you’ll die eventually.”

Morus seemed to be deep in thought, but no clear solution was going to emerge from that. The situation was obvious.

Morus had lost, and I had won.

With a resigned voice filled with emptiness, Morus asked me a question.

[Even so, you cannot leave this place for a long time. Are you truly willing to lose everything you cherish?]

But even he knew—the answer was already decided.

“It doesn’t matter.”

It would be a long and tedious time, but considering the power Morus had, that was a small price to pay.

And in the end, I didn’t even have to give up everything.

“This place runs at one-tenth speed, huh.”

This space faithfully followed the flow of time from my home planet, Tebe.

In other words, even if I spent two hundred years here, only twenty years would pass on Earth when I returned.

That thought was somewhat melancholic, but as I said before, it was a relatively small price to pay.

Having run out of options, Morus stared at the empty air for a long while with a bitter gaze. Then, finally, he declared the result of our battle.

[I have lost. The invasion is over. I will free all the planets I have conquered and return to where I belong.]

“……”

[I swear it upon my divinity.]

The moment I heard those words, I couldn’t stop my fists from clenching.

Honestly, I wasn’t confident in this fight. When I first faced Morus, the thought of defeat had instinctively crossed my mind.

But in the end, I won.

It hardly felt real.

“You’re not lying, are you?”

[I do not speak falsehoods.]

As Morus turned away coldly, his back exuded an overwhelming loneliness.

Perhaps he, too, had his reasons and goals for causing all this destruction.

But that didn’t matter.

What mattered to me was my family, Seo-ha, the people around us, and this planet we lived on.

“You were strong.”

But ruling over countless planets alone was too much, even for someone like him.

That was all there was to it.

Whoooosh.


Crackle!

After some time had passed, the space that had imprisoned us completely vanished without a trace.

And with it, Morus was gone as well.

‘……’

At long last, the long years of Earth’s suffering from the dungeon crisis had finally come to an end.



 
  
    Epilogue: Awesome Shut In Necromancer (Complete)


Cerezia, who was once the goddess of the planet Thebes, eventually became a god of Earth.

“Honestly, everything is so well-organized that there’s nothing for me to touch. I feel a bit inadequate in comparison…”

And because of that, I had to invest a lot of effort into the post-war management of Thebes as its administrator.

“There’s nothing set up here at all.”

“You buried all the competent coordinators yourself, and then it was completely taken over. Now do you understand my struggles?”

“Don’t push me, I’m already annoyed enough. Unless you want a beating?”

But strangely, I didn’t feel all that bad. After all, Thebes was practically my second home, where I had spent countless years.

And if it weren’t for those hundred years, I wouldn’t have been able to do anything against Morus.

In that sense, I could say I had received enough gratitude.

“Seoha is waiting for you. When are you planning to come over?”

“I’ll see later. With the time difference, it’s hard to stay away for too long.”

Since Cerezia and I had worked together to create a perfect dimensional travel gate, I could now move between the two worlds whenever I wanted.

Watching the simultaneous restoration of both Earth and Thebes in real-time was an oddly surreal experience.

“…It’s peaceful somehow.”

“It really is.”

The monsters and dungeons had disappeared, and hunters no longer needed their strength.

But, surprisingly, Cerezia did not take away the hunters’ power.

Curious, I asked her why, and she simply replied:

“It’s not that I didn’t want to, I just tried and failed.”

“……”

Even though she had officially inherited Shin Doyun’s authority and ascended to true godhood, it seemed she still had a long way to go.

“Well, I suppose it doesn’t really matter.”

The treatment of the hunters might become an issue, but that was something for the higher-ups of Earth to deal with. It wasn’t my concern.

“What will you do once the restoration is complete?”

“Not sure. Maybe I’ll appoint a coordinator like you and head back there again.”

There was Lama, my attendant, so I could leave things in her hands without worry.

“If a problem arises, I can always come back.”

“That’s true.”

Time passed quietly, and at last, the seemingly never-ending post-dungeon crisis came to an end.

And I, once again, became a complete homebody, shutting myself away from the world.

“…What? I mean, I deserve a break, don’t I?”

As I crossed the dimensional gate for the first time in a while, I muttered an excuse toward Lama, who was staring at me with a blank expression.

It all started with an overwhelming workload.

After enduring an exhausting battle, endless administrative work followed. The moment everything was finally settled, burnout hit me like a truck.

What happened next was simple—once a person tastes the sweetness of laziness, they never forget it.

I wasn’t human anymore, but in this case, the logic still applied.

“You’ve become inhuman in another sense…”

Lama sighed, unable to hide her disapproving gaze as she watched me huddled in blankets with the air conditioner blasting while watching TV.

Then, with another sigh, she picked up her phone and made a call.

Click.

“The Queen has turned her home into the Arctic again.”

“…This is insubordination, you know.”

“Yes. I’m handing over the phone now.”

As she shoved the phone into my hand, I shrank into my blanket as if preparing for battle.

And then, Seoha’s nagging came through loud and clear.

“…Fine, fine. I’ll turn it off now.”

With a sigh, I glanced at the clock. It was already 7 PM.

I casually ordered some fried chicken and chuckled at the thought that crossed my mind.

‘Well, nothing’s really changed.’

I had regained my power, achieved divinity, and won the war, but in the end, I was still the same.

Staying at home, slacking off, and playing games made me the happiest. I had no interest in dealing with complicated matters.

“…You’re not upset, are you?”

“You think I’m a child?”

The thought that this was, in a way, very human made me smile.

Throwing off my blanket, I got up and switched off the air conditioner in the living room.

“Oh, but I only ordered one serving of chicken.”

“….”

And just like that, another day passed.

Earth was at peace.

Dungeons no longer opened, and monsters invading had become a thing of the past.

And here I was, still enjoying my carefree days.

[Glory to Udgard!]

“Why would you use your ult there? Are you out of your mind?”

Maybe someday, I’d find something I wanted to do. Maybe another crisis would arise.

But that was a problem for future me.

“So what? If you think you’re good enough, let’s do a 1v1. I’ll win all 100 matches.”

For now, I was content with this life.

【You have been defeated.】

“…Curse of silence.”

Diving onto my bed, I muttered complaints as I tried to cool my heated mind.

Then, suddenly, a forgotten thought resurfaced—I recalled a face that no longer existed.

“Oh, I forgot to light the lantern.”

But it would be fine.

If there was any way for them to see, they would surely be watching this peaceful world.

With that idle thought, I embraced the warmth and coziness surrounding me and closed my eyes.


I think someone appeared in my dream, but I don’t quite remember.

‘…….’

And when morning came, it was just another unchanged day.

Thus, another new day began.


Awesome Shut In Necromancer (End)
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