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    Chapter 1: 10-Panel Villain (1)


Episode 1. 10-Panel Villain (1)

There is a trashy, third-rate comic called <Unicorn Knight>. 

How should I describe this comic? Let’s see…

A socially awkward hero and delusional villains. 

Unrealistic weapons and action. 

Random dialogues and absurd settings.

The comic’s selling point is its bloody scenes?

It’s a work that focuses on B-grade sensibilities, killing all the bad guys without much thought or theme, with moderately erotic and violent scenes, and some toilet humor.

The story is about a hero chosen by a unicorn who claims to be the guardian of innocence and purity, tearing apart villains.

Since the unicorn is the theme, the main villain group is also called Bicorn.

What a ridiculous setting.

I expected it to fail easily due to its polarizing theme, but it sold well thanks to the passionate love and interest of countless otaku fans.

Of course, I’m not an otaku, so I’ve never read such a comic.

A friend who sticks around me is a huge fan of the work, so I’ve heard about it endlessly and got curious enough to browse through Triwiki, but I swear I’ve never actually read the comic.

I’m too busy with my work to read comics.

I just thought the creator and those who enjoy it are pathetic.

…But why did I become the crime boss who gets beheaded in 10 panels in that comic?

Don’t ask how I know I die in 10 panels, or if I’m an otaku too.

My friend showed me that scene, saying there’s a villain who dies absurdly.

Anyway, no matter how much I think about it, I can’t understand it.

“Isn’t that right, Mr. Koko Heaven!” 

Slap! 

I slapped the cheek of the fat middle-aged man tightly bound with ropes.

This guy is the owner of a shabby chicken franchise called Koko Heaven.

He is also the boss of a loan shark crime organization. 

Of course, the chicken shop is for tax evasion, and the main source of income is loan sharking.

“Y-Yoon, calm down and listen to me, okay?”

The Koko Heaven owner, whose cheeks were puffed up like freshly baked steamed buns, trembled and pleaded.

“Yoon? Listen?”

I moved as lazily as possible and put my ear in front of his mouth.

Here, I have to speak in a frivolous and stupid manner.

That’s how you scare them.

“Yes, boss! I’m listening carefully! Please speak loudly!”

When I heard the Koko Heaven owner’s gulp, I spoke very slowly.

The key is to lower my voice a bit.

“Mr. Koko Heaven, am I your friend?”

“…No.” 

“Then what should you call me?”

“…Mr. Yoon.” 

“Mr. Happy Burger.”

I patted the shiny head of the Koko Heaven owner once.

“Call me that. Got it?”

The Koko Heaven owner nodded repeatedly.

I wiped off the sweat and oil that got on my hand from touching his head.

This guy is really dirty. 

Can’t he live a bit cleaner?

“Do you know why you’re here, Mr. Koko Heaven?”

He’s the owner of Koko Heaven and the boss of a loan shark crime organization, and I’m the owner of Happy Burger and the boss of a smuggling crime organization.

Why is the owner of Happy Burger, a fast-food franchise responsible for delicious snacks for chubby people and meals for skinny people, a crime boss?

I have no idea why they chose such a ridiculous setting.

“I don’t know, Mr. Happy Burger.”

After a few hits, the bald man, who had become more alert, shook his head.

Yeah, you wouldn’t know either.

I took out a promotional poster for Koko Heaven from my pocket.

“Read this. Clearly, what’s written on it.”

“Koko Heaven Bomb Discount Event. Fried chicken and seasoned chicken-”

“Read the part below that too.”

“Even if we sell it for 7,000 won, we still make a profit. There are too many thieves in the country…”

He read it without changing his expression.

Fine, time to change tactics. 

For shameless villains like this, a beating is the best medicine.

“Yeah, damn 7,000 won. This damn 7,000 won!”

I raised my voice from the “this damn” part and tore the poster to shreds, screaming like someone with anger management issues.

Criminals don’t listen if you speak nicely, so you have to act exaggerated and loud for them to understand.

Well, if they understood nicely, they wouldn’t have committed crimes in the first place.

I delivered a merciless kick to the body of the bald Koko Heaven owner who had collapsed.

“How are honest small business owners like me supposed to live if you alone sell chicken for 7,000 won!”

“Gah!”

“Prices and oil costs have gone up! If only you lower the price, where’s the courtesy! The business spirit!”

“Boss.”

Another bald man, our organization’s enforcer whom we hired for a lot of money, came over to stop me, probably because I had hit the bald man too much.

A friend who was a Marine Corps officer lost his job and got a criminal record for beating a civilian to death.

He’s good at street fighting, can strategize a bit, and has quite a few connections.

Thanks to his help, I was able to hire a large number of retired soldiers and veterans who wanted to make some big money.

It’s no exaggeration to say that I got my hands on an entire Marine Corps comradeship container.

Thanks to this, the organization’s combat power has become very strong.

‘Soldiers are always welcome.’

The previous enforcer before I possessed this body was just a typical thug, so I fired him.

The boss of a gang who only knows how to punch is the one who dies in 10 panels.


I don’t want to die so meaninglessly like the 10-panel villain in the original work.

“Mr. Koko Heaven, just wait there for now.”

I sighed and turned my back. 

It’s been over two years since I possessed this trashy comic.

My name is Yoon Do-cheol, I’m in my late twenties, and I’m the owner of a fast-food franchise and a crime boss.

I started my business at 19 and created a franchise with hundreds of stores in less than 10 years, becoming a success story.

To the public, I’m known as a young entrepreneur who achieved great success, but in reality, I’m one of the leaders of a large crime syndicate with the ridiculous name ‘Food Cartel.’

If this were a noir comic, I would at least have the title of a mid-boss, but this is a fantasy hero comic.

A gang boss is just an elite minion.

If Do-cheol had superpowers, enhanced soldiers, or advanced weapons, he wouldn’t have been cut down in 10 panels.

“Sigh.” 

According to Triwiki, the most accurate wiki in the world, the main story begins after the ‘Lollipop Tower’ building is completed.

The very first scene of the comic is also a newspaper reporting the completion of Lollipop Tower.

Fortunately or unfortunately, the point at which I possessed this body was two years before the main story began.

I spent tens, hundreds, maybe thousands of hours thinking.

How can I survive in this comic world?

Running away was not an option.

As one of the cartel bosses entangled in various money and circumstances, there was no way I could escape completely.

No matter how well I hid, I would eventually be found as a cold corpse.

Joining forces with the villains to defeat the protagonist, Unicorn Knight?

She isn’t someone who can be defeated by dirty villains like Yoon Do-cheol teaming up.

I couldn’t escape the position of a crime boss, nor could I defeat Unicorn Knight.

The only way to survive in this world was to become an ‘ally’ of Unicorn Knight. 

For that, I steadily built up for two years.

I crippled or killed subordinates who committed murder, prostitution, or child abuse.

 I created a foundation to support orphans and other children, and provided free meals in poor areas.

I increased part-time jobs to contribute to job creation for ex-convicts and disabled people.

Not only that, I reduced the smuggling business, which was my main job, and started managing Happy Burger, which was used for money laundering, more seriously.

I re-educated franchise owners who had been making half-hearted mint chocolate burgers or traffic light-flavored fries with a ‘love and business spirit instillation stick’ filled with affection.

I tried to diversify by selling not only burgers and fries but also chicken and pizza.

I tried to live righteously.

“Sigh.”

I was planning to raise the chicken price to about 30,000 won, but this idiot ruined all my long-term plans.

“Ah, here it comes.”

Finally. 

My subordinate, who looks like a radish kimchi without chili powder, dragged in an industrial fryer the size of two adult men with a rattling sound.

“This, this is…”

The Koko Heaven owner trembled as he saw the fryer.

“How do you feel now? Are you fully awake?”

At my signal, the radish kimchi turned on the fryer.

The oil, preheated, started bubbling.

“This is top-grade oil we got today. 

It’s on a different level from the cheap stuff you use for your chicken.”

“Do your family members like chicken too? I’m thinking of sending them a box of dad’s special chicken. What do you think?”

“Mr. Happy Burger.”

“The chicken shop owner who loves 7,000 won chicken becomes a 7,000 won chicken himself. Isn’t that a killer irony?”

Our Koko Heaven owner started shedding tears like chicken droppings at my brilliant story.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Happy Burger! It was just a surprise event…”

“What? A surprise event? I was so surprised my heart almost dropped, you bastard.”

I jabbed his chest hard a couple of times with my index finger. 

He looked like a roly-poly toy, trying to regain his balance even as he was pushed back.

“Honestly, you did it to mess with me, didn’t you?”

Koko Heaven cautiously lowered his eyes.

“You thought you could get away with it because I’ve been selling burgers diligently and not keeping discipline.”

You saw me as a toothless cat, didn’t you?

If you don’t answer this time, I’ll fry your daughter and wife into three pieces of chicken.

“…I really did wrong.”

I grabbed the nose of the Koko Heaven owner, who was begging for mercy in a crawling voice, and forcibly pulled him.

“Ugh!”

My reflection appeared in his trembling eyes.

The guy I possessed, Yoon Do-cheol, is really good-looking.

I made eye contact silently for a few seconds before speaking again.

Sudden silence is effective in overwhelming people.

“Koko Heaven.”

“Yes.”

“Don’t betray my trust.”

“…Yes.”

“Don’t ever try to mess with me.”

“Understood… Mr. Happy Burger.”

I lightly tapped the bald head of the Koko Heaven owner twice as he nodded vigorously.

The lines I just used are from a noir movie in the original world, and they work really well on these criminals. 

I also used the line.

“This is ridiculous.”

but it didn’t get as good a reaction as this one.

Maybe it’s because that character is more of a rich punk than a gangster?

That makes sense.

“Guys, bring out the live chickens.”

“Yes.”

The henchmen, who had been watching with their arms crossed, nodded and stepped forward.

“By the way, did you feed that guy?”

I asked the senior henchman.

“No.”

“That’s not good. Take him to our place and feed him some burgers before sending him off.”

“Yes.”

“Pack a chicken too. When the head of the family comes home late, he should bring something, right?”

“Understood.”

The senior and the henchmen chuckled.

When these vicious-looking guys laugh together, it’s like a horror movie.

I watched the slumped shoulders of the Koko Heaven owner being dragged away and then turned my gaze.

Since it’s almost the start of the main story, I can’t kill anyone.


I decided to just give a warning and let him go.

If I killed him out of annoyance and Unicorn Knight found out, it would only cause trouble.

One month until the completion of Lollipop Tower. 

I must survive. 

Somehow.



 
  
    Chapter 2: 10-Panel Villain (2)


“Hoo, hoo.”

 Inhale, exhale, inhale, exhale.

Tat-tat-tat-tat-tat!

Like a middle-aged woman doing Tae Bo, I busily moved my fists, pounding the sandbag.

The impact feels great, and the sound is even better.

Speaking of sandbags, it reminds me of a noir movie I saw on Earth.

In that movie, a big mob boss puts a person in a sandbag and beats them up with his bare hands.

I thought it was really cool when I was young.

Actually becoming a mob boss and trying it myself, I realized it’s not that easy.

I just ended up scraping my knuckles.

“It hurts! Spare me! I’m sorry! Please!”

The guy stuffed inside the sandbag was screaming like crazy, like the Mouth of Sauron.

It’s not easy to be like Brother Dong-seok.

“Hoo.”

I stopped the continuous punches and stood in front of the mirror after taking off my top.

The sweat-soaked tank top was just thrown into the trash can.

A young man with a neat semi-leaf cut was reflected in the mirror.

Before I got possessed, I used to have a pomade perm, but I looked like a psychopathic chaebol second generation with anger management issues, so I immediately switched to a semi-leaf cut.

This way, I look like a neat aristocrat.

The public image is that of a self-made young CEO, but a tall, scary-looking guy walking around with a pomade perm is like advertising, ‘I’m a gangster.’

Anyway, my body is a work of art.

Not as much as the bald bodybuilders in Hollywood movies, but the moderately trained muscles look good.

If there’s one good thing about being possessed, it’s this body.

Yoon Do-cheol’s body is much stronger than my original one, to the point where I wonder if we’re even the same race.

I could probably take down three average thugs by myself, assuming it’s one-on-one three times.

Honestly, I can understand Do-cheol’s mindset at this point.

Young, rich, good-looking, and strong—he must have wanted to try everything.

It’s a shame he got involved in crime.

Even though he died in 10 panels in the main story, he probably had an incredible love story spanning over 100,000 pages that readers don’t know about.

The daily life that comic readers don’t see… the Do-cheol collection… Is that why he died so quickly?

Knock, knock.

“Boss.”

My bodyguard, whom I hired for a lot of money, knocked on the door.

“Why?”

“Secretary Park Si-woon is here.”

“Tell him I’ll be out soon.”

“Yes.”

I leisurely changed my clothes and went out to meet the man sitting politely in the guest chair.

“You came quickly?”

“Ah, boss.”

When I smiled lightly, our Secretary Park, who had been adjusting his glasses, stood up abruptly.

Like the enforcer, this man was also hired after I got possessed.

There was a secretary before, but as expected from someone hired by the guy who got cut down in 10 panels, she was a mess.

She was nice and pretty, but her brain was ugly.

To put it bluntly, she was just an idiot.

Like a character from an adult comic…

Should I call it the position of a foolish and dumb secretary? 

In reality, she was almost like a partner.

Naturally, her work handling ability was disastrous.

Every time she made a mistake, she would tear up and make a face like ‘Oh no…’ and I got so fed up that I fired her on the spot.

Compared to her, how is Secretary Park?

A workaholic who is loyal to the company, an S University graduate with a brainy, chubby appearance, Secretary Park is someone who, if given a task in the morning, would have it all done by evening.

Even when I’m not around, he can perfectly handle the legitimate business, a true operator of the company.

I did marry him off to an undercover member disguised as a manager at Happy Burger to prepare for any potential betrayal, but we have a mutually trusting cooperative relationship.

Our poor Secretary Park… If he had any experience with women, he might have been suspicious, but he got hooked right away.

Well, Secretary Park also thinks his wife is just an ordinary employee, so there shouldn’t be any problems. Secretary Park chuckled and said,

“Oh, it’s nothing serious, but it’s about the ad we posted online.”

“Ad? What’s wrong with it?”

I asked as gently and politely as possible.

Since Secretary Park is completely on the legitimate side, I have to talk to him with a certain level of dignity and decorum.

If he knew I was a big shot in the criminal world, he would run home and hide under the covers, trembling.

“We received some complaints about its suggestiveness. It won’t go as far as a warning, but I wanted to ask about the initial response.”

“Suggestiveness…”

If it’s the recent ad… Ah, the Paradise Beach Burger?

It’s an ad we made to introduce a new product, and there’s nothing much to it.

Members of a popular girl group in their 20s go to a beautiful beach, play hard in swimsuits, and then…

It’s an ad with a typical plot where they eat a burger set.

What’s so suggestive about this?

Even though they’re in swimsuits, they’re wearing rash guards that don’t reveal much like monokinis or bikinis.

The girl group members are all adults, not minors.

I thoroughly investigated and selected the girl group, so there’s no mistake.

“Hmm…”

For someone like me, who has influence in the criminal world, one controversy can cut off the legitimate business.

This was the same on Earth, not just in this comic world.

There have been several instances where companies created by insignificant thugs collapsed due to one issue.

To continue enjoying the sweet benefits of the legitimate world, I had to avoid creating controversies, and I’ve lived quite cleanly (well-hidden) so far.

“Which part exactly is suggestive?”

“The scene where the girl group members eat the burgers is considered suggestive.” 

What?


“Let’s watch that scene once.”

“Yes.”

I couldn’t quite understand, so I decided to review the ad with Secretary Park.

Actually, I’ve never seen this ad myself. 

I don’t just work on burger shop matters, and I can’t sit through every project from start to finish.

Most of the time, I only review the basics like drafts, progress, and budget, and then hand it over to the planner.

Bam bam ba ba bam bam bam bam!

With cheerful music, the girl group members take out the burgers and start eating them heartily.

Their appearance, smiling with crescent moon eyes while eating the burgers… Hmm, is this really considered suggestive?

“Isn’t this okay?”

“Yes. So it won’t go as far as a warning, but just in case. The censorship level has gotten stricter these days.”

“That’s true.”

I skimmed through the comments on the video.

“Why does Geum-hyeon eat like a pervert? Seems like she can’t hide her true nature”

“The company must have made her do it. They always get such trashy ads.”

“This is really low-level.”

I can see the picture now.

It seems like anti-fans of the girl group in the ad are taking action, and they seem to be quite powerful, filing complaints left and right.

Or maybe it’s people who are uncomfortable with pretty women in bikinis.

At least it’s still early, so it’s not too bad to suppress it.

“Let’s call the agency.”

It’s just a minor annoyance, not a major controversy.

It’s best to leave such matters to others. 

They’ll handle it appropriately.

“Shall we?”

Our Secretary Park, who is old and has no hobbies, didn’t bring this to me for no reason.

He has no choice but to be cautious since he doesn’t know what the enemies want. 

Does this man even know terms like ‘anti-fan’ or ‘support fire’?

He’s just an ordinary middle-aged salaryman, not an executive at an entertainment agency or an idol fan.

“Ah, about that thing last time.”

“Let’s discuss the rest on the way.”

I headed towards the building exit, leaving Secretary Park, who was rummaging through his briefcase, behind.

My personal bodyguard, who had been silently watching us like a statue, followed with heavy steps.

The time when humans least want to work, 5 PM.

“I’m about to leave, please take care.”

“Yes. I’ll report any urgent matters by phone.”

I left the company, entrusting its operation to Secretary Park.

My duties as the Happy Burger boss were done for the day.

“Are you going there?”

My bodyguard, who was following me, asked. 

He was just asking if I was going to the place I always go to at this time.

“Of course. I need to see Seo-jung.”

I got into the back seat of my expensive foreign car with the bodyguard.

“Ah, this is nice.”

Being in my car, all my fatigue disappeared.

My car, with a stylish golden burger statue on the hood, exudes sophistication.

It’s called the ‘Happy Burger Car.’

My subordinates cautiously suggested removing the hideous statue, but I naturally ignored them.

This burger statue symbolizes the honest rise of the original owner of this body, who sold burgers instead of messing around with smuggling.

I believe the most important thing for a businessman is not health, time, assets, or purpose, but symbolism.

Symbolism represents the businessman.

In that sense, my burger symbolizes how humble, warm, and necessary I am to society.

At least, that’s how I want the world and Unicorn Knight to see me.

 “Let’s go to Sigum High School.”

“Yes.”

I don’t drive; my personal chauffeur does.

I leaned back, feeling the movement of the car. 

It was a smooth sensation, as if everything was going well.

“Tell both the food cartel and the unicorn knight to get lost. This is my time now.”

In no time, the car had traveled far and finally reached its destination, the entrance of a high school bustling with students.

“Since it’s dismissal time, there are a lot of kids coming out. Should we wait here?”

Our driver is really not romantic. 

I shook my head.

“No. Let’s drive in slowly, avoiding the kids.”

Picking her up personally is what makes this meaningful.

A rich and handsome guy arriving in a luxury foreign car.

What could be a more certain dream point for high school girls?

It’s a pattern that appeared endlessly in old-fashioned, cheesy Korean dramas.

My car moved forward, attracting countless gazes from the high school girls leaving school.

As we moved slowly, I spotted a girl who had been staring blankly outside the school building entrance.

A girl whose eyes widened at the sight of my car. 

This is the girl I was looking for.

“Stop here.”

I ordered the driver and got out of the car. 

This distance should be just right.

“Seojung, how have you been?”

I approached her with a natural smile.


The girl, upon seeing my face, burst into a big smile and soon ran towards me.

“Oppa!”

This girl’s name is Jin Seojung. 

She is the younger sister of Jin Seon-ah, the protagonist of <Unicorn Knight>.

She is someone who must be made an unconditional ally.



 
  
    Chapter 3: 10-Panel Villain (3)


Before I talk about how Jin Seo-jeong and I became connected, there’s someone you need to know about.

It’s Jin Seo-jin, the father of Jin Seon-ah, the protagonist of <Unicorn Knight>, and her younger sister Jin Seo-jeong.

Let’s take a brief look into the past.

Jin Seo-jin was a good father and an excellent teacher.

Not sure what makes an excellent teacher?

Think of those characters often seen in movies, the honest and passionate white teacher who guides talented black students born in the slums onto the right path.

Something like that.

Jin Seo-jin was a true educator of our time, raising two daughters on his own while teaching countless students.

He even set up a temporary school made from containers with the help of some teachers to educate the children living in the back alleys of this city.

These back alleys are not just poor neighborhoods but slums filled with homeless people, drugs, and gangs.

It’s a lawless area, a city of crime.

In such a dangerous place, he insisted that “there is no distinction in learning, and children are not at fault!” and continued his education efforts, showing just how upright he was.

However, the world, like cold-hearted capitalism, tends to break those who are too upright.

Jin Seo-jin was murdered by a drug trafficking organization that controlled the slums.

He lost his life while protesting against those who wanted to turn the children of the back alleys into drug addicts.

His death was disgracefully reported in the media.

“Teacher Jin was found dead from a drug overdose in a secret location…”

That’s how the public knows it.

Of course, the drug dealers manipulated the situation.

I know the truth because I slightly peeked at the original comic’s story on TreeWiki.

Anyway, this happened three years ago, one year before I got reincarnated.

Her mom passed away in a car accident when she was young, her sister left on a journey to become a unicorn knight without saying anything to her, and her dad was killed by drug addiction… leaving Jin Seo-jeong all alone.

A girl without a guardian, with a delinquent teacher dad who died from drug abuse.

Isn’t that the perfect position to be attacked by immature kids? 

She must have been bullied and even assaulted by those brats.

It wouldn’t have been surprising if she had made an extreme choice.

Just when her heart was breaking down, I appeared like a prince.

How did I do it? 

Let me explain from now on.

“You have to live. You have to live, damn it!”

After being reincarnated into this shitty world, I kept looking for a connection with the protagonist, Jin Seon-ah.

I was desperately thinking about whether I could become an ally instead of getting cut down in ten panels when Jin Seon-ah, the unicorn knight, comes to this city.

“I found it!”

After a long investigation, I found an old elementary school graduation album.

There was a picture of student Yoon Do-cheol and homeroom teacher Jin Seojin.

Surprisingly, the Yoon Do-cheol I reincarnated into was one of the students at the temporary school created by Jin Seojin and some other teachers!

The problem was that there was no other connection besides this photo.

I hadn’t regained all of Yoon Do-cheol’s memories before reincarnation, but if he had been even a little close to Jin Seojin, he should have at least had her phone number.

There was nothing. 

Just one group photo of the teacher and the class kids.

That brat Do-cheol was glaring at the camera with a scowl even in the graduation photo.

It was clear why this brat became a gang leader despite being educated under such a great teacher.

If Jin Seo-jin were still alive, it would have been a matter of somehow making contact and building a relationship, but as you know, Jin Seo-jin died a year before I possessed this body.

I had no choice but to contact Jin Seo-jeong, the only remaining blood relative of the Unicorn Knight in this world.

“Jin Seo-jeong. Second year at Sigum High School. Lives in Yoonam Villa… has been living there with her father for five years. Is that correct?”

“Yes, boss.”

Of course, I didn’t just make contact out of the blue.

After having my subordinates investigate everything, I made my preparations and approached her.

“This is Jin Seo-jin’s house, right? Teacher! It’s me, Yoon Do-chul. Your student Yoon Do-chul has come back as a great success!”

I disguised myself as a student who didn’t know about the tragic death of his mentor and visited her house with all sorts of gifts.

I even went to a ridiculously expensive beauty shop that only celebrities visit to get styled as the ‘most handsome guy that teenage girls love.’

“Who are you…?”

At first, she was wary, but when I showed her the graduation album, she believed me.

My handsome face (Yoon Do-chul’s) must have helped too.

“My dad passed away last year. He would have been very happy if he were here…”

“Mr. Jin, really? No, this can’t be. I promised to come back as a success when I saw him again…”

I sat down at the door and shed tears as if I had lost someone dear.

I pinched my thigh like crazy to squeeze out even one more drop of tear (the next morning, my thigh was all bruised).

“Please come in.”

Seo-jeong, unable to bear my tears, invited me into her house.

It was worth the expensive money I spent hiring a former actor to learn ‘how to cry pitifully but gracefully.’

I couldn’t just cry with a scrunched-up face like ‘Hooeang~!’ or ‘Taaang~!’.

“Whew, mission accomplished.”

Anyway, from then on, everything went smoothly.

After crying for about 30 more minutes, I recited the ‘story’ I had prepared.

Seeing that she looked a bit troubled by my excessive crying, I proceeded quickly.

To summarize the story, it was something like, ‘A true educator who raised an orphan student who almost fell into a gang in the slums into a proper student.’

Sounds familiar? 

Exactly.

“…Thanks to the trust and support of the teacher, I was able to escape the slums. If it weren’t for Mr. Jin, I would have lived making big mistakes. Mr. Jin was a father who taught me life and a compass in my life.”

Of course, it was all a big lie.

“Sniff…”

By the time I finished talking, Seo-jeong was also tearing up.

She was completely captivated by my amazing touching story.

She must have also recalled memories with her father, who is no longer in this world.

“Seo-jeong, thanks to your father, I was able to become a new person. I want to repay the debt I owe him. Will you allow me?”

“…As long as it doesn’t trouble you, it’s okay.”

Mr. Jin really raised his daughter well.

Her answer was considerate and spirited, unlike a typical student.


With her permission, I started the ‘Tall Uncle’ plan.

“Have you eaten? I know a good Japanese restaurant. Want to go together?”

“Do you need clothes? I have some that I got sponsored for work. Want to take a look?”

I started without being too excessive.

Giving big gifts from the start would be burdensome, so I took care of her food and clothing first.

“You don’t have to do this…”

She said that, but she really liked it.

“Ah, you’re the owner of Happy Burger?”

“Haha, you caught me. I have a lot of money, so don’t worry and buy whatever you want.”

I made sure to subtly showcase my ‘wealth’ as naturally as possible.

I casually hinted that I was a young entrepreneur who had rewritten the success story and was the owner of Happy Burger.

A handsome, wealthy, and kind man who was a student of her late father and shed tears over his death?! 

There’s no way this wouldn’t work.

By this point, I was halfway there.

“I just got a new car. Want to go for a drive?”

“Sure!” 

“You said you’ve never tried omakase, right? Let’s go today.”

“Yes!” 

“What? You want to go there? Sure. When should we go? Don’t worry about the money.”

“Wow!”

From then on, everything went smoothly.

“Oppa! Look at this! Isn’t it super cute?”

I had gone from ‘mister’ to ‘oppa’ in no time, and I was ready to move on to the next plan. Or so I thought.

“Seo-jeong, what’s wrong with your eye?”

“Oh, this? I bumped into a drawer…”

“Did someone hit you?” 

“No, oppa. I really just bumped into it.”

“…”

But the bullying from the kids had gone too far.

Even the teachers seemed to be covering it up… I couldn’t just stand by.

“Hey. Call the detective agency. Get the best ones in Korea.”

Fists are faster than the law, and the most effective way to suppress violence is with greater violence.

“School violence? That’s our specialty. We’re more reliable than teachers or the police. We’ve never failed. Trust us, boss.”

Naturally, as one of the cartel bosses, the means I could mobilize were bigger and faster than those of other thugs.

I entrusted the handling of the delinquent kids to ‘school violence resolution experts.’ Looking back now, they were truly terrifying guys.

“Students, come over here.”

The experts observed the gang of bullies for a few days and then dragged them all to a secluded place at once.

I later watched a video file of how they handled the situation, and they were masters of intimidation.

It was so terrifying that it was understandable why the teenage girls wet themselves.

The education office should learn a thing or two from these guys.

“Oppa, what are you thinking so deeply about?”

I was in the middle of reminiscing about the past when Seo-jeong interrupted.

“Oh, nothing. Just thinking about work for a moment.”

“Work? Take it easy. What if you get sick?”

“Are you worried about me?”


“Yes! You need to be healthy so I can eat lots of delicious food!”

“You’ll become a pig if you keep eating like that.”

“No, I won’t!”

Anyway, the fact that Seo-jeong has regained her bright smile is largely thanks to me.

Doesn’t this qualify me enough to become an ally of the Unicorn Knight?



 
  
    Chapter 4. Food Cartel (1)


I safely escorted our Seo-jeong home.

I even went inside the Yoonam Villa where she lives alone.

“I thought this before, but your house seems too small.”

I said while looking around the house. 

I didn’t really think the house was small, I said it to encourage her to move near my house or even live with us.

Don’t misunderstand. 

It’s not because I’m interested in an 18-year-old high school girl.

Isn’t it a tough world for a girl to live alone? 

Moreover, this isn’t even 21st-century Earth but a world inside a B-grade comic.

Although there are no supervillains or superheroes yet (in this world’s common perception, ‘superheroes’ are still just a concept from fiction), it will become a lawless zone filled with supervillains by the middle of the comic, as my friend told me.

To prevent events like the ‘protagonist’s rampage due to family death,’ it’s better to keep her close and protect her. 

Since I don’t know the original story, I’m just preparing for various possibilities.

“House? Oh, it’s not small at all. It’s big enough for one person.”

Seo-jeong put her bag down on the floor and glanced at the room her father used.

The wide-open room was filled with the belongings her father used.

“Oppa, you live in too big a house.”

Seo-jeong’s eyes were filled with bittersweetness and affection as she said that.

This was the biggest reason she didn’t want to move.

I’ve been trying to persuade her to move for a while, but her reaction has always been lukewarm, just like now. 

Maybe she doesn’t want to leave the space filled with memories of living with her father.

“Is that so? Haha.”

Hmm. 

Another failure in trying to get her to move. 

Well, I don’t plan to force her. 

Excessive persuasion can cause cracks in relationships.

“Oppa, do you want to stay for dinner? I’ll make pasta for you.”

“Pasta? That sounds great.”

Still, I can’t leave her in this old villa for too long. 

If I want to boast to the Unicorn Knight that I took good care of her sister, I should at least provide her with a decent living space.

This is as important as the safety I mentioned earlier. 

What if she gets angry and asks if I took care of her sister in a crappy dump?

Thinking about how to change Seo-jeong’s mind, I finished the simple meal and left.

When you read shonen manga, there’s always a scene where the villain organization’s executives gather for a meeting.

This cliché is used to heighten anticipation for the next development by showing villains saying things like, “The protagonist… he’s dangerous. We must eliminate him,” or “The one he defeated was the weakest of our Four Heavenly Kings.”

Why am I explaining this all of a sudden? 

Well, because today is that day.

“Boss, today is…”

“I know, go ahead.”

10 PM. 

Secretary Park had long since left work.

I waved off the subordinate who was talking and checked the memo on my calendar app.

[Meeting of the Idiots]

It’s the regular meeting of the Food Cartel leaders, the villain organization that appears in the first volume of Unicorn Knight and gets wiped out.

Bastards.

“Cheolsu, it’s time.”

I called our organization’s action leader. 

Since this is a place where I need to show my presence, having a muscle man is essential.

Yes, I’m ready.

I hung up the phone and headed to the parking lot. 

There stood the big, bald guy and his thugs with menacing faces.

They were Kim Cheolsu, the action leader, and some retired soldiers. 

Officially, they are my bodyguards, but they are the core strength of the organization, so I take good care of them.

I don’t talk to them roughly like I do with other thugs, I maintain a certain level of decorum.

“What’s this, are we going to war? Relax your faces a bit, or someone might report us.”

I usually speak to them in a semi-formal tone like this.

They chuckled at my words.

“I’m not joking. Seriously.”

It’s not a joke to lighten the mood. 

These ex-military guys look terrifying, so they need to laugh.

They are on a different level compared to the gangsters with potbellies and tattoos. 

Their eyes alone look like those of serial killers.

“Everyone, start practicing smiling from today. Before I add ‘smile time’ to your daily schedule.”

Leaving the bodyguards, whose expressions had hardened, behind, I got into the back seat and fastened my seatbelt. 

Cheolsu sat next to me, and the car started moving. 

It wasn’t my proud Happy Burger car, but a company car.

Vroom!

Five cars followed mine as if escorting it. 

There are no crazy people openly shooting in this city, but just in case.

A cartel. It’s also called a corporate alliance. 

If you add ‘crime’ in front, it becomes a crime cartel, which refers to the act of forming agreements or alliances to prevent large and small crime organizations in the same area from fighting to the death or to drive out external forces.

Did you know? 

A city with a crime cartel is safer than one without.

They keep each other in check and, if a crazy person goes wild, they band together to take them down.

In that sense, ‘Gacheon City’ was relatively safer compared to other cities. 

This was because the crime cartel, the Food Cartel, which had a firm grip on Gacheon City, operated under its own set of rules.

One of the main rules was that anyone who recklessly fired a gun would be executed. 

This was a fairly reasonable rule. 

The moment gunfire erupted, all the organizations in the city would come under attack from law enforcement.

The Korea of this world was very different from the Korea of reality. 


When organizations fought over interests, stabbing with knives or beating to death with clubs was overlooked. 

The public security in this world was too poor to worry about such things one by one. 

However, if gunshots rang out? 

The city would immediately dispatch a special police unit.

A fully armed special police unit composed only of former special forces personnel. 

No one could stop this.

Maybe a supervillain who appears later could do something, but an ordinary first-round villain belonging to the cartel would just be swept away.

Or maybe it would be different if it was that crazy woman’s organization.

“Boss.”

The car stopped, and Cheolsu announced our arrival. 

I nodded and got out of the car.

[Huoguo Huoguo Main Branch]

As the name suggests, it was a Chinese restaurant selling hot pot, and the owner here was one of the bosses of the Food Cartel.

The Food Cartel’s regular meeting was held once every three months, and the location was changed to a business operated by a different boss each time. 

Today was Huoguo Huoguo’s turn.

I entered the building with Cheolsu. 

After being searched by the big guys, I sat down at the dining table. 

The cartel bosses who had arrived earlier stared at me. 

Their gazes were intense, probably because they were all big shots.

“It’s hot, why hot pot? We’ll get heatstroke.”

I couldn’t show any hesitation or fear here. 

I fanned myself and smiled.

“President Yoon, it’s been a while.”

The first to speak was a man in his 50s with a splendid mustache. 

He is the owner of a restaurant called ‘Ninja Ramen.’ 

In reality, he is not a ninja master running a ninja organization, but a yakuza boss whose main source of income is running a gambling den.

I can’t be sure he’s not a ninja. 

I’ve seen a shuriken stuck in his waistband before.

“Well, it’s been three months.”

We’re on equal footing. 

We don’t fight, but we don’t go out of our way to be friendly either.

“You’ve been busy lately.”

A woman in her 40s, who was eating lamb, said nonchalantly. 

She is the owner of a restaurant called ‘Crunchy Toast,’ but her main source of income is running an entertainment establishment, making her a crime boss.

She looks exactly like a prostitute.

“Are your subordinates not listening?”

The owner of ‘Hotpot Hotpot’ chimed in. 

This old man, who looks like a panda, is a Triad executive whose main source of income is loan sharking. 

He probably has the most backing among the people gathered here.

I heard he learned a traditional Chinese martial art called Tongbei Quan in his youth, but I don’t know if it’s true.

“There was a slight communication problem. It’s resolved now.”

He put a shrimp from the hotpot into his mouth and sucked his fingers. 

This is also a kind of psychological warfare. 

You must not get excited or lose your composure first.

“How does that guy from ‘Chicken Heaven’ live now, so embarrassed? He used to be successful, but now he’s broke.”

The owner of ‘Youth Burger’ laughed heartily. 

He is a man in his 30s who looks like a rat.

He does various things like voice phishing, real estate price manipulation, and leading rooms, making him a boss of the MZ gang. 

He also runs Instagram and YouTube.

The burgers sold at his place are expensive and taste like garbage.

Hotpot Hotpot, Ninja Ramen, Crunchy Toast, Youth Burger, and Happy Burger. 

Do you now understand why our organization is called the Food Cartel? 

It’s because all the villains are restaurant owners. 

“President Yoon Do-chul.” 

Ah, here it comes. 

The voice I least wanted to hear. 

I slowly lifted my head while sipping the hotpot broth. 

“Be clear. Are you going to stop smuggling? It seems like you’ve been resting for too long.” 

A blonde beauty with a long scar on her forehead and under her left eye was staring at me with lifeless eyes. 


‘Crazy Frankenstein bitch.’ 

Among the villains I’ve seen since I possessed this body, she’s the closest to a supervillain. 

“Of course not.” 

I smiled softly. 

I predict that she will be the final boss of volume 1.



 
  
    Chapter 5. Food Cartel (2)


Her name is Angela Eisenbart. 

She is the de facto leader of the Food Cartel, the owner of a spaghetti restaurant named SS (Spicy Spaghetti), and her main source of income is drug trafficking. 

Her organization killed Jin Seo-jin, the father of the Unicorn Knight.

She’s German, and her restaurant’s name is SS. 

Doesn’t that remind you of something? 

That’s right. 

This woman is a neo-Nazi. 

In this world, neo-Nazis are ruthless people who use the excuse of raising funds for the revival of Nazism to pursue money, perfectly adapting to the underworld.

She once volunteered for a suspicious experiment called ‘Project Übermensch,’ led by the neo-Nazi leadership. 

This information was obtained through contact with overseas hackers, who charged millions for this top-secret information.

Let’s summarize: Frankenstein’s face + neo-Nazi + volunteering for suspicious experiments + the real enemy who killed the protagonist’s father.

Yakuza? 

Triads? 

MZ gangsters? 

Such trivial settings can’t compare to this.

Angela’s character setting is fundamentally different. 

Doesn’t it seem like she’s flaunting, ‘I’m the main villain’?

“Then why did you stop?”

Angela taps her hand on the table. 

She doesn’t seem to have any intention of backing down easily.

“You know, the investigations around the port have been intense lately.”

There is a plausible excuse. 

An incident happened a few weeks ago. 

A human skull floated up at Gacheon Port, the port of this city.

The police searched the port thoroughly to find the complete body and discovered over 20 corpses at the bottom of the sea. 

All of them were people who had been reported missing.

The police judged the case as ‘a serial killer’s body disposal’ and gave the murderer the nickname ‘Gacheon Port Water Ghost.’ 

They are still investigating diligently at Gacheon Port.

A world where a murderer who killed more than 20 people still roams the city. 

This is such a world.

“Well, that’s true. But listen.”

Angela’s finger keeps tapping on the table.

“Orphanages, foundations, free meals, managing Happy Burger in earnest, investing in slum redevelopment. You’ve been working hard on all these little supports. How do you explain this? Why are you doing things you didn’t do before?”

She points out each thing done to become an ally of the Unicorn Knight.

“Why do I feel like President Yoon Do-chul is having second thoughts?”

She tilts her head 85 degrees to the side.

‘Wow, this bitch.’

She’s really scary. 

From tapping her finger on the table, listing my actions one by one, to suddenly tilting her head. 

It’s a really effective way to instill fear.

It’s a real villain’s threat that I can’t follow with what I learned from movies.

Especially those rotten fish eyes are the key. 

Even if she said ‘I love you’ with those eyes, it would be a foreshadowing of a psychopath yandere’s obsessive confinement.

But if you get scared here, you’re done.

“Second thoughts?”

I snorted and continued.

“What is it? Let’s hear it.”

“………”

Angela silently stares at me.

“Am I trying to wash my hands clean and do legitimate business? Huh?”

“Wasn’t it?”

Good job, bitch.

“Then how do you explain that I replaced all the guys below?”

I pointed out the work I did to strengthen the forces by bringing in retired soldiers, including Cheol-soo.

“Why would someone who’s about to quit gather people? Out of boredom?”

“Well, maybe to stab us in the back?”

“So, someone who’s preparing to stab us in the back is suddenly preparing to go legit? Are you saying Yoon Do-chul plans to take you all down and go legit?”

She alternated eye contact with the other bosses and smirked. 

The only one who laughed along was the boss of ‘Youth Burger,’ an MZ gangster.

Alright. Let’s stop here. 

Pushing further would be dangerous.

“There’s no way. I was just probing around. The Youth Burger boss also runs multiple businesses, right? I was just looking for something to do when Gacheon Port was blocked.”

Of course, my chances of winning against Angela were zero.

One-on-one? No way. 

I’ve seen Angela rip off a safe handle with her bare hands.

I suspect the Übermensch experiment she volunteered for was a surgery to create enhanced humans. 

That scar on her face probably came from that.

So, what about a war between organizations? 

Angela’s neo-Nazi organization monopolizes firearms in this city. 

They’re almost like a military faction. 

Even though gun use is prohibited, they’d probably shoot if things went south.

We’d definitely lose. 

We need to deflect appropriately and move on.

Now, I need someone to back me up. 

Someone to help naturally diffuse the situation.

“Funding is important. I don’t know what business Yoon is interested in, but it doesn’t seem to interfere with our work.”

The Ninja Ramen boss took on that role.

“If he was planning to step back from the business, he wouldn’t have disciplined that bastard from Chicken Heaven. I trust the Happy Burger boss.”

Followed by support from the Youth Burger boss.


It feels like this guy is just helping me because he enjoyed seeing the Chicken Heaven boss get beaten by me. 

Well, I roughly know the reason.

The Food Cartel didn’t always have a tight grip on this city, Gacheon. 

Before Gacheon was declared an international city and redeveloped, it was controlled by local gangs.

Now, it’s a fallen organization called ‘Gacheon Family,’ which collapsed due to the influx of foreign organizations. 

The Chicken Heaven boss was an executive in that organization, and the Youth Burger boss was a low-level member.

Maybe they had a bad relationship back then. 

It’s like a generational conflict between old-school gangsters and MZ gangsters.

“If it goes well, you’ll treat us too, right? If it’s a big business that you can’t handle alone, it’s okay to share.”

The Wajack Toast boss said.

Even though she makes good money in the entertainment business, what is there to share?

Just keep selling your body, you bastard.

“Well, if he says so, we should move on. You’ll resume once the investigation is over, right?”

Good. 

Angela backed off.

“Of course. I’ll bring in all the drugs, so don’t worry.”

Angela is not a pleasure killer who kills at will. 

If she were, she couldn’t sit in the boss’s seat. 

She’s just a typical mafia boss villain who moves for money.

The pressure on me was partly due to the suspicions mentioned earlier, but ultimately it’s because of her business. 

Some of the drugs she sells are smuggled by me.

“Let’s talk about work slowly and have a drink first.”

The Hotpot Hotpot boss offered some Kaoliang liquor. 

This is the reason I hate these damn regular meetings the most. 

Once we start drinking, we drink until someone dies.

Cheers!

So, we drank in a lively atmosphere. 

The first to get drunk was the MZ gangster.

“…Those bastards from afar are ignoring us, huh? But aren’t we the big players controlling Korea?”

He’s just ranting drunkenly. 

After all, it’s just six organizations sharing Gacheon City.

Well, it’s not entirely wrong.

Gacheon is a globally famous international city. 

Not just famous, but in this world, it’s a bigger city than Seoul in Korea.

Isn’t it the main city where the protagonist operates? 

Naturally, it had to be the top city in the country.

I heard from a friend that the ‘Hero Management Bureau’ is also first established here.

The reason this comic is truly amazing is that it deals with the creation of a hero organization, something rarely covered in Korean hero comics or web novels…

I’ve heard it so many times that I know it well. 

The thing I’m waiting for next after the completion of Lollipop Tower is exactly that.

“Hahaha!”

Amidst the laughter-filled drinking party, I discreetly checked the bosses’ eyes and smiles.

Ah, I get it. 

I get it.

These guys are planning to take me down soon.

Villains are suspicious by nature. 

This world is all about backstabbing and getting backstabbed, so they can’t help it. 

Even though they shielded me earlier, they’re still uneasy about me betraying them.

Since I’ve been doing things I didn’t do before, they think I have some ulterior motive. 

But if they remove me now, there will be no one to smuggle illegal goods from overseas, so they’ve postponed it for now.

Once they find someone to replace me, they’ll get rid of me immediately.

It’s okay. 

It’s all part of the plan.

Anyway, before I get targeted, the Unicorn Knight will arrive. 

The ones getting taken down won’t be me, but them.

“The drink tastes good.”

I said something I didn’t mean and took another sip.

The next morning.

“Secretary Park, are you ready?”

I got into the car with Secretary Park, who is the actual operator of Happy Burger. 

It’s my own car, the Happy Burger Car.

“Yes. I swept up all the popular set menus.”

“As expected, Secretary Park, you have a great sense.”

“Hahaha.”

Secretary Park adjusted his glasses, seemingly pleased with the compliment about his sense.

“Driver, please head to Gacheon Port.”

“Yes, sir.”

We headed to Gacheon Port with a bunch of hamburgers. 

Police officers were visible along with the police line.

“Thank you for your hard work since the morning! Please have some hamburgers while you work!”

After getting out of the car, I approached them with a bunch of hamburgers. 

The police laws in this world are much more lenient than in reality, so I can do things like this. 

I checked, and there is no Kim Young-ran Act or anti-graft law here.

Honestly, I understand. 

The police in this world, where public security is poor, have a really hard time making a living. 

Since they risk their lives working, it’s okay to accept some food, right?

“Ah, President Yoon! A busy person like you…”

The oldest police officer approached with a laugh. 

He is in charge here.

I remembered what Angela said at the meeting yesterday. 

Why invest in orphanages and minor support?

Hey, you idiot, do you think you can live long if you just roll around in the underworld as a villain all the time? 

You have to look at the big picture.

“Ah, I just want to give back a little to those who work for Gacheon City. Please enjoy.”


Happy Burger is the top donor to the Gacheon Police Station and the Police Fire Safety Support Association. 

It’s not a bribe but an official ‘donation.’

We cover almost all the medical expenses for police officers injured on duty and support the families of those who died in the line of duty. 

When the police in this city see me, they greet me with eyes full of respect.

This is what ‘image management’ is, you idiot villains.



 
  
    Chapter 6. Happy Burger Boss (1)


Yoon Do-chul’s organization… no, my organization is structured as a cell organization. 

Therefore, the regular members don’t know my face. 

Except for a few smugglers, key executives, and retired soldiers I’ve hired, no one knows me.

The biggest advantage of a cell organization is that it’s hard to trace. 

Even if the police put pressure on lower-level members to extract information, they can’t identify the higher-ups.

So, it’s hard to figure out the relationship between the smuggling organization and Happy Burger. 

Likewise, it’s hard to know that the Happy Burger boss is the boss of the smuggling organization.

Why can I openly donate… I mean, give food donations in broad daylight? It’s simple. 

The police don’t know that I’m the boss of the Food Cartel. 

They just see me as a young, wealthy CEO in his 20s who is generous and cares about the community. 

That’s the extent of my image.

“You can take two, no, three each. I brought plenty.”

“Wow, thank you, boss.”

A young police officer smiled broadly and took five hamburgers. 

He looked like someone who would only eat donuts during work hours.

“Enjoy. Eat a lot.”

Well, he might look like that, but he’s probably a tough guy. 

If he wanted an easy life, there are many other good jobs, but he chose to be a police officer. 

He might not have heroic abilities, but his heart is probably similar.

He just can’t resist his overwhelming appetite.

‘How’s the investigation going? How long will it take? The longer, the better.’

I wanted to say that, but I held back and made small talk instead. 

Saying something like that would ruin this relationship. 

The moment they perceive me as suspicious instead of a passionate supporter, everything falls apart.

The police laws here are different from Earth, so I can get away with more things, but they are not corrupt cops.

“How is Officer Kim Sang-ho doing? Is he much better now?”

“Yes, he’s walking well now. He’ll be able to leave the hospital in two weeks. It’s all thanks to you, President Yoon.”

“That’s a relief. I wanted to visit him personally, but I was worried it might be inconvenient…”

“Oh, not at all. If you had come, he would have jumped up to greet you, haha.”

“Even if it’s just a polite remark, it makes me feel good, haha.”

“Hahaha!”

“Hahaha!”

We ended the conversation with a feeling like ‘Woohoo, fanfare!’ My goal was to gain the police’s favor, so I did everything I needed to do.

“Secretary Park, what’s the schedule for today? Just the important things.”

“There’s a new menu development meeting from 10 AM to 12 PM. From 1 PM to 6 PM, there’s an inspection of Happy Burger’s first store, and nothing after that.”

“Oh.”

So today is the new menu development meeting. 

I forgot because I drank like crazy yesterday.

The first store inspection is nothing special. 

About once a week, I go down to the first store and sell hamburgers as the boss, setting an example. 

It’s roughly like that.

It’s a really annoying and troublesome task, but it’s essential for ‘image management.’ 

It’s like high-ranking officials visiting traditional markets and eating noodles on election day.

Well, it’s not bad. 

I’ve already dealt with Koko Heaven, which lowered chicken prices on its own, and finished the Food Cartel meeting. 

Now, I just need to focus calmly on Happy Burger until the completion of Lollipop Tower.

“There are 30 minutes left until the meeting. Let’s go.”

“Yes, sir.”

We headed to Happy Burger’s headquarters. 

When we entered the meeting room with about 10 minutes left, everything was already prepared.

“One thing I really like is how quick and efficient they are.”

Maybe it’s because the founding members are all key executives of a criminal organization, but each one is very capable. 

There are only seven key executives in the company, but as they say, the lower ranks follow the upper ranks.

It’s a typical small business, a bit rigid and often (actually, frequently) run in a haphazard manner, but it’s better to have a well-established hierarchy than complete chaos.

“Shall we start?”

Since everyone seemed to be here, we just started. 

If we start 10 minutes early, we can finish 10 minutes early.

A woman in her early 30s, who seemed to be the team leader, nodded and started the presentation.

I forgot her name and position, but it doesn’t matter. 

It’s the middle managers who need to remember such details, not the CEO.

Let’s see, the concept for the new menu is ‘special burger.’ 

They said it was prepared as a limited edition menu, so I can expect some unique burgers.

I listened to the woman’s presentation as attentively as possible.

“This is the ‘Army Yummy Burger.’ We combined ‘Army’ from the military and ‘Yummy,’ meaning delicious. As you can see from the picture, it brings back memories for our soldiers…”

Ah, this is terrible from the start. It’s just a military burger, you crazy woman.

If she were from the underworld, I would have yelled at her and prepared a bat, but unfortunately, she’s just an ordinary company employee.

“Next is the ‘Tanghulu Burger.’ We’ve combined this year’s hot food, tanghulu, with a hamburger.

Instead of tomatoes, we used fruits made into tanghulu…”

It got more ridiculous as it went on.

“Next is the ‘Yukhoe Burger,’ which will be Happy Burger’s first premium burger…” 

“Next is the ‘Surströmming Burger’…” 

“Next is the ‘Toothpick Burger’ with fried starch toothpicks…” 

“Next is the ‘Misugaru Burger.’ The buns are made with misugaru…”

Unable to bear it any longer, I reached under the desk and logged into an idle game on my smartphone. 

…Still, I listened to the entire presentation.

“…That’s all.” 

Clap, clap, clap, clap! 

With the customary applause, the female employee returned to her seat. 

Thinking it was a successful presentation, the corners of her mouth lifted.


“Good, everyone. Well done.” 

Forcing a friendly smile, I ended the meeting. 

I didn’t forget to ask the executives to stay behind.

“Well then, I’ll be going now.” 

“Good job.” 

Secretary Park left to attend to business. 

Now, only the key executives remained in the conference room.

“Phew.” 

I rolled up my sleeves and stood up. 

“Lock the door.”

One of the executives, who had been watching me, locked the door and sat back down. 

I took out the club, no, the ‘Merchant Spirit Infusion Rod,’ hidden under the desk and shouted.

“Hey, you bastards, do you think burgers are a joke?!” 

This is why you can’t trust ex-gangsters. 

You have to keep them in line every cooldown period.

“Get down. Quickly.” 

The executives obediently got down without resistance. 

Their compliance made me even angrier.

“Didn’t I tell you to make it as if our family would eat it?”

“Who picked the Army Yummy Burger?” 

“…It was me.” 

“Do you want to feed your kids military rations?” 

“No.” 

“Say the tagline out loud.” 

“Tastes like you want to re-enlist.” 

“You bastard.” 

Bang! Bang! Bang! 

“Re-enlist by yourself.”

There’s a limit to how much you can deceive consumers. 

After hitting three times heavily, I continued.

“Who suggested the Yukhoe Burger?” 

“It was me.” 

“Okay, let’s say it’s better than the others. The taste? It might not be bad. But where and how much will you get the yukhoe? And how much will you sell the burger for?”

“You can’t calculate it now, can you? Because it’s not your money, you don’t care, right?” 

“No.”

“Is this a gourmet burger shop? Should I send you to Cheongnyeon Burger?” 

Here’s a brief info: Cheongnyeon Burger is a gourmet burger franchise. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“If you’re sorry, you should get hit!”

I hit three times again.

“Surströmming Burger.”

“You know without me saying, right?” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Take it like a man.” 

This guy was particularly annoying, so I gave him five hits. 

I also gave three hits each to the Toothpick Burger, Misugaru Burger, and Tanghulu Burger, and ended the beating session. 

“Get out before I turn you into hamburger patties in the grinder.” 

“Boss.” 

The man holding his butt opened his mouth. 

This guy is nominally the second-in-command of Happy Burger.

I thought he was the smartest among the gangsters, but if he keeps messing around like this, I’ll have to reassess my evaluation. 

“Why.” 

“This time the concept is ‘special burger,’ right?” 

“You seem to be mistaken, ‘special’ and ‘crappy’ are completely opposite concepts.” 

“These days, YouTubers are very popular. There are many who review food too.” 

“So?” 

“Even if the quality is a bit lacking, I think it’s a good product to spread by word of mouth. Since it’s a limited edition, we’ll sell a certain quantity and then discontinue it. Isn’t it good for noise marketing?” 

“…..”

Suddenly speaking seriously makes it sound convincing. 

Should I trust him just this once? 

The new menu launch is already announced, and there’s no time to come up with something else now.

“Boss, please trust me this one time. I really studied a lot this time. I’m confident.” 

Ah, seeing a man in his 40s bowing his head to a young guy makes me feel soft-hearted. 

Although it might be misunderstood because of the beating, I don’t always go around beating up my subordinates. 

I’m actually quite lenient in this industry.

I take good care of them. 

I give generous bonuses and plenty of gifts on birthdays (including family birthdays) and anniversaries.


So, even if I tell them to get down, they accept it without resistance. 

This means we have a strong blood bond.

“…We can’t do all of them, just pick two or three. I have to go to the first store, so clean up the meeting room yourselves.”

In the end, I allowed it.

Without having the slightest idea of what effect this would bring.



 
  
    Chapter 7. Happy Burger Boss (2)


“Let’s go to the first branch.”

I got into the Happy Burger car with my driver and personal bodyguard. 

Now, I just need to spend about six hours at the first branch, which can be considered the main store.

This is easy. 

I leave the cooking and dishwashing to other part-timers, and I just stand at the counter. 

These days, the kiosk handles all the payments, so I only need to assist elderly customers who don’t have cards or don’t know how to use the kiosk. 

Such a sweet part-time job? It’s rare.

“Happy, happy, happy~!”

When we arrived at the front of Happy Burger, I saw part-timers dressed in cat costumes dancing. 

They were hired to contribute to job creation, and some of them had severe facial burns or criminal records.

“Happy, happy, happy, happy, happy~!”

These are part-timers who would be in trouble if their faces were revealed. 

I think I did a good job distributing roles.

“Welcome~! Ah, boss!”

As I entered through the front door, a beautiful employee greeted me. 

Of course, only pretty and handsome people work at the counter.

Shouldn’t the boss be looking at them? Don’t be ridiculous.

Yoon Do-chul is just an alpha male by nature. 

Body, face, voice, and even a man’s pride. 

There’s nothing lacking or inferior.

Do you know how Yoon Do-chul, who had no money or connections and came from a slum, became the boss of a smuggling organization? 

He raised a large sum of money by receiving ‘support funds’ from wealthy women and ran the organization. 

The price of the support funds, well, there’s no need to mention it.

You could call him ‘the ladies’ man.’

Now that the organization has grown enough, he doesn’t need to do such things anymore, but he still occasionally gets calls from those people.

– President Yoon, are you free?


	In my mind, it’s always you. Me. Romantic.



– Are you very busy?


	I rented out an entire resort. Just bring yourself.



– Master, Seoyeon is lonely ㅠㅠ Please contact me.


	I miss you, honey.



Of course, I ignored all of them. Rich women? Naturally, most of them are middle-aged. 

Unless I’m in a desperate situation for money, who would want to hang out with 40-50-year-old women when I’m as relaxed as I am now? Just hurry up and eat my burger.

Anyway, I, Yoon Do-chul, am a certified handsome man.

“Boss, it’s been a while~!” “Yeonju, how’s work?” “Of course~!”

Look at this employee with sparkling eyes. 

Normally, if the boss comes directly, it would be burdensome, but isn’t she about to die from happiness? 

And how about that forced delicate voice?

It’s not just the female employees who like me. In fact, when I come, sales go up. 

There’s even an official indicator for this. 

Women customers who wait for this day? 

Don’t even mention it. Some even bring cash just to exchange a few words with me.

“Hello! This is Happy Burger!”

I greeted the customers with a lively voice.

It was when I was dealing with female employees who constantly appeal, “I have nothing to do after my shift~!” and female fans who ask about the release date of new menu items they don’t care about just to talk to me.

“Uh, uh.”

Men with gloomy faces were trembling as they approached the counter.

“He, hee.”

The weakest-looking guy spoke first.

“Yes?”

“Hee, mister…?”

“…Mister?”

Is this guy crazy?

“He, ‘Hee, mister likes that kind of thing’ set, please!”

I wondered why he was acting like that, then remembered that there was a game that recently collaborated with Happy Burger. 

It features a purple-haired character named something-chan, and you have to go to the counter and order a set menu with the character’s catchphrase to get a character photo card.

It’s a ridiculous event, but it actually increased sales a lot. 

Otaku culture is profitable.

“I’ll have the ‘Don’t Call Me Shortened’ set.”

“…One ‘Spilled Tteokbokki in the Server Room’ set.”

Encouraged by their friend’s order, the other two also placed their orders.

“Yes, understood!”

I whispered to the employee in the kitchen.

“Give those guys the ‘Otaku’ sets.”

In this way, I successfully completed my one-day part-time job disguised as an inspection.

A few weeks passed.

I spent time volunteering at the orphanage I support with Seojeong, building goodwill with the police, and managing the organization with Cheolsu, the action leader.

[Lollipop Tower, nearing completion…]

Gulp.

I was very nervous when I heard that the Lollipop Tower would be completed today or tomorrow.

“B-Boss!”

Knock, knock.

Along with Secretary Park’s urgent voice, the sound of a security guard knocking on the door was heard.

What is it? Could it be that the Unicorn Knight came to find me as soon as she arrived in Gacheon City?

‘No way, that’s impossible.’

Jin Seon-ah, the Unicorn Knight, lived in a mysterious place called the Unicorn Cathedral, completely cut off from the outside world. 

She had undergone rigorous training to become a Unicorn Knight.

The day she arrived in Gacheon City was her first day out in the world. 

That’s what I heard from a friend. Even if I don’t know the original story, I know the setting of the main character, so I was sure.

No matter how smart she is, there’s no way she could find out about the food cartel boss on her first day. 

It must be just a worry.

“Let them in.”


Soon, Secretary Park came in and handed me a tablet.

“Boss! It’s amazing, amazing! The word has spread like wildfire!”

“…What?”

I looked at the news article on the tablet.

[Happy Burger’s new product ‘Tanghulu Burger’, sold out within three hours of release] 

[Happy Burger’s ‘Misugaru Burger’ using unique burger buns, becoming a popular item among YouTubers looking for unique foods]

[Aiming for premium burgers, ‘Yukhoe Burger’, is Happy Burger dreaming of handmade burgers?] 

[New burger for Korean tastes… Combining traditional Korean preserved food ‘Misugaru’ with Western cuisine] 

[Many people express discomfort with Happy Burger’s collaboration event, ‘They looked at me like I was a perverted otaku’] 

[A chance to enjoy fresh yukhoe at a fast-food restaurant] 

[Happy Burger, a specialty of Gacheon City, slowly expanding the number of stores] 

[Happy Burger’s endless challenges… Rising from the failure of mint chocolate]

“Some of the articles are definitely staged, but even so, there are just too many positive articles, right?” 

“What is this?” I mean, we worked hard on the advertisements to make sure the new menu doesn’t fail, and even collaborated with a few YouTubers, but for it to turn out like this? 

“Is this a hidden camera prank?” I genuinely couldn’t understand, so I asked. 

“No? Haha, there’s no way it’s a prank. Would you like to watch a YouTube video? It seems to have become famous because of this video.” 

Following Secretary Park’s guidance, I clicked on a YouTube video. 

It was a shorts video with over a million views. 

[Tanghulu, Tanghulu, Tanghulu. Tangtang~ Huluhulu~! In these crazy times, a burger company that released mint chocolate burgers and traffic light-flavored fries has come out with a new product~! 

Today’s new menu is Happy Burger’s ‘Tanghulu Burger’~!] 

A high-pitched male voice played from the tablet. 

[Then let’s investigate it ourselves~! Hobabat~!] 

After a brief introduction, the man took a big bite. 

Chomp chomp chomp chomp! 

[I thought the combination of a soft burger and hard tanghulu wouldn’t go well together, but the texture is surprisingly good, and the sweet and salty balance is perfect~! It’s not something I’d eat often, but it seems good for those times when you crave something sweet but also want a burger~!] 

The reviews are better than I expected. 

I thought it would just be considered a bizarre food, but it’s surprisingly good. …Am I just not keeping up with the times? No. 

That can’t be. It’s just that this world is strange. 

“The promotional effects are good, the stock is rising, and everything is going well.” 

Seeing Secretary Park’s satisfied smile made me smile unconsciously. 

No matter how well the shady business goes, should we only do legitimate business? 

With smuggling stopped, this opportunity was special.

“You’ve got the hang of it, haven’t you? Good. This means a promotion is inevitable (though in a small company, it just means a change in title), and you’ll get a generous bonus too.” “Shall we expand the scope?” 

“Strike while the iron is hot.” 

It’s an old saying. I really like this saying. 

A woman entered the bustling city filled with all sorts of noise. 

“It’s been a while, Gacheon City.” Not accustomed to the city’s everyday noise, she slightly furrowed her brows. 

It seemed it would take some time for her to adapt, given her senses were far superior to those of an ordinary human. 

She walked down the road, flaunting her superior height like an overseas model. 

With her long hair in a ponytail, a baseball cap, an oversized jumper, and a large guitar case big enough to hold a ‘weapon’, her hip fashion drew people’s attention. 


It wasn’t just because she was hip. It was because of the unique, mysterious aura that surrounded her.

“Shall I meet Dad and Seojung first?” 

Ignoring the gazes around her, she passed by a building. 

It was a newly completed building with the sign ‘Lollipop Tower’. 

Unicorn Knight, Jin Seon-ah. Arrived in Gacheon City.



 
  
    Chapter 8. Jin Seon-ah (1)


Unicorn Knight. Her name is Jin Seon-ah. 

Her father is Jin Seo-jin, and her younger sister is Jin Seo-jeong. 

Her mother passed away when she was young, and she has no close relatives. 

She is twenty-three years old. 

She has a blunt and cold personality and a strong sense of justice. 

She is quite tall for a woman, about 175 cm. 

As the main character, she is beautiful and has a good figure. 

What else… Ah, right. Naturally, she is a ‘virgin.’ 

She fights with the power of the unicorn, so she must be a virgin. 

That’s why, despite being the main character, there are no romantic scenes involving her. 

This is the basic setting, and there is more if you include the backstory. 

At the age of 18, Jin Seon-ah was chosen by a supernatural being called a unicorn and was taken to a secret organization called the ‘Unicorn Cathedral.’ 

No, it’s more accurate to say she voluntarily joined. 

‘The Unicorn Lord is the guardian of ideals, fantasies, innocence, and purity. If you become the Unicorn Lord’s knight, you will gain the power to purify this corrupt world!’ 

She must have been swayed by words like that. 

She was only 18, an age where she didn’t know much. 

If you string together some impressive-sounding words and promise immense power, it’s hard not to be tempted. 

Jin Seo-jin opposed it, saying it was dangerous, but no father can win against his daughter. 

In the end, he just said, “I’ll tell Seo-jeong that you went to study abroad in a remote place where it’s hard to contact you. Come back safely,” and she followed the people from the Unicorn Cathedral. 

Thus, Jin Seon-ah trained for five years in a remote place without Wi-Fi to become a Unicorn Knight. 

An 18-year-old girl, at an age full of sensitivity, trained for five years to become a Unicorn Knight without any contact with her family? 

Just from the setting, you can tell, right? She’s an incredibly crazy, no, extraordinary girl. 

That’s why she cuts down villains in the manga without feeling any guilt. 

She was born a psychopath.

Anyway, this is everything I know about the Unicorn Knight.


Surprised I know so much? Well, I can’t help it. 

My friend is a die-hard fan of this damn comic.

“Hey, I’m telling you, it’s really good! Isn’t it cool that a cute warrior girl goes around slicing up villains? No, it’s not because I have a femdom kink or anything. It’s just genuinely interesting! Seriously, stop twisting my words.”

I can still hear my friend’s voice saying that. A social misfit who, even as an adult, only cared about comics and superheroes.

“Sigh.”
Jimin, you bastard. Why did I get possessed instead of you? 

You were the one who read the comic, so why me?
Where the hell are you, anyway? Did you get possessed in some other comic?

 Please don’t tell me you ended up in some “Fluffy Cute Girl Heaven” kind of world.
While I’m here clashing with yakuza, triads, and neo-Nazis, I hope you’re not enjoying some ***. If that’s really the case, I’ll find you one day and kill you. You jerk…

“Oppa~!”

A smiling little girl runs over and jumps into my arms. I set aside my stray thoughts and lift her up.

“Our princess Bomi~! How have you been?”

I always call the girls “princess” when I address them.

Yeah, I know it’s cringy. But what can I do? The kids love it, so I go along with it.

“Oppa, you came too late! You said you’d come back before a week passed!”
“I was busy with work… haha. I’ll make sure to come earlier next time.”
“Okay!”

She’s not my sister or relative. 

There’s no such thing for Yoon Do-cheol, who was an orphan. 

If anything, you could say she’s the beneficiary of my support.

This is an orphanage, and I’m its top donor. 

“You’re still very popular. The girls only cling to you,” said Seojung with a slightly sulky expression. 

There were children gathered around her too, but none approached her as freely as they did me. 

Some children still seemed wary of her, as she was unfamiliar to them. 

“I’ve been coming here often for the past two years. They’re just used to me,” I said with a friendly smile. 

Right now, I’m volunteering at the orphanage with Seojung. 

Since it’s the weekend and she had nothing else to do, she gladly came along. 

It was fortunate because today was a day when Seojung and I had to be together. 

“…She’s coming.”

The Lollipop Tower is complete. 

Today is the day the Unicorn Knight, Jin Seonah, arrives in Gachon City. 

She won’t start slaughtering villains as soon as she arrives. 

She’ll probably want to see her father and sister first. 

That’s why I need to be with Seojung. 

First impressions are crucial. 

I need to show Jin Seonah that I’m taking good care of Seojung to earn points. 

I even went to a ridiculously expensive beauty shop for a full makeover for this day. 

That little brat. 

“How do I look today, kids? Cool?” 

I asked the kids slyly. 

“So cool.” 

“Yeah, yeah!” 

“I love your cologne, oppa!” 

The kids, who are brutally honest (they can tell you ‘You look ugly!’ right to your face), liked it, so I can say my appearance is perfect.

“I need to be seen as a kind person who takes care of his sister and works for peace.”

How much I had prepared for this day. 

I took care of Seojung, sponsored the orphanage and the police station, and stopped smuggling to sell fast food honestly.

Although I did threaten Koko Heaven in the process, that bastard broke the business ethics first, so it should be invalidated.

I mean, the crazy guy tried to sell chicken for 7,000 won by himself. 

It still makes me angry when I think about it. As a fellow small business owner, I couldn’t forgive that.

‘I really worked my butt off.’

As a result, the food cartel bastards, who sensed something suspicious, are now eyeing my back, but it doesn’t matter. 

If I become an ally of the Unicorn Knights, everything will be resolved.

For that glorious first step, I need to create a situation where I ‘run into the Unicorn Knight while taking Seo-jung home after volunteer work.’

“Oh, oppa…”

I was playing with the kids, thinking about how to act to gain favor, when a girl who had been watching me from the corner called me in a trembling voice. She had blonde hair and very pale skin.

“Princess Amy~! It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”

From her name, you can tell that Amy is not purely Korean.


Gachon City is an international city. 

Many people come and go from abroad. 

Some people fell in love with locals and settled down, while others hurried back to their countries before getting tied down.

More than half of the children in this orphanage were born because of the latter. 

It’s a bit harsh to say, but they can be seen as the children of the shadows hidden by the city’s reputation.

Why is Amy, who usually avoids me because she’s in the middle of puberty, looking for me?

“Oppa… take this.”

Amy, who had been hesitating, suddenly handed something over. 

It was a hamburger doll made of wool felt.

“Hamburger?”

Why a hamburger? There are so many cute dolls like sheep or hamsters.

“You like hamburgers, don’t you? Even your car is a hamburger…”

“Oh.”

It’s because of my Happy Burger Car. 

I didn’t really want a hamburger doll, though.

“Did you make this for me? It’s so pretty.”

“I didn’t really mean to give it to you… I was just bored…”

“Thank you. I’ll treasure it.”

Here, I flashed a charming smile.

Amy’s cheeks turned as red as a ripe peach, and she nodded vigorously.

“Oh.”

As I was about to put the wool felt hamburger into my pocket, a sudden inspiration struck me.

“Princesses and princes~! Let’s take a picture~! I brought a Polaroid camera~!”

Ah, this is it. I’ll take a picture with the kids at the orphanage holding the wool felt hamburger.

The scene is already playing out in my head.

While talking to the unicorn knight Jin Seon-ah, I’ll casually drop this photo. 

Seon-ah will pick it up, see the happy smiles of me and the kids, and think, ‘Ah, this person is a good person.’

Perfect.

“Yes!”

The kids, unaware of my ulterior motives, readily agreed. 

Seeing their innocent smiles made me feel a bit guilty, but I tried to ignore it.

Sorry for using you. 

But I’ll support you fully until you get into college, so please forgive me.

“Smile~!” Click!

I kept one photo for myself and gave the rest to the kids. 

With the latest Polaroid camera, I could print multiple photos.

“Wow, the picture turned out great!”

In the photo, I’m pretending to eat a hamburger plushie, surrounded by smiling kids. 

Even Seojung, peeking from the corner with a V-sign, is in it. 

What a peaceful and harmless picture. 

Even a unicorn would recognize this as a masterpiece.

‘Buhi-hit‘
I laughed slyly to myself as I played with the kids until the volunteer work ended.


“Ugh, ugh.”

The woman who had been staring at me suddenly started gagging.

“Reeking of a filthy male prostitute…”

“Reeking of a filthy male prostitute”—those were the first words I heard when I met the protagonist of the original comic.

Damn it.



 
  
    Chapter 9. Jin Seon-ah (2)


The place where I met Jin Seon-ah was in front of Seo-jung’s house. 

She was sitting on the ground, leaning against the door like a loan shark coming to collect money.

What’s with the guitar case? Why is she carrying that?

“…Unnie?”

The first to react was Jin Seo-jung. 

She stopped in her tracks and stared at Seon-ah as if she had seen a ghost.

In a way, she had seen a ghost.

It doesn’t make sense. 

Even if she was studying abroad, how could there be no contact at all? 

In this day and age? They must have hidden the truth thinking I was too young to handle the shock. 

It’s okay. 

I accepted her death a long time ago.

That’s what Seo-jung said when I asked her before. 

It’s no wonder she’s surprised to see her sister, whom she thought was practically dead, return.

It’s amazing she recognized her right away. 

Five years have passed, so her appearance and aura must have changed a lot. Is this the power of blood ties?

“Hello, Seo-jung. It’s been five years.”

Jin Seon-ah stood up with a smile. 

Her tall height and long, slender limbs stood out. 

Just like the original description, she had a model-like figure.

“Where’s Dad? It seemed like no one was home…”

As she spoke, Jin Seon-ah turned her gaze towards me. 

It seemed she just noticed me.

I met her eyes.

A slender and sharp face. 

Half-closed eyes and a high nose bridge. 

Overall, she had a chic and haughty image.

‘She’s really freaking pretty.’

She was an incredible beauty, as expected of the protagonist.

There’s a saying. 

If someone is moderately pretty, you might stare at them, but if they’re on another level, you don’t even think about it. 

She’s the kind of beauty that makes you feel like you shouldn’t confess. 

That’s exactly how she felt.

I had prepared many words, but they didn’t come out easily.

My heart is pounding. 

It’s not just because she’s beautiful. 

This feeling… it’s closer to fear than love. 

Like prey frozen in front of a predator, I was paralyzed. 

‘Damn.’

[Those who have lost their purity feel shame and fear when they meet the Unicorn Knight’s gaze. The more corrupt they are, the greater the fear they experience. Feel your sins spread through your veins.]

I had forgotten about that damn setting for two years until I met her in person. 

I don’t know about the shame part, but I can definitely feel the fear. 

It’s absolutely chilling. 

It’s like facing a gaze of judgment.

“Who are you? Why are you with Seo-jung?”

Did Jin-seon’s eyes just momentarily sparkle like stars? Maybe it was just my imagination. I was about to say something when—

“Ugh, ugh.”

Jin-seon, who had been staring at me, suddenly gagged and covered her mouth. 

Does she really have the ability to sense purity? I don’t remember hearing that from my friend.

I was about to pull out a handkerchief to offer her when—

“Reeking of a filthy male prostitute…”

She suddenly hurled that insult at me and quickly stepped back. 

Then, with a look of hatred in her eyes, she turned to Seo-jung and spoke.

“Who is this man? Why are you hanging around with such a worn-out scumbag?”

“Heh.” 

I let out a hollow laugh in disbelief.

In that moment, all the plans I had carefully crafted to win her favor crumbled. 

Her opinion of me hits rock bottom just from seeing my face? 

Isn’t that a bit too much, damn it?

“Did you just say… your dad passed away?”

Somehow, the three of us ended up entering Seo-jung’s house. 

Jin-seon-ah, who had been glaring at me while sitting next to Seo-jung, had her mouth wide open.

“It happened three years ago.”

Seo-jung said calmly. 

Her expression was cold as she looked at her sister, whom she hadn’t seen in five years.

Unlike her haughty sister, Seo-jung had a cute appearance. 

Even I was taken aback by her icy gaze, seeing this side of her for the first time.

“Three years… Seo-jung, then how did you…”

“It’s been three years, and you didn’t know until now?”

Jin-seon-ah closed her mouth at Seo-jung’s words. 

It was clear she was extremely flustered.

“Se-Seo-jung. Your sister had her reasons. I…”

“Save the excuses for later. Don’t you have something else to say first?”

“…I’m sorry.”

She didn’t even call her ‘sister.’ 

Was Seo-jung angry at Jin-seon-ah for suddenly showing up after five years?

Well, I would be angry too. 

She had been struggling alone at a young age, thinking her sister was dead, only for her to suddenly show up and ask how she had been.

This isn’t just deceit, it could make one’s blood boil.


She’s probably doing this out of sorrow, so after talking for a few hours, things might get better. While waiting for them to hug and cry, I should prepare what I need to say next.

What will Seo-jung say now? ‘Shouldn’t you explain where you’ve been all this time?’ or ‘Why did you disappear without telling me?’

However, the answer was unexpected.

“Forget about apologizing to me. First, apologize to Do-chul oppa.”

“…What?”

“He’s the only one who helped me after Dad passed away. He managed Dad’s grave with his own money and went to the police station to clear Dad’s name.”

“He requested an investigation, checked on me during his busy schedule, and even sent me support funds. He also comes to pick me up whenever I go out, worried that it might be dangerous.”

Ah, so she wasn’t angry because her sister suddenly showed up. 

She was angry because she insulted me.

“What did you call him? A slut? A gigolo? You said that the moment you saw him?”

Seo-jung’s face twisted in anger.

“Th-that was…”

“Are you crazy? Where did you learn to talk like that? It’s so low-class.”

“…!”

Jin-seon-ah’s face turned pale.

‘Hehe.’

Our sharp Seo-jung, well done!

Honestly, it feels great. Jin-seon-ah, you little brat. What do you know about anything? 

Even if you split my past and present lives, I’m still older than you.

If you weren’t the protagonist, I’d just…

But I didn’t want the situation to get this tense. 

I need to lighten the mood.

“I think there’s been a misunderstanding. Haha. Miss Seon-ah? My name is Yoon Do-chul. You were surprised to see your younger sister with an adult man, right? It’s not what you think. As Seo-jung said, I was just picking her up. The world is dangerous these days, and Seo-jung lives alone. I was worried about her. I had no bad intentions.”

But maybe because Seo-jung’s words were too harsh, Jin-seon-ah stood still as if she were petrified.

It seems like she can’t hear me. Should I wait a bit longer?

But Seo-jung didn’t wait.

“What are you doing? Oppa is talking. Are your ears blocked?”

Our Seo-jung, you’re quite good at being sharp-tongued. 

But now is not the time to fight. 

If you provoke your sister like that, later on, our kind Do-chul oppa’s head will fly off.

Jin-seon-ah, who had been alternating her gaze between me and Seo-jung, seemed to come to her senses and spoke again.

“Se-Seo-jung. It’s not like that. That guy is really dangerous. I can tell. He will definitely-”

Unfortunately, Jin-seon-ah’s excuse didn’t work well on Seo-jung.

“Get out.”

“….”

“I said, get out.”

“Seo-jung, listen to your sister for a moment.”

Seo-jung suddenly stood up and grabbed the guitar case that Jin-seon-ah had brought. 

Then, with angry steps, she walked to the front door.

Beep~! Thud!!

The sound of the door lock opening and the guitar case being thrown echoed.

“Seo-jung…!”

Jin-seon-ah stood up with a tearful face. 

How must it feel to be kicked out by your younger sister after seeing her for the first time in a long while?

Of course, I was just watching with great interest.

“Get out!”

“Sister was wrong, okay?”

The sound of the two women arguing at the front door could be heard. 

It was more like Seo-jung was pushing Jin-seon-ah out unilaterally.

“Sister has a lot to talk about with you too. Calm down first…ugh!”

“Get out of my house! Don’t come back again!”

Bang!

The sound of the door closing and Jin-seon-ah moving away was heard. 

Did she succeed in kicking her sister out?

I shouldn’t intervene in family matters right away. 

I’ll step in after three minutes.

Three minutes passed. 

When I peeked out, I saw Seo-jung sitting in front of the front door, sobbing.

“Dad… even though you weren’t there… you shamelessly came back… sob!”

…So she was also angry at her sister who showed up after five years.

I approached and comforted her for a few hours. Seo-jung cried herself to sleep.

“Hmm.”

I gently stroked Seo-jung’s forehead. 

It made me feel sorry for her, thinking about all the emotional struggles she had at such a young age.

You might think I’m being hypocritical, considering I approached her for survival, but it’s complicated.

Initially, I did approach her because of the original protagonist. 

But as we spent time together, I naturally grew fond of her.

Especially since Seo-jung is such a kind and upright person, I grew attached to her quickly.

Even if she’s not like a real sister, I now feel like I’m taking care of a friend’s younger sister. 

Even if she becomes an ally of the Unicorn Knight, I plan to take good care of her.

I am a warmer person than I might seem.

I carefully closed the door and left the house. 

What should I do now? My first impression is completely ruined.

Since the building doesn’t have an elevator, I turned to go down the stairs.


“…..!”

I saw Jin-seon-ah sitting miserably on the stairs. 

She was hugging the guitar case tightly, looking almost soulless.

“Uh, Miss Seon-ah?”

I still have a chance to make up for it.



 
  
    Chapter 10. Jin Seon-ah (3)


Jin Seon-ah just glared at me with a look of contempt without saying a word.

No, this is unfair. 

I didn’t even get caught doing something bad, so why do I have to receive such a look? 

Come on, I’m in my late twenties and good-looking, so it’s inevitable, right? 

Who keeps their purity for life anyway?

If I had done it, I wouldn’t even feel wronged. 

It was that bastard Yoon Do-cheol who enjoyed it, not me. 

I haven’t even had the chance to do it a few times since I got here! Too busy!

Sigh, calm down and let’s start with Seo-jeong’s story.

“Seo-jeong seemed to be quite shocked today. From her perspective, her sister, whom she thought was dead, has come back to life, right? It looks like she needs some time to accept it, yes.”

The answer came back very briefly after three minutes.

“…How is Seo-jeong?”

At least she used honorifics, that’s a relief.

“She’s sleeping now. Once she wakes up after a good sleep, Seo-jeong will calm down too. It would be better if you come back tomorrow.”

Jin Seon-ah sighed with a troubled expression. 

Ah, that look. 

I think I understand the situation.

“Is it because you don’t have money?”

“No.”

I saw her hesitate for a moment. 

It’s no use speaking firmly.

These bastards at the Unicorn Cathedral, aren’t they just thugs? 

They should at least give some money before sending her off.

“It’s just that the money hasn’t come in yet.”

“Instead of doing this here, how about we have dinner first? Don’t worry, it’s on me.”

“I’ll take care of it.”

She’s really a stubborn woman.

“Then, I’ll be off.”

Jin Seon-ah, carrying a guitar case, tried to stand up. 

Do I have to use Seo-jeong’s name again?

“Aren’t you curious about how Seo-jeong has been?”

Growl.

At the perfect timing, Jin Seon-ah’s stomach growled. 

Embarrassed, she quickly turned her head.

Even a unicorn knight feels hunger.

“How about listening slowly while having a meal?”

I smiled kindly.

“Eat slowly. You’ll get indigestion.”

I watched Jin Seon-ah slurp down the sirloin steak like soup. 

Does she even chew? 

Should I have taken her to an all-you-can-eat meat restaurant?

But she eats well. 

She’d make a good mukbang YouTuber.

Jin Seon-ah, with her cheeks puffed out, slightly nodded. 

Did her guard down because she was eating? 

If so, that’s good.

“Let’s finish the meal first, and then talk while having dessert. 

The dessert here is really delicious.”

I deliberately came to a restaurant that women would fall for. 

It’s so expensive that ordinary couples can’t even think of it as a date spot.

You can tell just by looking at the customers here. 

Except for Jin Seon-ah and me, there are only rich ladies.

Heh.

Ah, it’s starting again. 

The lady at the next table winked at me. 

She had been sending me intense signals with her eyes since earlier, and now she decided to make a move.

She must have gained confidence because Jin Seon-ah and I don’t look particularly wealthy. 

She probably thinks we’re an ordinary couple who saved up hard to come here.

She’ll probably ask to join us and try to show off that she has more money and is superior to the woman (Jin Seon-ah) sitting in front of me. 

This happens every time I come to a place like this, so I’ve memorized it even if I didn’t want to.

Should I have worn more luxurious clothes? 

If I had, she wouldn’t have even thought of making a move. 

I dressed modestly to make a good first impression on Jin Seon-ah.

“Is this your first time here? Would you like a dessert recommendation? The desserts here are famous.”

The lady, who walked over elegantly, spoke to Jin Seon-ah. 

She spoke to Jin Seon-ah, but her eyes were on me.

She’ll naturally try to join us while recommending something. 

This sly woman.

Well, she is pretty. 

Although I called her a ‘lady,’ she looks like she’s in her twenties. 

She must have spent a lot of money on maintaining her appearance. 

Confident in both her money and looks, she came to steal a man (not really) who already has a partner.

“No, it’s okay. We have a lot to talk about.”

I firmly refused before Jin Seon-ah could say anything. 

If you don’t cut it off from the start, it’ll just drag on.

“Oh… please continue your conversation.”

The lady, her face flushed, clattered away. 

Normally, I might have played along for a bit, but now is not the time. 

I need to show the most upright and innocent image possible.


“Shall we order dessert now?”

“Oh, yes.”

“How about a bite of crème brûlée first…”

“Can I hear how Seo-jeong has been doing?”

She’s in a hurry. 

Well, that’s understandable.

“Sure.”

I ordered the dessert casually and told Jin Seon-ah about Seo-jeong.

I mentioned that since she had no close relatives, a youth counselor became her guardian, and due to a lack of support funds, she had to make do with instant noodles. 

Even though I summarized it quite a bit, her expression darkened.

“…Seo-jeong is right. I wasn’t qualified to be her sister.”

“You went far away to work. If you explain that part in detail, Seo-jeong will understand.”

“That… sigh.”

Yes, I know. 

It’s frustrating because you can’t explain it in detail. 

Who would believe things like the Unicorn Cathedral and whatnot?

It’s foolish to pry into what she did there. 

Let’s move on to the next topic.

“Then…”

“Aha…”

We finished a few short question-and-answer exchanges.

Now, it’s time to start the real work.

“Are you Jin Seo-jin’s daughter? You look a lot like him.”

Here, I subtly hint, “I know your father.”

“…Do you know my father?”

“Oh, of course. He was my first and last teacher in life. Let’s see…”

Pretending to search through my gallery, I click on the graduation album photo I had prepared in advance, marking the end of the first step.

“Ah! Found it. Look at this. It’s my graduation album. My eyes look a bit fierce, right? I was a troublemaker back then, haha.”

Jin Seon-ah, who took the phone I handed over naturally, examined the photo.

She took it without touching my fingers at all. 

Sharing a table is fine, but nothing else, huh?

She didn’t even make eye contact during the conversation. 

How can a guy live with such a reputation?

“This school…”

She seems to remember. 

Well, she must have visited the school where her father worked at least once.

“It’s Gacheon Temporary School. Mr. Jin established it.”

“So, you were my father’s student.”

“The worst student, actually. I caused him a lot of trouble. I wanted to come back after achieving great success… sigh.”

Here, I put on a sad face.

I studied acting for two years. 

This always works.

“Ah…”

Jin Seon-ah made a face that seemed to understand the situation roughly.

“Still, if it weren’t for him, I wouldn’t even have learned to read Korean. Hahaha.”

Here, I lighten the mood with a joke.

She just blinked.

Okay. 

No reaction. 

Move on casually.

“Here comes the dessert. Let’s talk slowly while eating.”

So, while eating dessert (Jin Seon-ah ate most of it), I told her stories about Seo-jeong. 

I didn’t mention any of the support I provided. 

It’s not cool if it comes from me.

It’s more impactful if Seo-jeong tells her directly later.

“It’s getting late. Shall we get going? You need to find a place to stay.”

“Ah…”

We left the restaurant together and walked to the parking lot.

“Let’s make a reservation on the phone first…”

Wait a minute. 

Has this woman ever used a phone?

“…Seon-ah, do you have a phone?”

“Of course.”

Jin Seon-ah, speaking curtly, pulled out a square, black device from her pocket.

“Is that a cell phone?” 

“No, what era are we in that you’re using a flip phone? Unicorn Cathedral, you guys again? To maintain purity, you must stay away from civilization, is that it? Are you trying to raise a primitive virgin?” 

“…It’s just temporary. I’ll change it when I get some money.” 

Jin Seon-ah blushed, knowing her phone was strange.

“Can you make calls with it?” 

“Yes. …Probably.” 

“Then why aren’t you calling Seo-jeong?”

“It’s a temporary phone. I don’t have any numbers saved.” 

“…You don’t know Seo-jeong’s number?”

“…No.” 

“Oh.” 

Suppressing his confused feelings, he opened the passenger door of the Happy Burger Car. 

“Get in. I’ll take you to a hotel I know.” 

“…Thank you.” 

After a short drive, he dropped Jin Seon-ah off at the hotel entrance.

She looked around the car with wide eyes, as if it was her first time in an expensive car. 

It was kind of cute. 

“This should be enough for a day.” 

He took out his wallet and handed her a few bills. 

Jin-Seon-ah hesitated but took the money.

“…Isn’t this too much, including the meal?”

This woman. 

Does she have to say that after eating everything? 

“Pay me back when you make a lot of money later. Don’t worry and go in.” 

For now, this is it. 

He never intended to finish all the goodwill in one day. 

This kind of thing takes time. 

As he was about to get back in the car, Jin Seon-ah’s voice stopped him.

“He won’t think of you as a bad student.”

“What?” 

“My father would be proud. He would have liked how well you grew up.”

For the first time since being kicked out of Seo Jeong’s house, she made eye contact with him.

He quickly looked away, scared. 

Damn, that was surprising. 

“Thank you for taking care of Seo Jeong. And…”

Jin Seon-ah bowed her head.

“I apologize for calling you a male prostitute and other things when we first met. Take care.” 

“…Yes, go inside.” 

He smiled awkwardly and got in the car. 

Good. 

This is the perfect ending. 

As he was driving the Happy Burger Car excitedly, he thought, 

“Oh.” 

Where did the photo from the orphanage go?

I needed to show that too. 

“Ah, damn.” 

Did I drop it when I took out my wallet? 


This sucks. 

I needed to show that too. 

He went back to the hotel 10 minutes later to look for it, but couldn’t find it. 

“Should I go to the orphanage again? Take another photo?” 

Sigh.



 
  
    Chapter 11. Jin Seon-ah (4)


As Jin Seon-ah watched him leave in the car with the strange hamburger statue in front of the hotel, guided by Yoon Do-chul, she pondered.

‘Did the Unicorn Sensor… get it wrong?’

The Unicorn Sensor was an ability to perceive the purity of someone’s gaze when their eyes met. 

It had been a while since she visited her home, and the man who appeared with her younger sister seemed nothing but corrupt.

She couldn’t help but feel nauseated. 

The words “worthless scoundrel” were on the tip of her tongue, like a regional dialect.

For the past five years, she hadn’t faced real-life situations due to her training, but the true nature of this man was obvious. 

She wanted to grab him by the collar and ask what crime he had committed.

The problem was that Seo-jeong was right there. 

Even if revealing her own identity was acceptable, killing a man who seemed connected to her sister would be irreversible.

First, she needed to get rid of the man. 

That’s what she thought, but the results weren’t good. 

Instead, she was faced with the shocking truth that her father had died three years ago.

Furthermore, the man’s actions, as recounted by her sister, left Jin Seon-ah extremely confused. 

It was absolutely impossible for a corrupt individual to show such behavior.

“What happened…?”

When she was sitting on the stairs after being kicked out of the house, Yoon Do-chul approached her again.

“Seon-ah, can I talk to you? I wants to go on a date with you. I’ll give you information about your sister.”

At that moment, she decided to follow him, keeping an eye on what he would do. 

While her sister’s story was crucial, this man’s fate was also important.

Going to extremes and humiliating oneself while crossing the line—then it’s time to take decisive action. 

A spear made from a unicorn’s horn, thrust into the chest, should suffice.

Earlier, she couldn’t handle the situation calmly, but that was merely due to her lack of experience.

Now, it’s time to seize the opportunity with composure and end it.

That’s what she thought.

However, during the entire meal, he didn’t exhibit any weird behavior.

He was polite and composed to the point where she wondered if the sensor was malfunctioning.

Although she could easily kill him if she were certain, she still lacked conviction.

“Your father would be proud. He’d say you’ve grown up splendidly and would have liked you.”

Since he helped her father and looked after her sister, she at least owed him some courtesy.

After Yoon Do-chul left, her mind raced.

“Even with psychic abilities, you can’t see through everyone.”

That was the realization Jin Seon-ah gained upon returning to Gacheon City. 

She was about to enter the hotel when—

Buzz!

Her phone vibrated like a walkie-talkie.

Click!

She opened the cover and answered the call. 

Only two or three people could contact her on this phone.

[Hello~?]

A voice-modulated woman’s voice flowed from the phone.

“Who is this?”

[Oh~ This voice is new. It’s me, Kelpie! It’s an honor to work together!]

Kelpie—a hacker who collaborated with the Unicorn Cathedral to support Jin Seon-ah during her time as a Unicorn Knight. 

Since Kelpie claimed to be able to do anything as a hacker, perhaps she held a position akin to an all-purpose assistant.

“Why did you call using this phone? It’s too conspicuous.”

‘Is this a mobile phone?’

Jin Seon-ah’s narrowed her eyes as the words came to mind. 

[Oh, that’s a precious one. It’s a satellite phone made with cutting-edge technology.]

“A satellite phone? What’s that?” 

[Well… It’s an expensive and high-end phone. I’ve tweaked it slightly to avoid tracking. So, don’t dislike it too much. It’ll be essential for your operations, you know?]

“Is it for work?” 

Seon-ah grumbled quietly, 

“Can’t you find one for everyday use?” 

[Endure just a couple more days. I’m transporting it without external assistance, so it might take a while. We can’t afford any slip-ups, right?]

“Got it.” 

Seon-ah quickly agreed. 

Since recording money transfers would cause headaches for both parties, it was best to be thorough, even if it took a little longer.

[Have you met any friends or family? It’s a bit embarrassing, but could you lend me a little? I’ll pay you back later. Double the amount!]

“That’s not the situation. It’s… not good.” 

‘Looks like this conversation will drag on.’ 

Seon-ah sighed, scanning for a place to sit. 

She noticed a fallen photograph on the ground—the spot where Yoon Do-chul had stood. 

Curiosity piqued, she picked up the photo. 

It showed Yoon Do-chul pretending to eat a hamburger toy, surrounded by smiling children. 

Even her sister Seo-jeong peeked from the corner, flashing a V-sign. 

It was a picture of pure happiness.

Blinking, Seon-ah tucked the photo into her pocket.

“Kelpie, I have a favor to ask.” 

[Whatever it is, if it’s something I can do, I’ll help.]

“Find out who killed the teacher Jin Seo-jin in Gacheon City. Our enemies might be involved.” 

[Understood.]

“And…” 

Seon-ah tapped the photo she had put in her pocket with her index finger. 

“Look into this person named Yoon Do-chul.” 

[Ah, Yoon-sajang?]

“Do you know who he is?” 

[I do. He’s one of the cartel bosses in Gacheon City. I’ve been commissioned by him before. I think it was two years ago.]

“…What?” 


[I told you. Before I received the call from the church, I was a famous hacker in the underworld.]

Surprisingly, the ‘overseas hacker’ hired by El Chapo to track down neo-Nazi boss Angela Eisenbart was none other than Kelpie before he collaborated with the church.

“But that’s not all.”

[Huh?]

“Is it true that Yoon Do-chul is a cartel boss?” 

Jin Seon-ah’s eyebrows raised. 

***

“Ugh, I have a headache.” 

I had celebrated drinking my first glass of whiskey yesterday, but now I felt terrible.

I remembered having one drink, but nothing after that.

Did the success of the two-year preparation got into my head?

I’d have to be more careful from now on.

But what time was it? 

“8:50? A boss really knows how to time things, damn it.”

Even though it’s Sunday and there’s no need to go to work, there’s still a certain mindset. 

Being a CEO means there’s no easy weekend off. 

There are no fast-food joints where you can take weekends off. 

You always have to be prepared for incidents and accidents.

If a case does happen on the weekend, Secretary Park will probably handle it first, but the final approval still goes through me.

And yet, I’m lying here asleep? 

That’s not how a CEO should behave.

‘First, let’s have some water.’

Maybe it’s because I’ve been drinking alcohol like water, my throat feels parched.

Hydration is essential.

As I headed to the kitchen, I opened the door.

Ding-ding-ding-ding!

The intercom blared brightly. 

What’s going on? 

Is someone coming so late that it’s suspicious? 

Maybe Chul-soo sent some kids?

I checked the intercom. 

To my surprise, Jin Seon-ah was standing there, looking at me expressionlessly.

“……”

My breath caught. 

Did I give her my home address?

Just to be sure, I reviewed the intercom log.

[08:00] 

[08:05] 

[08:10] 

[08:15] 

[08:20] 

~~~

[08:45]

Every five minutes, the doorbell had been ringing for over an hour. 

Was someone systematically pressing it in front of our house?

What the hell?

It’s too eerie. 

What kind of madness is this?

“…Seon-ah, what’s going on?”

I adjusted my voice and spoke into the intercom. 

Seon-ah, who heard my words, attached something to the intercom.

It was nothing special—just a photo I had accidentally dropped yesterday.

“I thought you might have left the photo behind, so I brought it back for you.”

“Ah…! Could you wait just 10 more minutes?”

If I’m asking her to leave just the photo, I should at least offer some hospitality. 

The problem is, I haven’t even showered yet, and the smell of alcohol is still strong. 

If I want to maintain the good impression I made yesterday, I need to wash up thoroughly.

“Sure, I can wait for 10 more minutes.”

“…Thank you.”

Was there something meaningful in her words? 

Anyway, I hurriedly headed to the shower.

After a lightning-fast shower, I dressed appropriately and opened the intercom for the front door, backyard gate, and middle door. 

My house has multiple entrances because it’s a high-end residence.

“Ah, you’ve waited a long time, haven’t you? I overslept.”

I tried my best not to meet her eyes directly as I spoke.

“Are you not going to work today?”

Quite a direct question.

“It’s the weekend, so I’m not going to work. But the store is open, haha.”

“Why do you keep avoiding eye contact?”

Is she asking because she doesn’t know? 

Well, it’s because of her eye effect.

“Whenever I look into your eyes, my heart flutters. It’s a bit embarrassing.”

“Really?”

Jin Seon-ah moved her face in the direction I had turned my gaze. 

Our eyes met again.

This time, nothing happened. 

Does her eye effect have an on/off switch?

“Is it okay now?” 

“Yes, it is.”

Jin Seon-ah’s expression was different from yesterday—more composed, to be precise. 

What happened in those few hours?

“Here, take the photo.”

“Ah, thank you. Since you’re here, would you like a drink?”

“You mentioned you’re not going to work today, right? Hm.”


Suddenly, Seon-ah cleared her throat and looked somewhat embarrassed.

“I’d like to talk to Seo-jeong, but could you come with me? I keeps pressing the doorbell, but she don’t open the door for me…”

It was a request that seemed to say, “I really hate asking, but you’re the only one who can do this.” 

She blushed a little as she made the request.

Ugh, it’s so annoying.



 
  
    Chapter 12. An Uneasy Relationship (1)


I planned to relax this weekend, but things got messed up.

“Of course, I’ll help. I’ll call Seo-jeong.”

I accepted with a laugh. 

I had no choice.

They wanted to use me as a mediator to reconcile with my sister. 

What excuse could I make to refuse?

We settled in a nearby café and called Seo-jeong.

“They said they’ll arrive in 40 minutes. They should be here by the time we finish our coffee.”

“Thank you.”

Jin Seon-ah, who bowed her head, straightened her back and looked at me.

What is it? 

Does she have something to say?

She just kept staring at me. 

Not even glancing, but openly staring.

What is this? 

How should I interpret that look? 

The eyes of a detective expecting a clue?

Could it be that she knows my true identity? 

Did she stay up all night investigating me? 

Even though I paid for the hotel, was she just wasting time?

I couldn’t let my guard down. 

I hadn’t read the original work, so I didn’t know how extensive the protagonist’s information network was.

Had she already contacted the powerful allies from the original comic?

“How did you find my house? I don’t remember introducing it to you.”

I decided to clear up a simple question first. 

If she couldn’t answer properly here, I would have to assume Jin Seon-ah had investigated me.

Of course, that didn’t mean I could do anything about it. 

I was just a minor character who dies in 10 panels, so all I could do was get really angry or break things.

“I asked the hotel manager. They told me because you left something behind.”

“Ah, I should have left my phone number.”

Jin Seon-ah shook her head slightly, indicating it wasn’t necessary.

Am I overreacting to her gaze? 

I hope that’s all it is.

It was inevitable that Jin Seon-ah would discover my true identity.

My plan to become a ‘Unicorn Knight Ally’ was also based on the assumption that she would find out who I am.

But finding out so soon after we met? 

That’s a different story. 

I wanted her to discover my identity after we had significantly closed the psychological distance between us.

That way, she would ponder for a long time, thinking, ‘There’s no way Docheol would do that…’ 

My plan starts with the assumption that Jin Seon-ah would be conflicted.

I waited for what felt like 4 hours, though it was only 40 minutes, with a complicated mind. 

Jin Seon-ah sipped the coffee she had ordered earlier and looked outside, while I fiddled with my phone.

“My brother asked me to come out.”

Finally, Seo-jeong arrived.

She spoke bluntly and sat next to me, glaring at Jin Seon-ah.

I had hoped to leave if things went well, but this might be difficult.

“I received an apology from Seon-ah. It seems there were misunderstandings between us. It’s okay now.”

Seo-jeong still couldn’t hide her uncomfortable expression.

Hmm, I might need to be more assertive.

“Seo-jeong.”

I took her hand. 

Although I held Seo-jeong’s hand, Jin Seon-ah flinched beside me.

“You know I grew up alone without a family, right?”

“…Yes.”

“Seon-ah is now your only family and sister. She’s a precious connection, the only one in the world. Can’t you listen to her just once? I can’t even listen to my family anymore.”

The latter part is sincere. 

Being stuck in this damned world, I can no longer meet my original parents. 

Although my relationship with my family wasn’t good, I never intended to live without seeing them at all.

Maybe because I put some sincerity into it, I feel my eyes getting a bit teary. 

Seo-jeong seems flustered too.

“Sigh… If you say it like that, I can’t refuse.”

Persuaded by my words, Seo-jeong looked at Jin Seon-ah with slightly softened eyes, indicating she would listen.

“I… lived in a place far removed from modern civilization. It was like a temple. I wanted to write to you and Dad, but it was impossible due to the doctrines. It was a place where you had to cut off all attachments to the real world and focus on training.”

She didn’t mention that she was training to become a Unicorn Knight at the Unicorn Cathedral. 

Well, I understand. 

It must be something important enough to keep secret even from family.

“You lived in such a place for five years? Why?”

“At that time… I didn’t have any peace of mind. I didn’t know what I wanted to do, and I wasn’t sure what I could do. I needed a place to forget everything and rest.”

Jin Seon-ah explained it as if she had turned to religion during a difficult time in her life.

Even knowing the truth, it sounded like a plausible excuse.

In 21st-century Earth terms, it was like a high school girl tired of life entering a Hindu temple and living there for five years. 

It’s unusual, but not impossible.

“…So, Seo-jeong…”

Thus, the heartfelt conversation continued for hours.

“…Sister, you had a hard time too.”

Jin Seon-ah’s sincerity reached Seo-jeong.

“Seo-jeong, can you forgive me? I’m really sorry.”

“Sigh, I don’t know anymore. My head is too confused.”

Seo-jeong sighed at her sister’s plea.


“I understand. It won’t be easy to resolve five years of pent-up emotions all at once. Even if you apologize now, it won’t change the fact that you weren’t at Dad’s funeral.”

“But, do you have a place to stay, sis?”

Seojin, who now at least called her ‘sis,’ asked.

“I’ll be staying at a hotel.”

“Don’t do that, come home. I’ve cleaned up a room for you.”

“Seo-jeong…”

“I’ll keep watching you from now on… Don’t disappoint me.”

“Okay, I’ll try.”

Anyway, the situation was now under control. 

When the sisters’ conversation ended, I could suggest having dinner and going home. 

I quietly fiddled with my phone. 

I searched for ‘Happy Burger’ on YouTube and saw that many people were still reviewing the new menu. 

Not all the reviews were positive, but considering it as noise marketing, it wasn’t bad.

I’ve spent quite a bit of money on support and donations.

In fact, it’s safe to say I’ve been in the red for the past two years. 

But if things keep going like this, I’ll be in the black in no time.

I must see a profit. 

Otherwise, I’ll go bankrupt.

“To celebrate the family’s reunion, how about we go to a fine dining restaurant? I just made a reservation.”

I called the two sisters who were comforting each other at the right moment. 

Once their stomachs were full, today’s work would be done. 

We could have dinner in a more harmonious atmosphere than before.

It was really a hectic weekend.

I thought I could finally relax… but…

The reunion with the original protagonist happened sooner than expected.

“…Suna?”

Weekly Inspection Day at Happy Burger’s First Branch. 

I entered the first branch without much thought, only to find Jin Seon-ah standing at the counter as a part-time worker.

“Ah… Boss?”

Jin Seon-ah looked at me awkwardly. 

I couldn’t respond with a smile.

‘What the hell.’

Why is she here? 

Why is a Unicorn Knight working part-time at my first branch?

“I didn’t want to just stay at home. The person who used to work here quit…”

Jin Seon-ah answered my question, but it was hard to take her words at face value.

It’s not just any store, it’s the first branch of Happy Burger. 

It’s not close to Seo-jeong’s house, nor does it pay more than other places.

Why would she come all the way here to work part-time?

There must be another ‘purpose.’

‘No wonder things were going well.’

Jin Seon-ah must have figured out my identity and is now investigating and monitoring me. 

That’s the only way to think about it.

Whoever is providing her with information must be incredibly skilled. 

Probably someone with connections to the underworld.

“So, am I working with Seon-ah today?”

I forced a smile.

Stay calm. 

The fact that she hasn’t killed me immediately means she’s still unsure. 

She’s still deciding whether I’m really the one she needs to kill.

“I didn’t expect to work with you. Please take care of me. It’s my first day, so I might be quite inexperienced.”

Don’t lie, you sly woman. 

You know everything. 

You timed your part-time job to coincide with my inspection day.

The first branch hires based on appearance and preference for socially vulnerable groups. 

A beautiful woman in her twenties living alone with her sister? 

Even if I were the manager, I would have hired her immediately.

The timing of the previous worker quitting must have been orchestrated by the Unicorn Knight’s ally.

‘It doesn’t matter.’

Jin Seon-ah doesn’t know that I’m a possessor, and I know that she’s a Unicorn Knight. 

In the end, nothing has changed. 

It’s just that Jin Seon-ah discovered my identity sooner than I expected.

“Everyone is inexperienced at first~ I’ll teach you step by step. Don’t be too nervous.”

I just need to act kindly as usual. 

My actions over the past two years will prove that this Yoon Docheol guy isn’t just a simple villain.

How many police officers have been discharged without financial worries thanks to my money, and how many orphans have been able to eat three meals a day? 


Where else in the world is there a villain who contributes to the community like this? 

Right?

Whether she knows my thoughts or not, Jin Seon-ah just kept staring at me with deep eyes whenever I looked away.

Hey, the walls here are all glass, so I can see everything you’re doing. 

Anyone would think you’re trying to eat me alive.



 
  
    Chapter 13. An Uneasy Relationship (2)


“Have you heard the basics from the manager here?”

I turned around and said. 

I wanted to keep staring or observing, but this is a sacred workplace. 

No fooling around while working.

“Yes.”

Jin Seonah’s eyes widened, perhaps surprised.

She answers well.

“At the counter, if you master just two things, you’re halfway there: smiling and responding. Today, Seonah and I are the faces of the store, so let’s smile nicely.”

I smiled back at Jin Seonah, who looked puzzled. 

As a senior in the industry, I should set a good example.

“Sm-smiling, right?”

Jin Seonah awkwardly attempted a smile. 

It was a lopsided grin with only one corner of her mouth lifted.

Why can’t a Unicorn Knight, protector of children’s innocence, smile properly? 

I almost want to organize a laughter workshop with retired military men.

“Seonah, your eyes aren’t smiling. To convey sincerity, your eyes and mouth need to smile together.”

“Ah…”

“Shall we think of something that makes us happy and try smiling? How about Seojeong?”

Jin Seonah’s smile faltered. 

Ah, I misspoke. 

Seonah probably feels guilty about her sister.

“It doesn’t have to be Seojeong. Maybe a pleasant memory?”

Even someone like you, who revels in bloodshed, must have at least one. 

Let’s think of just one.

Jin Seonah, after a moment of contemplation, opened her eyes lazily and smiled softly.

This is a villainous smile.

‘That manager, damn it.’

He must have passed her based on her looks and family situation alone. 

Of course, those two are the most important. 

Who would have thought she couldn’t even smile properly?

“Seonah, watch how I do it.”

In the end, I had to personally greet the customers at the counter to set an example.

“Hello~! Welcome to Happy Burger!”

Fortunately, she wasn’t bad at following along. 

Together, Jin Seonah and I greeted the customers with bright smiles.

“There’s no tomato in my burger. How does that make sense?”

Of course, not all customers are kind and polite. 

There are always difficult customers.

A picky-looking lady complained that there was no tomato in her tanghulu burger.

“Tanghulu burgers don’t come with tomatoes. They have tanghulu instead.”

“What kind of burger doesn’t have tomatoes? When you order a burger, it should come with tomatoes, right? This is ridiculous. And why is the tanghulu so hard? I almost broke my teeth eating it.”

It says on the menu that it doesn’t include tomatoes, you crazy woman.

Of course, calmly pointing out the facts is meaningless. 

This person isn’t complaining because she doesn’t know. 

She tried the new burger and didn’t like it, so she’s angry.

Don’t understand why she came to complain for that reason? 

Honestly, I don’t get it either. 

I just move on, thinking there are people like this in the world.

Jin Seonah alternated her gaze between me and the middle-aged lady, swallowing nervously. 

To her, this lady might appear as a one-day visitor complaining to a ruthless gang boss.

“Don’t worry. What you’re thinking won’t happen.”

“Your tanghulu burger patty was too tough to enjoy. I apologize, ma’am.”

As much as I wanted to say, “Want to try a burger instead?” and unleash a barrage of complaints, I knew how to handle situations like this. 

I couldn’t avoid directly dealing with the counter every week.

“…Yes, it was too tough.”

This lady wasn’t angry because there were no tomatoes; she simply didn’t like the tanghulu.

“You visited with a good heart, and I apologize if it left you feeling upset.”

Honestly, I could have blamed her for not reading the menu properly and sent her away. 

Or I could have asked why she ordered a tanghulu burger if she couldn’t eat tanghulu. 

But such confrontations usually led to more trouble, even though Jin Seonah was watching.

‘Besides, she’s kind of cute.’

Compared to the truly aggressive complainers, this lady was almost angelic. 

She didn’t scream or throw things. 

She didn’t demand a refund.

“Rest assured, we’ll improve based on your feedback, so the next time you visit, you’ll see a better experience. Thank you for bringing this to our attention.”

The lady nodded in satisfaction with my textbook (or manual) response and left.

“Wow…”

Jin Seonah started to clap but then lowered her hands. 

After five years confined to the cathedral, my handling of the situation had clearly left an impression on her.

“Is not clapping the last pride of a unicorn knight?”

“Is it okay to respond?”

She smiled playfully.

I hope this gives me an extra 10 points on the Yoon Do-chul test.

It was when I quickly resolved the trouble and greeted the customer.

“Hi, Mr. Yoon!”

A woman in a dress that exposed her shoulders approached the counter. 

I wondered who it was, and it turned out to be the owner of Wajak toast, who manages most of the entertainment establishments in Gacheon City. Yes, the boss of the food cartel.

‘She’s really flaunting her prostitute look.’

A dress with a deep neckline and shoulders covered in tattoos. 


Even her makeup looked cheap. 

It seemed like she came to our burger joint to recruit customers.

“…!”

Jin-seon’s face hardened, as if she knew who this woman was. 

Does she know all the faces of the food cartel bosses?

“Hello. Are you here to have a burger?”

I greeted the Wajak toast owner without showing any sign of discomfort.

Please, just eat your burger and leave quickly.

“Yes, well. I also came to see Mr. Yoon.”

The Wajak toast owner leaned against the counter, took off her sunglasses, and made eye contact with me.

“Me? Why?”

It seemed like she knew I would be at the first branch today. 

What is she up to?

She has always been like this. She doesn’t say much during meetings, but when we meet elsewhere, she tries to act friendly.

I still don’t know if she’s trying to hit on me or if she has some other scheme.

“I was just curious about how you’ve been~!”

The Wajak toast owner giggled and tapped the menu with her index finger.

“Give me this one, please.” “If you’re paying by card, you’ll need to use the kiosk.” 

“Oh, really? Then I’ll just pay with cash.”

The Wajack Toast owner pulled out some bills from a fancy-looking wallet studded with diamonds. 

Her gaze then shifted to Jin-seon, who was standing beside me.

Jin-seon quickly lowered her eyes, probably afraid she might gag again, just like when she first met me.

“Is she an employee? She’s pretty.” 

“Everyone working here is an employee.” 

“She seems really shy.”

The Wajack Toast owner’s eyes lingered on Jin-seon before turning back to me.

“Are you busy after this? Let’s grab a drink.”

Is she just here to hit on me? 

I don’t get the feeling she’s genuinely interested in me.

“I’ve got a lot of work to do.”

I declined, suspicious. 

This isn’t the first time I’ve turned her down. 

Every time this woman suggests grabbing a drink, I refuse. 

I have no intention of hanging out with a prostitute, especially one who runs the show.

“You always say no. How busy could you possibly be?” 

“A business only runs smoothly when the boss is busy.” 

“Are you indirectly calling me lazy?”

Is she aware that I find her monopolizing the nightlife industry, one of the shadiest and most lucrative businesses, annoying?

What kind of connections does she have to dominate that industry? 

Is she cozying up to the mayor or something?

“Of course not.” 

“Stop playing hard to get and make some time. If you wait too long, you won’t get another chance.”

With a meaningful smile, the Wajack Toast owner walked away, swaying her hips as she left.

“Ugh, smells like a filthy prostitute…”

Jin-seon muttered quietly, but I didn’t bother responding.

Is it because we’re still in the early stages of the original story? 

She doesn’t quite give off the vibe of a ‘ruthless villain slayer’ like my friend described. 

At moments like this, she just seems like a regular young professional.

“Welcome~! This is Happy Burger!”

So, I spent a few hours working the counter with an inexperienced slayer who was probably debating whether or not to kill me.

“I’ll head out first. Great job, everyone.”

“Goodbye, boss! Take care~!”

I left the first location after receiving farewells from Jin-seon and the other Happy Burger employees.

It had been a tiring day.

“Great job today, Seon-a. You must be really hungry. Go ahead and eat over there. Once you’re done, feel free to head home.”

The manager of the first location handed Seon-a a burger set. 

That was her dinner for the night.

‘It’s nice that they provide both lunch and dinner.’

Thinking that, Seon-a went over to sit with the other employees who were already eating. 

Some of them were the ones who had been wearing the mascot costumes.

They were the ones who had danced to that weird “Happy Happy Happy~!” melody, so they stood out in her memory.

“Man, today was scorching hot.”

“This was a real soak show.”

“Who cleaned the grill at 1 PM? It was a mess.”


As Seon-a listened to the employees’ chatter, she cleared her throat and asked,

“So, what kind of person is President Yoon Do-cheol?”

There was a brief silence as every employee turned their gaze to Jin-seon.

“…?”

Jin-seon blinked, surprised by their reactions.



 
  
    Chapter 14. An Uneasy Relationship (3)


“Here we go again.”

One employee burst into laughter. 

The other employees also smiled at each other as if they found it amusing.

“All the girls who come on the first day ask the same thing.”

“I told you, it’s a tradition at Happy Burger No. 1.”

“Even the pretty ones are no exception.”

“Our boss… he’s quite the sinner.”

Seon-ah couldn’t adapt to the suddenly lively atmosphere and just blinked.

She had asked about Yoon Do-chul’s workplace reputation to determine if he was a villain or not, but it seemed to them that she was interested in him romantically.

“Why the boss?”

The most senior female employee asked. 

She was the only one who was calmly eating.

“Why else? She must have fallen for him at first sight.”

“It’s obvious. She’ll ask what kind of person he is, then if he’s married, and if not, if he has a girlfriend.”

“There’s a whole scenario for this.”

“Kids these days are so proactive. Back in our day, we would watch the guy we liked for a few days.”

“You’re still in your twenties, what do you mean ‘kids these days’?”

“Stop teasing the newbie. She might quit because of you guys.”

The senior female employee who had stopped the teasing looked at Seon-ah again.

“No, it’s just… It seemed like a lot of customers recognize the boss, and he seems to get along well with the other employees. For someone who only comes in once a week, he handles things well, so I was just curious…”

Even Seon-ah thought it was a lame excuse.

She should have just said she was interested in Do-chul romantically.

‘No…!’

“No. No, as someone chosen by the Holy Unicorn, my pride won’t allow it. Even if it’s a lie, saying I like a sexually promiscuous man would disqualify me as a Unicorn Knight.”

“So, you’re saying you’re curious about the boss as an employee, not as an individual? Is that it?”

“Yes… that’s right?”

“That’s a strange thing to ask.”

The senior female employee scratched her head, understanding perfectly despite the awkward phrasing.

“It seems unusual that the boss comes in to work directly.”

“It’s not a common sight.”

“So, the newbie is asking the senior about the company boss? That’s something unimaginable in my time.”

The employees, finding the situation amusing, looked at Seon-ah with curious eyes.

The senior female employee, chewing on her hamburger, continued.

“I’m not sure exactly what you’re curious about, but… he’s never abused his power or anything like that. He comes in once a week to set an example as the boss. He doesn’t just come in for a quick look; he actually works for six hours. That’s the kind of person he is.”

Seon-ah, with little social experience, didn’t know, but in a typical workplace, the boss is often the target of employees’ complaints.

Whether it’s due to uncomfortable work, low pay, or bad weather, bosses usually get blamed for everything.

However, Yoon Do-chul, the boss of Happy Burger, had a very good internal reputation.

“Do you know what Happy Burger used to be like? It was famous for trashy menus like mint chocolate burgers and traffic light fries. It was a third-rate franchise with unmotivated employees guarding empty stores. The boss stepped in and completely revamped the place.”

“Oh, was it two years ago? Back then, it was like that. At first, I thought this place was a tax-evading company laundering money for gangsters.”

“Laundering money, my foot. This guy says the wildest things.”

“But honestly, it was pretty sketchy back then. The manager was a thug with a scar on his face…”

“That’s why the head office needs to take control and manage things properly.”

“The boss? He’s the best. Every time he works the counter, sales go up. There are even high school girls who come all the way from Sigum High just to see him.”

“A true alpha male.”

“Alpha male? He’s more than that. All the kids at Gacheon Orphanage go to school with his money. This is well-known, didn’t you know?”

“That’s right. I’ve seen kids call him their ‘tall uncle.’”

Other employees, seeing the opportunity, started sharing their own stories about Yoon Do-chul.

“Mr. Yoon is my savior.”

The woman still wearing the mascot costume said. 

She was called ‘Banana Cat,’ a character with a cat’s face and a banana body.

The woman who had finished her meal and was waiting took off the mascot head. 

Seon-ah was slightly surprised by the woman’s unusual appearance.

It wasn’t because of her clothes. 

The woman’s left eye and right fingers were missing, hidden by the mascot head.

“Looks ugly, doesn’t it?”

The woman in the mascot costume smiled faintly, as if used to such looks.

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s okay.”

The woman in the mascot costume shook her head and said with a sad expression.

“I got involved with a crazy guy, and this is what happened.”

The woman in the mascot costume was one of the victims during a year when knife attacks were particularly frequent in Gacheon City. 

That year, not only knife attacks but also murders occurred several times a week, making it so severe that people were advised not to go out.

“The perpetrator didn’t even get properly punished and was sent to a mental hospital, while I only received a pittance as compensation. I tried to live somehow, but I couldn’t get a job.”

No company would hire a woman with a gouged-out left eye and missing fingers on her right hand as an employee or part-timer.

“I lost the confidence to go out looking like this… Eventually, I just didn’t want to live anymore.”

The woman in the mascot costume took a sip of water and continued.

“Then the boss hired me. He told me I could work without worrying about being noticed since I could cover my face with the mascot costume.”

“Oh…”

“He said that since the mascot job is tough, I should get paid more, and he personally handed me my first paycheck. I was so grateful.”

Seon-ah’s mind became complicated.

She even started to doubt whether Yoon Do-chul was really the boss of the food cartel.

“That’s right. I thought I’d never get a job again with a criminal record, but he hired me, saying it was okay. If it weren’t for him, I would have gone back to prison out of hunger. At least you get three meals a day there.”

A bald man with a foolish look chimed in. 

He was an employee sitting at a table a bit further away. 

Everyone looked at him with disdain.

“So, did that help?”

“Ah, yes.”

Seon-ah nodded at the senior female employee’s words.

“You’re working under a great person, so take pride in your work.”


The employee who had burst into laughter at Seon-ah’s words spoke playfully.

Seon-ah couldn’t respond properly and just chewed on her hamburger.

Her cheeks were puffed up as she took a big bite of the burger.

“…I’ll be going now. Thanks for telling me everything.”

Seon-ah, having finished her meal, stood up.

“Alright. Take care.”

“See you tomorrow.”

“You know the boss isn’t coming in tomorrow, right? Don’t be too disappointed.”

“Cut it out, man. She might really quit.”

Seon-ah let the employees’ words go in one ear and out the other as she left Happy Burger No. 1.

She walked a bit further and then turned on a satellite phone that looked like a blunt weapon.

“Kelpie.”

[Yeah. Are you starting now?]

“Yes. You’re still monitoring them, right?”

[Of course~! They probably don’t even know their CCTV has been hacked.]

“Got it. I’ll contact you again in 30 minutes.”

Seon-ah put the satellite phone in her inner pocket and looked up at the sky.

Unlike the sky she saw at the Unicorn Cathedral, it was hard to see any stars here. 

Jin Seon-ah sighed.

It wasn’t because she was worried about what was going to happen.

A man who claimed to be her father’s disciple, who took care of her younger sister and seemed to live a diligent life. 

Yoon Do-chul. 

That man kept bothering her.

There were some things that bothered her, but she couldn’t just spend days worrying. 

Jin Seon-ah decided to take action herself.

‘I’m ready.’

Her black eyes sparkled with rainbow colors. 

The holy war was imminent.

“Ahh…!”

I couldn’t help but be shocked while watching the morning news.

[Last night, an explosion occurred at OO Tower in OO-dong, Gacheon City. Dozens of casualties have been reported…]

I know where this is. It’s the building where the MZ gang boss, the owner of Youth Burger, lives with his lackeys. 

It’s more like a fortress than a building. 

It’s designed to withstand a police SWAT team for several hours.

A food cartel boss would have at least one stronghold of this scale. 

I have one too.

An explosion in a place filled with the core executives and fighters of that organization?

[Among the casualties, it has been confirmed that the young CEO of the handmade burger franchise ‘Youth Burger’ is also included, causing a great shock…]

No doubt about it. 

Jin Seon-ah… no, the Unicorn Knight did this.


That crazy woman stormed into a fortress-like building alone and killed them all.

“Crazy woman, crazy woman…!”

I expected her to start acting soon, but I didn’t think she’d move so quickly and violently. 

I scratched my head and sat on the sofa.

Did I score some good points…?



 
  
    Chapter 15. According to Plan (1)


The Unicorn Knight is aiming to annihilate the food cartel. 

This is like a game of Russian roulette with six bullets in a six-chamber revolver. 

Instead of bullets, it’s the Unicorn Knight who comes.

Neo-Nazi boss Angela Eisenbart, Yakuza executive Ninja Ramen owner, Triad executive Hotpot Hotpot owner, nightlife king Crunch Toast owner, MZ gang boss Youth Burger owner, and me.

Damn, just like Russian roulette, there are exactly six people. 

Now that the Youth Burger owner is dead, there are five left. 

No organization can stand against the original protagonist, the Unicorn Knight.

In this situation, all I can do is wait for my turn. 

It’s not just waiting for death. 

First, Jin Suna has to appear as the Unicorn Knight for any conversation or anything else to happen. 

My real plan starts from there.

“Phew.”

It’s faster than expected, but it’s not too far off. 

I just need to talk well when the Unicorn Knight comes.

I took out a notebook protected by a lock. 

It’s the notebook where I hurriedly wrote down the information I knew about the original work when I realized this was a comic world.

Most of the information is what my friend told me, and since I’m not a perfect memory holder, there are many vague parts, but this is my only lifeline now.

[Unicorn Knight = Protector of Innocence. Not a protector of justice. Therefore, if certain conditions are met, compromise is possible. There was a case in the original work. Think of a method.]

I read the words written on the front of the notebook. 

The writing looked like it was about to fly off, probably because I wrote it in a hurry.

“I’ve been thinking about the method for a long time.”

“I thought about it for two years. I believe I have met the necessary conditions.

‘Let’s start by going to work.’

I checked my outfit. 

The helper who provides information to Jin Seon-ah might still be watching me. 

I need to show the most confident appearance possible.

I’m not a bad person. 

So there’s nothing to be afraid of. 

Let’s think that way.

‘Hello.’

‘Shall we go?’

When I went outside, the bodyguard and driver were waiting in front of the Happy Burger car.

‘Yes.’

I smiled softly and sat in the back seat of the driver’s side. 

I was worried that the Unicorn Knight might come looking for me on my way to work, but nothing happened.

‘Hello. Good morning.’

‘Ah, Secretary.’

I exchanged a few words with Secretary Park, who had arrived at the president’s office before me, and then sat down. 

Most of the work was handled by Secretary Park, so there wasn’t much for me to do.

I just had to process the approval documents that were moderately piled up. 

After stamping the large seal a few times, half of today’s work was done.

‘…Are you planning to come secretly in the evening?’

I muttered quietly when Secretary Park left the president’s office for work.

Jin Seon-ah knows where my house is. 

Didn’t she come last time and wait for an hour? 

There’s a good chance she’ll come to my house instead of my smuggling organization headquarters or the main office.

‘If she’s not thinking of killing me but wants to have a conversation, she’ll come to my house. She’ll want to meet alone.’

I was rehearsing what to say when I faced the Unicorn Knight. 

A call came in with a restricted caller ID.

“Unicorn Knight? Food Cartel?”

Both are likely to contact me. 

I cleared my throat briefly and answered the phone.

“Who is this?”

[This is Julian from SS. President Yoon Do-chul, we are about to hold an emergency online meeting. Can you join us?]

A slightly awkward Korean voice came through the speaker.

‘It’s the Food Cartel.’

Julian. 

He is the enforcer of a neo-Nazi organization selling drugs in Gacheon City and a close aide to Angela Eisenbart, who is expected to be the final boss in Volume 1.

‘Online instead of offline? That Nazi bitch must be really scared.’

It makes sense. 

Even though the core of the organization that ruled Gacheon City was wiped out in a day, they have no information about the enemy, so they must be going crazy with anxiety.

“Sure. Send me the link by email.”

[Understood. The password is set as usual.]

I accessed the email used for Food Cartel business on my laptop. 

There was a link to a real-time video call messenger.

I clicked and entered the password. 

Four unwelcome faces quickly appeared on the screen. 

They were the bosses of the Food Cartel.

[Did everyone see the morning news?]

Angela, the de facto leader of the Food Cartel, spoke first. 

She seemed very tense due to the unknown enemy.

[They are bold. This is the first time something like this has happened.]

[There’s a rumor that someone took down Cheongnyeon Burger.]

The heads of Ninja Ramen and Crunch Toast each said a word. 

Huoguo Huoguo’s boss and I nodded silently.

[Does anyone have any guesses about who they might be? It’s hard to find witnesses.]

At Angela’s words, everyone just rolled their eyes busily. 

Of course, they wouldn’t know. 

It wasn’t done by another criminal organization or a police SWAT team, but by the Unicorn Knight alone.


Anyway, it was somewhat satisfying. 

Seeing those who used to act so tough and important now running around in confusion. 

Maybe I waited two years just to see this.

What are you going to do, guys? 

Before you take me down, it looks like you’ll be taken down first.

[President Yoon seems calm. Do you know something?]

It was the president of Ninja Ramen, flaunting his impressive mustache. 

This guy is surprisingly perceptive.

“What would I know? I’m just burning inside.”

I brushed it off lightly.

[Could it be the remnants of the Gacheon Family? They’ve always been looking for an opportunity.]

The president of Huoguo Huoguo pointed to the Gacheon Family.

The Gacheon Family. 

They were the organization that ruled Gacheon City before the Food Cartel. 

They were shattered after a full-scale war with Angela’s neo-Nazi organization.

Most of the leaders were cut down, and the surviving stragglers either fled to other cities or were absorbed into other organizations, with most of them being absorbed into my organization. 

Thanks to that, the size of my organization grew significantly. 

That’s why someone like Yoon Do-chul, who had no backing, could become a cartel boss.

‘The old man is trying to take a shot here.’

So, this can be seen as a veiled attack on me. 

He was implying that the former Gacheon Family members working under me might have orchestrated this.

“Their leader was taken down and the deputy leader went to prison years ago. There’s no one left to gather the remnants. When was the Gacheon Family?”

The ones who used to strut around bragging about their past glory were all taken down by me with the help of Cheol-soo and the retired soldiers. 

Now, only a few idiots like the president of Chicken Heaven are left, running small businesses with a few men.

[They could be from somewhere else. I’ve seen a lot of Filipinos coming into Gacheon City.]

The president of Crunch Toast spoke up at the right moment.

[Filipinos? Indeed, I’ve been seeing them often lately.]

[It’s been a while since their president declared war on gangs. They might be trying to establish themselves in Gacheon City.]

The presidents of Ninja Ramen and Huoguo Huoguo seemed to be on the same page.

[…Cheap meth is circulating in the clubs.]

Angela seemed to be fixated on that idea too.

‘Thank you, Filipino friends.’

Fortunately, they took the bait. I almost got caught.

[Let’s reconvene once things become clearer. That’s all for now.]

The meeting, which lasted several hours, ended with a decision to investigate the Filipinos.

“…..”

When I checked the clock, it was already 5 PM.

…Will they come tonight? 

I should prepare just in case.

After arriving home, I opened the champagne I had been saving for an important day. 

After drinking about three glasses, I felt much more relaxed.

I opened the notebook I had taken out in the morning and read it again. 

It was filled with entries written like a diary over the past two years. 

There was even a collection of lines that my friend said appeared in the original work. 

Why did I write this?

I was lost in memories when the intercom and TV turned off, and a blackout occurred.

‘Damn, it’s today.’

The Unicorn Knight cuts off all light when entering an enemy base to avoid being caught on CCTV or cameras. 

It’s the stance of a seasoned assassin.

Soon, I heard a thud! 

Something was breaking. 

It was the sound of the triple doors protecting me being broken one by one.

Thud! Thud!

I bought reinforced doors that were supposed to withstand bullets, maybe even cannons… but they’re all getting destroyed. Ha.

In this situation, even the ‘thing’ I prepared just in case won’t be useful. 

Plan B has failed.

Step, step!

The Unicorn Knight is approaching. 

I waited for her with my eyes wide open.

It’s the fateful day I’ve been waiting for two years. 

I feel a mix of emotions.

After a while, a silver-haired knight in white armor appeared before me. 

She looked like a medieval knight incarnate. 

She was someone I couldn’t believe was Jin Seon-ah.

“Yoon Do-chul.”


A strange woman with rainbow-colored eyes pointed a sharp spear at me.

“Who are you?”

Gulp.

I swallowed hard. 

The real game starts now.



 
  
    Chapter 16. According to Plan (2)


“Cheongnyeon Burger, was it your doing?”

I spoke confidently, as if I wasn’t nervous at all. 

Not answering the question was a bonus.

I had to act as if I had nothing to be ashamed of. 

Only then could I sit at the negotiation table.

“And who are you?”

I responded to the question with another question. 

The Unicorn Knight had no choice but to answer this question.

Even if they are an enemy, they answer when asked who they are. 

That’s the rule of the Unicorn Knight. 

It’s a kind of… chivalry. 

That’s how it’s explained in the comic, but I think it’s just a device to create a cool atmosphere. 

They introduce themselves to the enemy before fighting. 

It’s romantic. …What? 

Isn’t that like Team Rocket? 

Answering is common courtesy? 

This guy, seriously.

This is information I know from a friend who is a huge fan of the comic Unicorn Knight.

“I am the Unicorn Knight. The guardian of innocence and purity, fighting for a world where children can live and laugh without shadows.”

The Unicorn Knight spoke in a clear voice, as if reading from a script.

Wow, damn. 

That’s so cringy. She sounds like a lunatic who reads too many comic books.

“Unicorn Knight? That’s ridiculous.”

“Now answer my question. If you dodge it one more time, I’ll kill you.”

The Unicorn Knight frowned and took a step closer. 

The full-body armor and the different hair and eye color from Jin Seon-ah made her look like a completely different person.

White armor, rainbow-colored eyes, and silver hair.

She looked like a princess from the land of innocence.

“Didn’t you come knowing everything? Do I have to say it again with my own mouth? The cartel?”

“Ha.”

The Unicorn Knight clicked her tongue.

“Don’t mess around. You murderer.”

So, she knows that much. 

That means she probably knows most of my actions.

He smirked and asked, “You know who you killed, right?” 

“Kim Moon-soo, Jo Gil-hoon, Koo Ja-pil, Lee Moo-young, Seo Joo-young, and Bae Jung-hwan.” 

He even memorized their names. 

They were all former members of the Gacheon Family Gang, my subordinates. 

The Unicorn Knight mentioned their names to pressure me, but this was actually an opportunity. 

A chance to prove that I wasn’t a villain by the Unicorn Knight’s standards. 

“Do you know what those guys were up to?” 

“Should I tell you? Murder, child abuse, kidnapping and assault of minors, arson, and even rape.” 

Before I was possessed, Yoon Do-chul had never killed anyone. 

How often would a smuggler need to kill someone? 

The ones she mentioned were the ones I killed. 

To create a situation like this. 

…No, actually, I killed them because I wanted to. 

I didn’t kill them with my own hands. 

I didn’t have the courage back then. 

But I did watch. Since I decided to kill them, I thought I should see their last moments. 

The sight of the light fading from the eyes of a person trembling in fear never gets old. 

“They deserved to die. So I killed them.” 

This is the truth. 

They were truly horrible people, and I didn’t want to associate with them. 

Even if it wasn’t the Unicorn Knight, I would have killed them someday. 

“Are you saying you killed them because they were villains?” 

“Yes.” 

“Nonsense. Then why didn’t you kill the other cartel members?” 

“Because… I don’t have the power to do that.” 

I said it as if I was spitting it out.

As if I really didn’t want to say it but had no choice. 

As if I wanted to kill them right now but couldn’t. 

The Unicorn Knight glared at me. 

She was still trying to figure out what kind of person I was.

“Why did you make donations and support? It seems excessive to say it was to win people’s favor.”

That’s because it was to win your favor, you idiot. 

That’s why I’m not dead and talking to you right now.

But I can’t say it that straightforwardly. 

I recited the script I had prepared in my head.

“You know I’m from the slums, right?”

The Unicorn Knight silently acknowledged.

“There was only one adult who helped me. My first and last teacher. Thanks to him, I was able to receive at least some education.”

Here, I mentioned my father to evoke some emotions.

“I swore while receiving my teacher’s help. That when I grew up, I would help people in the same situation as me.”

“By becoming the head of a criminal organization?”

I felt a gaze filled with contempt.

“The highest position an orphan from the slums could reach was that.”

“That’s a cowardly excuse.”

“No. You don’t know anything. You’ve never lived in the slums.”


I widened my eyes. 

Now I had to start method acting.

“Have you ever seen a child starve to death in an alley? A child suffering from withdrawal symptoms because they were addicted to drugs circulating on the streets? Have you seen the eyes of gangsters who are always looking for a chance to use kids as knife fodder? Have you ever been dragged away by women every night? I’ll say it again. You don’t know anything.”

When I mentioned the deaths of children, the Unicorn Knight’s expression darkened rapidly.

Alright, let’s push forward.

“Didn’t you say earlier that you dream of a world where children can live and laugh without shadows?”

I needed to plant the image that Yoon Do-chul wasn’t just a simple villain, but a ‘necessary evil’ who tried to protect children in his own way.

“I don’t know if what you’re saying is true, but I’m similar. Even if not the whole world, I wanted to protect the children of this city. I just did my best to ensure they didn’t go through the horrible things I experienced. I…”

I paused for dramatic effect.

“I wanted to make this city a better place.”

There. 

From supporting orphanages, funding police medical expenses, investing in slum redevelopment, taking care of Seo-jung, to stopping smuggling. 

I did everything I could.

This line was the culmination of the build-up I had been working on for two years. 

Everything I had done would give weight to my words.

Now, it was up to the Unicorn Knight’s reaction.

“…..”

She seemed to be still processing her thoughts.

I could understand. 

She was like a newcomer to society with transcendent power. 

She absolutely lacked experience. 

She wouldn’t know how to handle such a situation.

“…Yoon Do-chul.”

After a long silence, she spoke.

“Why did you dig into Angela Eisenbart’s background? She’s a fellow cartel boss.”

What? 

She even knew that I had a hacker dig into that Nazi woman’s background? 

I didn’t expect this.

Actually, this was good. It made it easier to talk.

“My teacher who helped me… well, he was harmed by her organization members.”

How about that? Makes sense, right?

I was targeting Angela for revenge for your father.

“…..”

“I tried to find a way to get revenge, but there wasn’t much I could do… it’s just a trivial story like that.”

Here, I added a resentful and sad expression. 

Even my lips trembled.

The Unicorn Knight’s eyes also showed a hint of sadness, as if she felt my sincerity.

“…If everything you said is true, disband the organization and leave Gacheon City.”

I survived, but this isn’t enough.

The appearance of the Unicorn Knight signals that this world is about to become chaotic. 

I have no confidence in surviving in such a world on my own.

There is no other choice but to become an ally of the Unicorn Knight.

“What do you want to do with the cartel?”

“That’s not something you need to know.”

“No, it’s an important issue. What are you going to do?”

“…I’m going to kill every last one of them.”

She answered while glaring at me as if she wanted to kill me.

“Annihilation, huh.”

As expected. 

A typical answer from a massacre-loving superhero.

“And then? What next?”

“…?”

“When the cartel is gone, other organizations will take its place. What are you going to do then?”

I tried to instill some ‘common sense’ in her.

“The same.”

“Kill them again? All of them?”

“All of them.”

“Hahaha!”

I laughed as loudly as I could.

“…What’s so funny?”

The Unicorn Knight’s eyes narrowed.

“You’re going to kill every organization that takes over? So, you’re going to commit periodic massacres?”

“If necessary, as many times as needed. This is a holy war.”

“Like a crazy religious fanatic.”

“Fine. Perfect. Everyone in Gacheon City will be trembling in fear. Children will see blood-soaked corpses every morning. It’s a brilliant plan.”

I even clapped sarcastically to provoke her. 

Her cheeks turned red.

“So, what do you suggest I do?”

Oh, that sounded more like Jin Seon-ah than the Unicorn Knight.

I answered kindly.

“Knight. The cartel, or rather the underworld, can never disappear. More reckless people will keep appearing, and they’ll fight fiercely to take the empty throne. In the process, innocent people will die.”

I don’t know how the Unicorn Knight in the original comic solved this problem, but I had a solution.

“Still… it can be managed.”

“Managed?”

“Yes. We need someone to manage the underworld. To prevent violent crimes like murder and to keep civilians from getting entangled in the underworld as much as possible.”

“So, you’re saying you want to take on that role?”


She’s quick to catch on.

“I have a way to effectively crush the cartel. If you and I work together, we can end this without any casualties. What do you think? Let’s solve this first.”

In a world full of supervillains in a hero comic, if I can’t escape all these disasters, I have no choice but to grow stronger and face them.

The manager of the underworld in Gacheon City. 

That’s the title I want.



 
  
    Chapter 17. According to Plan (3)


“…Let’s hear it.”

After a brief silence, permission was granted.

‘Good.’

There was a possibility of compromise.

Among the Unicorn Knight’s helpers in the original work, there was one who was a former villain. 

I don’t have exact information since I haven’t read the original work, but I heard he was a murderer who only killed villains.

The Unicorn Knight is not a protector of justice but a guardian of innocence and purity. 

As long as someone doesn’t threaten the safety of children and civilians, they can escape the Unicorn Knight’s kill list.

It’s a bizarre standard, fitting for a knight of a cult that worships a strange entity like a unicorn. 

I’m just glad it means I can survive.

“Taking down one organization a day isn’t a good approach. If the next organization gets wiped out, they’ll get scared and scatter everywhere. If you’re going to do it, you need to take down all the leaders in one day. So…”

I laid out my entire plan to bring down the food cartel, which I had been thinking about for a long time. 

Having worked as an insider in the food cartel for two years, I knew exactly how to take them down.

With the Unicorn Knight’s overwhelming combat power, I was confident this reckless plan would work.

“You’ve been planning to take down the cartel all along?”

The Unicorn Knight’s eyes widened in surprise at my detailed plan.

“I’ve always been thinking about it.”

And not just thinking.

“I’ve always been preparing too.”

Of course, I had also considered the possibility that the Unicorn Knight might not show up on the day the Lollipop Tower was completed. 

This was Plan C.

‘I prepared everything secretly so the cartel wouldn’t notice.’

Should I call it mutual assured destruction? 

If we use ‘that,’ even if we can’t win, we can at least ensure mutual annihilation. 

It was a relief that the unicorn knight arrived, so we didn’t have to resort to Plan C. 

“So, what do you think? If you want, we can start right away tomorrow.”

Let’s straighten up Gacheon City together. 

Let’s do a thorough cleanup. 

“How are you going to contact me?”

I didn’t say I agreed, but talking about staying in touch is as good as agreeing. 

I pulled out a phone from my pocket. 

“It’s a burner phone. There’s no GPS tracker attached, so take it.” 

The unicorn knight hesitated for a moment but then snatched the burner phone away. 

‘This is just temporary cooperation. Never forget that I could come to kill you anytime.’ 

Well, of course. 

She’s the one who figured out Yoon Do-cheol’s identity, which even the police don’t know. 

She must have a powerful informant with incredible information-gathering skills. 

No matter where I hide, she’ll probably find me right away. 

“Should we shake hands as a sign of trust?”

“No.”

She turned away coldly. 

Doesn’t even want to shake hands with a lowlife scumbag like me? 

Damn, that stings. 

“We’ll start tomorrow. I’ll decide if you’re fit to be a manager after seeing how you handle things.”

I called out to her as she dramatically swirled her cape, ready to leave. 

“My door was expensive, you know. You’re not going to pay for the repairs?”

“…You’re rich. Handle it yourself.”

The unicorn knight hesitated before disappearing into the air. 

It was a very ‘Jin Seon-ah’ expression and tone. 

Acting all inexperienced. 

“Good grief.” 

Seeing the wrecked doors outside made me chuckle. 

The steel was crumpled like paper.

What am I supposed to say to get this repaired? 

Should I tell them a robber blew up my door with a bomb? 

This is driving me nuts. 

The next day at lunch, I moved with Cheolsu, the head of our organization’s action team, along with some retired soldiers. 

Our destination was the main base of my organization. 

It’s a building deep in the mountains, far from the city, with an underground bunker. 

The building is just extra, the bunker is the main attraction. 

We entered the bunker, taking in the musty smell that comes with underground spaces. 

The smell wasn’t great, but the condition of the bunker was. 

I didn’t order the construction of this place, it was built by a wealthy man obsessed with doomsday who hired experts to set it up. 

The rich guy sold the place cheaply and went abroad, building an even better shelter. 

“…Did that guy know something?” 

This world is like a crazy superhero comic. 

Maybe that rich guy used his resources to predict and prepare for what’s coming. 

“Let’s start preparing.” 

“Yes, sir!” 

Anyway, I’m just grateful he sold this great place to me for cheap. 

I watched as our combat team prepared. 

“Cheolsu.” 

“Yes, boss?”

“Are you nervous?” 

I had hinted to Cheolsu  and the bodyguards that I had joined forces with a very powerful organization and that with their help, we would completely take over the food cartel. 

“What’s there to be nervous about, boss? It’s just the same stuff we always do.” 

Cheolsu , who still kept his hair buzzed like he was still in the military, grinned. 

“Good to hear.”

I carefully examined his face. 


His name is Kim Cheolsu, in his mid to late 30s. 

He is the action leader of our organization and the first fighter I hired after possessing this body.

Our relationship wasn’t built on trust from the beginning. 

I needed muscle, and Cheolsu, who was dishonorably discharged from the Marines for beating up a civilian, needed money. 

So, we joined hands. 

It was a purely transactional relationship.

Even if Cheolsu didn’t realize it, I wanted more than that. 

Not because I’m gay, but because until the Unicorn Knight appeared, Cheolsu was the only person who could ensure my safety.

I had experts investigate Cheolsu’s background. 

That’s how I found out why he was dishonorably discharged and why he needed money.

The civilian he assaulted was his biological father, who had started a new family 30 years ago. 

This man had come to Cheolsu’s mother, who was alone at home, demanding money and causing a scene. 

That’s probably why Cheolsu assaulted him.

He was dishonorably discharged for a very human reason. 

It made me feel a bit more sympathetic towards him.

So why did Cheolsu need so much money? 

It was because of his sick mother.

Just being in the hospital costs a lot of money. 

Even before treatment costs, maintaining her condition was a struggle.

Cheolsu’s mother’s illness was something that could be resolved with money.

After getting close enough to Cheolsu, I waited for him to talk about his mother’s deteriorating health. 

To be precise, I persistently guided him to open up about his situation.

Really? 

You should have told me earlier. 

Since it’s urgent, let’s take care of it first.

I sent Cheolsu’s mother to the best hospital in the country, one that not just anyone could get an appointment with.

I believe there are values more important than money (like safety or life). 

So, unlike other stingy gang bosses, I spend generously when necessary.

A lot of money was spent, but in return, I gained the absolute loyalty of a former soldier who had lived an upright life.

Thanks to the country’s top experts, who can save anyone except the dead, Cheolsu’s mother was able to make a full recovery.

“Boss, from now on, I’ll serve you for life.”

It’s been two years since I won Cheolsu’s loyalty. 

He continues to serve me faithfully.

‘I really do have a good eye for people.’

There were no signs of betrayal from him or the fighters. 

I was satisfied with my decision to choose Cheolsu as my primary lifeline.

“The installation is complete.”

“Did you spray some wax?”

“Yes.”

“Make the calls.”

“Yes!”

I had Cheolsu call the food cartel bosses. 

Just like Angela did, we held an emergency online meeting.

[What’s going on?]

Angela and the other cartel bosses appeared on the screen.

“Well, it’s nothing special. I just noticed none of you are at your companies or stores.”

I had my subordinates check earlier. 

SS, Hotpot Hotpot, Crunch Toast, Ninja Ramen. 

All the bosses were absent.

They must be holed up in their headquarters, scared of being attacked. Cowardly bastards.

“Are you hiding in your doghouses like scared little puppies?”

[…!]

I chuckled as I provoked them. 

Time to stir things up a bit.

[Yoon Do-chul. What did you say? Say it again.]

A vein popped on Angela’s forehead. 

The scar on her face twitched.

“I asked if you were hiding like a scared little puppy, you Nazi bitch with a messed-up face.”

[Du verrückter Mistkerl…!]

“What are you saying, idiot? If you’re in Korea, speak Korean.”

Yeah, I’m not scared of you anymore, Frankenstein.

[Mr. Yoon, do not be so rude.]

[Are you scared out of your mind?]

[…]

Following Angela, the bosses of Ninja Ramen and Hotpot Hotpot also expressed their anger. 

The boss of Crunch Toast just looked at me with a strange expression.

“Why do you all look like that? Are you angry because the guy you were planning to take down is acting up?”

Oh, this is fun.

“How about we make up over some shitty liquor? What do you think? Everyone agrees, right?”

Just seeing their faces contort is enjoyable. 

All those long years of humiliation and oppression were for this moment.

[…Mr. Yoon. What do you want? Why did you kill the Young Burger boss?]


As expected, the Ninja Ramen boss is quick-witted.

“Well, maybe your heads?”

I smirked.

Being a strict, serious, and solemn gang boss doesn’t suit my personality. 

Playing childish games is the most fun.



 
  
    Chapter 18. According to Plan (4)


[Heads? Hahaha!]

Angela burst into laughter, then glared at me with crazed eyes.

[Did you team up with the Filipinos to take down Young Burger? Or did you hire some mercenaries? You seem to have brought some decent guys, but they won’t work against us.]

Of course, they wouldn’t. 

Even if the building fortress is impressive, the skills and armament of the MZ gang are on par with Crunch Toast, which is at the lower end of the cartel.

This is due to the nature of their organization. 

They make money through cybercrime. 

They treat good salesmen as their top assets rather than good fighters, so the so-called ‘fighters’ have no reason to stay with Young Burger’s organization.

The action leader is a guy who thinks he’s tough because he learned a bit of mixed martial arts, and the fighters are just street brawlers. 

They can’t be compared to the Neo-Nazis with firearms, the Triads with their overwhelming numbers, or the Yakuza with their professional knife fighters. 

The phrase ‘the weakest of the Four Heavenly Kings’ fits perfectly.

“You’re good at barking while hiding. Just stay there and wait to die.”

I provoked Angela with a smirk.

[Du freches Schwein! Ich bring dich um!]

[Do you really think you can kill all of us? How foolish.]

[Mr. Yoon, there must be a reason you called this emergency meeting. It can’t be just to insult us.]

[…]

Angela, with her face twisted in anger, muttered something in German, while Hotpot Hotpot looked at me with disdain, Ninja Ramen calmly asked for a reason, and Crunch Toast remained silent.

Well, there is a reason. 

I called this emergency meeting to keep them from running away.

If they suspect it’s a powerful group they can’t identify, some might run away. 

But if they find out it’s Yoon Do-chul, whom they underestimated, behind it?

If it’s just me teaming up with a Filipino crime organization, they might think it’s worth a try. 

These are guys who were big shots in their own country. 

If the opponent is another gang, they’ll definitely jump in.

‘In reality, it’s the Unicorn Knight.’

“I called just to mess with you. I also wanted to see you guys trembling in fear.”

I also called to check if everyone is hiding well in their headquarters. 

It’s better not to create any variables.

We can’t have anyone already scared and fleeing overseas. 

We need to eliminate not only the leader but also all the key executives to prevent them from rebuilding.

“Well, stick your neck out and wait your turn. I’ll be watching from a safe place. It was a pain working with you, let’s not meet again.”

I deliberately dropped the word ‘safe place.’

You know what that means.

A cartel is more like a structure where they watch each other rather than an alliance. 

No matter how secretly they proceed, it’s hard to hide large-scale construction or renovation. 

Just like I can’t hide that I’m the owner of the only bomb shelter in this city.

I know where their headquarters are, so they must know where mine is too.

[I thought you were smarter, but you’re a pathetic guy. I’m very disappointed.]

“Is that something a guy still playing Yakuza with a sashimi knife should say? You guys are washed up even in your homeland.”

[Tsk.]

Ninja Ramen clicked his tongue and turned off the screen. 

Soon, the screens of the other cartel bosses also turned off one by one.

“Alright. Ready.”

Since I provoked them, they’ll start moving in earnest. 

They’ll send their fighters while securing their safety in their headquarters.

Even if they don’t, it doesn’t matter. 

If they don’t send their subordinates this way, it’s easier for me. 

I’ll just watch the Food Cartel get destroyed by the Unicorn Knight from afar.

Just keep an eye on the bosses. 

No idiot would attack Happy Burger headquarters and my mansion in broad daylight, dragging in the police SWAT team. 

Angela might be crazy, but she’s not reckless. 

The cartel bosses don’t have many options. 

They’ll either move secretly at night to attack my base or try to find the boss of the Philippine organization, whose existence is uncertain.

“They’re probably having a meeting and discussing it right now, right?” 

“Obviously.”

I chuckled with Cheolsu.

“What do you think they’ll make of us breaching the building fortress? They’ll think we have guns too, right?” 

“Absolutely. And honestly, if it’s just the tower where those Young Burger guys live, my military buddies and I can breach it with proper armament. It’s called a building fortress, but it’s not a real fortress.”

“That’s true.”

Of course, even if they come here, I have no intention of engaging in a full-scale war.

The losses would be too great, no matter who wins.

“I hope many of them come.”

I meant it.

It’s been a few hours since we held an emergency meeting and declared war.

“What?”

A call came from an unexpected person. 

It was the president of Wajack Toast. 

What could he be thinking, calling me?

I’m curious. 

There’s nothing to lose, so let’s hear him out. 

I pressed the call button.

[President Yoon, can we talk for a moment?] 

“I have nothing to say.” 

[Do you want to take over the entire city of Gacheon?] 

“What are you talking about all of a sudden?”

[“I’m not sure if they’re Filipino or mercenaries, but it’ll be tough with just those guys, right? Don’t you need my help?”] 

What’s this woman plotting? 

Is she suddenly thinking of double-crossing the food cartel here? 


“So, what, you’re offering to help?” 

[Just as long as you stick to a few conditions. Normally, I don’t make deals like this, but I like you, Mr. Yoon. I’d be a bit sad if you died.] 

She still thinks she’s something special. 

She’s on the same level as the Youth Burger organization, yet she acts like this. 

Still, there’s something to be wary of. 

She owns half of the entertainment establishments in Gacheon City. 

There might be a powerful force backing her. 

“I’ve been curious for a while. Can I ask you one thing?” 

[Anything.] 

“Is the mayor of Gacheon City behind you? I’m curious about the source of your confidence.” 

[The source of my confidence?] 

The president of Wajac Toast burst out laughing as if she found it amusing. 

[Not the mayor, but someone far greater.] 

Greater than the mayor? 

What, the president? 

Or maybe some supervillain hiding in the shadows? 

“So who is this person?” 

[His name isn’t something to be spoken lightly. If this goes well, I can introduce you to him. How about that?] 

Well, I already knew the answer from the start. 

“It seems like you called because you want to keep your entertainment businesses running, but the person I’m working with hates prostitution the most, you know? You get what I’m saying, right?” 

Even if her backer is some supervillain, he can’t be stronger than the unicorn knight. 

Rather than risk giving Jin Seon-ah any leverage by working with this woman, I’d rather just kill her cleanly.

[“Mr. Yoon, you keep pushing me away. This was really your last chance.”] 

“Stop talking crap and go suck on something if you’re bored, you slut.” 

[“S-Slut? Yoon, you!”] 

I was tired of talking to an idiot, so I just hung up. 

She’s just another gang boss who only appears in the first volume. 

There’s nothing special about her. 

“The sun’s set… I wonder when they’ll arrive.” 

I was fiddling with my phone, waiting for the cartel guys. 

“Boss.” 

Cheolsu pointed at the camera screen. 

We had secretly set them up in the mountains. 

The cars were kicking up dust as they approached on the screen. 

I could also see a few vans. 

“Wow.” 

A bunch of rough-looking guys got out. 

They were cartel combatants. 

“Germans, Japanese, Chinese, and even Koreans. A four-nation alliance, huh.” 

Their appearances were diverse, as if they were picked from different organizations. 

“They came well-prepared.” 

They started unloading various weapons from the car trunks and getting ready for battle. 

I even saw assault rifles. 

These bastards were forbidden from using guns, yet they immediately pull them out when their lives are at risk. 

Typical gangsters—pathetically sly. 

The armed guys were approaching my base. 

I recognized a familiar face. 

“…Ninja Ramen? That’s the Ninja Ramen boss, right?” 

“Yes, it is.” 

He was wearing something like a black martial arts uniform and had his mouth covered with cloth, so I didn’t recognize him right away. 

“Is he a real ninja or what?”

He was loaded with a Japanese sword and shurikens. 

A crazy guy cosplaying in a gang fight.

“The guys escorting Ninja Ramen, they’re Yakuza, right?”

“They’re the executives. I’ve seen their faces a few times at gatherings.”

The cartel boss leading all the key executives to attack my main base directly… not bad.

‘I can brag to Unicorn Knight that I caught a boss too.’

My contribution increases, so it’s beneficial. 

I immediately called Jinseon. 

It’s past 6 PM, so she shouldn’t be at her part-time job.

[Why.]

Her tone was slightly curt.

“They’re moving. The Ninja Ramen boss brought his guys to our main base. Attack in the order I told you.”

[…Got it.]

I had already detailed the main bases of the food cartel bosses. 

It seems Unicorn Knight’s ally had also pinpointed their locations, but not in detail.

Attacking the Youth Burger boss first was probably because his fortress-like building was the most conspicuous.

“Cheolsu.”

I gave the food cartel bosses hope that they could win and trapped them in Gacheon City. 


Now, all that’s left is to kill them all.

“Yes.”

“Prepare the snipers.”

And, we have guns here too. 

I didn’t bring retired soldiers for nothing.



 
  
    Chapter 19: According to Plan (5)


“Get the snipers ready.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Cheolsu contacted the three snipers who were likely hiding nearby. 

[Ready and in position.] 

[All good here.] 

[Yes, sir.] 

They aren’t professionally trained snipers. 

They’re more like amateurs pretending to be snipers with old-fashioned sniper rifles they happened to get their hands on. 

The enemy gradually got closer. 

It wasn’t exact, but it looked like there were more than fifty of them. 

“Yeah, over there. Those guys are with Ninja Ramen. Can’t see them through the scope? Because of the trees? Got it. I’ll give you the coordinates.” 

Cheolsu watched the camera and gave orders to the snipers (for today only). 

[They’re within range. What should we do?] 

“Start shooting.” 

I didn’t expect them to actually kill anyone. 

None of them are real snipers anyway. 

We never intended to shoot them all dead with sniper rifles from the beginning. 

This isn’t a Hollywood action blockbuster, and my bodyguards aren’t Special Forces. 

What I want is a distraction. 

Just enough to make them feel like we’ve prepared well and create a sense of threat. 

Bang! Bang! 

The sound of gunfire echoed through the radios the snipers were holding. 

The cartel members on the camera screen flinched and stepped back in surprise. 

How’s that? 

Feeling a bit tense now? 

Looks like we’re well-prepared, right? 

While most of them panicked and scrambled around, the Ninja Ramen boss was different. 

He twirled a shuriken with his index finger, calmly scanning the surroundings. 

“Cheolsu, is that guy really a ninja? Seriously, why is there a ninja here in the 21st century?”

If this were reality, 

I would have dismissed it as a ninja enthusiast’s cosplay, but this is a comic book world. 

It’s not strange for ninjas with superpowers like those in Naruto or Ninja Slayer to exist.

If the Ninja Ramen boss is as strong as the ninjas in those comics, I’m screwed.

“Come on, a ninja? It’s just a Japanese guy showing off. I’ve lived over 30 years and never seen a ninja.”

“Can’t you see him spinning those shurikens? What if he uses some ninja techniques?”

“Boss… there’s no such thing as ninja techniques in the real world. That’s all just in comics.”

“Huh.”

Cheolsu is treating me like an otaku? 

A vein bulges on my forehead.

Hey, you idiot.  

In your world, the Unicorn Knight flies around with a cape and slices villains with a lance made from a unicorn horn. 

Can’t a ninja use ninja techniques too?

Suddenly, I remember something from a few years ago.

It was shortly after I hired Cheolsu. 

Back then, I didn’t understand how people in this world thought, so I confidently asked for what I needed.

-What? You want me to recruit superhumans, enhanced soldiers, and tamable monsters? Boss… where would I find such things? I can get guns, but I can’t get things that don’t exist.

-Advanced weapons? What kind of advanced weapons? Repulsor guns? Light swords? Laser cannons and combat androids? Boss… those things don’t exist. Even if they did, they’d be made in secret military bases. How am I supposed to get those?

I thought the original Yoon Do-chul was just an ignorant country bumpkin because he was an orphan, but that wasn’t it. 

These things were clearly ‘unrealistic.’

Even though superhumans exist in hiding, the general perception of people is the same as on Earth. 

It’s a really messed up world.

Bang! Bang!

The threatening shots disguised as sniping continued. 

A few cartel members were hit by stray bullets and fell.

While I was watching closely through the cameras mounted on the trees, the Ninja Ramen boss, who was spinning his shuriken with his finger, threw one. 

The shuriken flew in a circle and destroyed one of the cameras.

“Sharp eyes.”

It was dark, so it must have been hard to see, but he hit it.

The Ninja Ramen boss took another shuriken from the belt on his waist and skillfully threw it. 

Another camera went out.

Even if he doesn’t know ninja techniques, his physical abilities are exceptional. 

I wondered why the boss came in person, but he must have something to rely on.

The cameras were being destroyed one by one, and the enemies were getting closer.

“Cheolsu, tell the guys to retreat.”

“Yes!”

It was time for the snipers to pull back. 

The Ninja Ramen boss’s skills were no joke. 

If they got any closer, they’d be discovered, hidden or not.

We’ve drawn enough attention, so it’s time to exit.

[Too many!] 

[Retreat! Retreat!] 

[Heading to the building!]

The snipers shouted loudly on purpose as they withdrew.

The bait was set. 

“…..”

Now we just had to wait for them to take it.

I waited calmly for them to approach the building. 

It would take about 3 to 5 minutes as they checked their surroundings.

While waiting, I received a message from Jinseon.


[Hotpot finished. Heading to SS.]

“Wow.”

Have they already wiped out the Chinese guys? 

They’re fast, really fast. 

As expected of the protagonist.

“Boss, they’re inside.”

The Ninja Ramen boss and the cartel members entered the building with the bunker. 

Cameras were installed inside and outside the building, so we could see them approaching.

Rat-a-tat-tat! 

Rat-a-tat-tat!

The guys were scared of the dark building and fired bullets everywhere as they approached.

The Ninja Ramen boss moved while destroying the exposed cameras with shurikens. 

I should step in before he destroys them all.

[Thanks for coming all this way.]

I spoke to them through the broadcast speaker. 

Surely they wouldn’t destroy this too, right?

“Mr. Yoon.”

The Ninja Ramen boss, now a real ninja, glared at the speaker.

“Hiding in the bunker? Did you think it wouldn’t work because of the numbers?”

That’s what I wanted him to think.

“Now I see, the coward hiding in the doghouse is Mr. Yoon.”

[Why come out when I can just hide? It’s hot outside.]

“Do you think you’ll be safe in the bunker?”

[This is a steel door, a steel door. You can’t break through it, idiot.]

The Ninja Ramen boss smirked and called one of his men. 

The guy was holding a very heavy-looking high-speed cutter, not a gun or a knife.

It was a ridiculously large high-speed cutter, probably meant to cut the bunker door handle. 

Seriously, who sells that kind of thing? 

Is there a genius engineer whose parents died because of a bunker?

[Crazy bastard. Are you going to cut all day with that?]

“Starting to get scared, huh? Just wait a bit. I’ll personally plant a shuriken in your forehead.”

[Hahaha!]

I laughed because it was funny. 

A guy who’s about to die saying that is hilarious.

[Ninja Ramen boss, I’ve been curious about something for a while. Can I ask you a question?]

“Mr. Yoon, you’re getting polite now that you’re about to die.”

The Ninja Ramen boss and his men walked towards the bunker door. 

The camera that had been watching the Ninja Ramen boss was hit by a shuriken and went out.

I checked the inside of the building with another camera. 

The guys who had been scattered around were all inside the building.

[Even if I’m going, can’t I ask one question? We were allies until a few days ago.]

“You’re insane.”

[Come on, just one question. Is there a ninja technique for surviving a bomb explosion?]

“What?”

[Can you survive a bomb explosion, you Japanese bastard?]

I pressed the trigger switch I had been holding. 

With a beep, the lights in the building came on.

I could imagine the startled expressions of the Ninja Ramen boss and the cartel members. 

I wanted to see it in person, but oh well.

[You can find the cameras, but you can’t smell the explosives?]

Of course, they couldn’t. 

I had waxed the building so much to cover it up.

I turned off the speaker and spoke to Cheolsu and the others.

“Just in case, get down!”

Boom!

With a tremendous explosion, the bunker shook. 

This was my secret weapon, the high-powered bomb.

They wouldn’t have expected me to bring something like this to a gang fight.

‘I went through hell to get this.’

Among the retired soldiers Cheolsu brought, there were some with connections to private military companies or private arms dealers. 

By finding someone who loved money and offering an exorbitant amount, we managed to get what we needed.

There’s nothing money can’t solve. 

If it doesn’t work, you probably didn’t spend enough.

About 20 minutes later, I put on a gas mask and opened the bunker door. 

The building was completely wrecked.

As for the Ninja Ramen boss, he was a bloody mess. 

I didn’t feel much guilt since he was a guy who went around killing people.

What was this guy, in the end? 

Not a fantasy ninja using ninja techniques, just an ordinary assassin?

In the end, he was just a mid-boss like me in the first volume. 

I guess there’s no way a supervillain with superpowers would appear so early.

“Ugh, it’s gruesome. Let’s get out of here quickly.”

Together with the members who were hiding in the bunker, we gathered our things and went outside the building. 

I deliberately avoided looking at the bloodbath.

This wasn’t my doing; it was the Unicorn Knight’s. 

At least, that’s how it will be reported in the news today or tomorrow.

The alibi is all set.

I’ll be known as the good-natured boss who bought a building with a bunker and didn’t know it had become a hideout for a criminal organization.

I checked my phone to inform the Unicorn Knight that I had dealt with the Ninja Ramen boss. 


There was an emergency alert.

[(Gacheon City) Terror attack at XX factory in XX district. This is a real situation. Residents nearby, please evacuate immediately to XX Middle School or XX Girls’ Middle School and follow the instructions of officials and police.]

“Sigh.”

Our knight is busy fighting. 

As expected, Angela is not an easy opponent.



 
  
    Chapter 20. According to Plan (6)


The factory where the terror attack occurred is the main base of Angela and the Neo-Nazis.

Disguised as a pasta and sauce production factory, it is actually a dungeon filled with numerous weapons and drugs.

It was clear that the Unicorn Knight had stormed in alone and was wreaking havoc. 

The combination of her destructive actions and the gunfire from the resisting Neo-Nazis made it look like a terror attack.

“Cheolsu, let’s get out of here for now.”

“Yes.”

As soon as I sat in the car seat, I turned on my phone and went to YouTube.

[Happy Burger’s new menu, quickly resold despite being a limited edition! Why?] 

[The end of the Tanghulu craze, Tanghulu Burger, I’ll give it a try] 

[Shocking! A burger without tomatoes?!] 

[Limited edition or guinea pig experiment!? Shocking Misutgaru Burger mukbang ASMR] 

[At this rate, we’ll get bean sprout burgers or durian burgers! Today’s review~!]

Maybe because I kept searching for ‘Happy Burger new menu reactions,’ the algorithm was all set to that. 

I can’t help it, I can’t resist ego-searching.

Of course, I didn’t go on YouTube to watch this. 

I typed ‘Gacheon City’ and ‘terror’ into the search bar and clicked. 

Several videos popped up.

“As expected.”

There are crazy people everywhere. 

There was a YouTuber live-streaming the bloody battle between the Unicorn Knight and the Neo-Nazis in real-time.

[Surprise! Live broadcast of the Gacheon City terror attack! Earth-shaking gunfire! Dopamine explosion! (Real terror live!)]

“Sigh…”

I clicked on the video with a title that made me sigh just by looking at it. 

The title’s sense was really awful.

[Ah! Yes! Can you see it well? Smoke is coming out from various parts of the factory! Gunfire! Listen to the gunfire!]

The YouTuber’s overly excited voice accompanies the image of Angela’s half-destroyed factory. 

Thanks to the camera flash, it was clearly visible even at night.

The camera’s focus shifts from the factory to the YouTuber’s face.

[This is insane! The gunfire is nonstop! It’s almost like a war! Did a terrorist group attack the factory? Or was the factory itself a terrorist hideout?!]

I examined the scenery behind the enthusiastic YouTuber. 

Despite the dark night, the camera’s light revealed weeds and trees everywhere. 

It seemed the YouTuber was filming from a mountain close to the factory.

At least he won’t get caught up in that chaos. 

It shows he considered safety to some extent.

[If not that, then maybe the government’s… Oh? Oh! What is that? Oh?! Wow, this is crazy! This is absolutely insane!]

The YouTuber, who had been spouting his theories, screamed excitedly with a thrilled expression.

What is this guy seeing? 

Show me what you’re looking at.

[Look at that!]

The YouTuber moved the camera back to the factory. 

This is… wow.

“Oh.”

This time, I was surprised.

At the top of the factory, the Unicorn Knight and Angela were engaged in a fierce battle.

[Wow…! This is an indescribable sight! A person dressed like a medieval knight and a woman swinging a chunk of metal like a toy are fighting at the top of the factory!]

Sparks flew every time the Unicorn Knight’s spear clashed with the iron bar Angela was swinging like a club.

‘This is what a real battle between superhumans looks like.’

Unlike the Ninja Ramen boss who just cosplayed as a ninja, Angela was a true superhuman.

[A scene straight out of a comic book is happening right now in Gacheon City! A silver-haired female knight and…! Oh… a super-strong woman’s fight! Is the terrorist the knight? Or the super-strong woman?]

The YouTuber zoomed in with the camera. 

Although the distance made it hard to see clearly, it was evident that Angela was being pushed back.

Every time the iron bar Angela was swinging collided with the Unicorn Knight’s spear, it got chipped away. 

With each clash, she was being pushed back.

Even as a boss, she was just the first volume boss of a munchkin hero story. 

She didn’t have any unique abilities, nor were her pure specs at a transcendent level. 

The fight would end with Angela’s death in 5 minutes, 10 at the latest.

[Oh?! Armed men have appeared! They are shooting at the knight! What is happening?]

Neo-Nazis climbed up to the top using ladders. 

The Unicorn Knight, who had been closing in on Angela, stopped due to the barrage of bullets from the Neo-Nazis.

Although it didn’t seem to cause any damage, it was quite annoying.

[Special forces! The police special forces are entering! Finally, the special forces… Who are you?! Ah!]

[You can’t just film this! Turn off the camera!]

The YouTuber, who had moved the camera towards the police special forces arriving with armored vehicles, was subdued by the police. 

The live stream ended in this dramatic situation.

Will it become a three-way battle between the Unicorn Knight, Neo-Nazis, and the police special forces?

‘This will take more than 10 minutes.’

But the result won’t change. 

Angela will die, and the Neo-Nazis will fall.

The Ninja Ramen boss exploded with his executives, so the only cartel boss left is Wajack Toast.

With the terror alert and news out now, that prostitute must have figured out how the situation is unfolding. 

If given too much time, she might escape.

…The unicorn knight looks busy, so should I handle it instead? 

“Ha!” 

A smile crept onto my lips. 

To be honest, I wanted to deal with the Crunch Toast myself. 

If the unicorn knight attacked the Crunch Toast, it would be completely destroyed and burned. 

Then the Crunch Toast owner’s property would become firewood. 

Crunch Toast is known to be the most stable money-maker in the food cartel. 

Having dominated the entertainment industry in Gacheon City for over 20 years, they must have amassed a huge fortune. 


If I could take it all, my position would become even more solid. 

I might even become the true ruler of the underworld. 

‘This is good for everyone. It increases the money available for good causes, right?’ 

Even dirty money can become good money if used for good purposes. 

It’s an opportunity I can’t pass up. 

“Boss, we’re almost at the city. Where should we go?” 

Cheolsu, who was looking out the car window, asked. 

“Let’s go to the Crunch Toast headquarters.” 

“Headquarters? Are we going to attack?” 

“Why, is it tough?” 

“No problem. Those guys are all just pimps. They probably don’t even have guns. I’ll contact the boys.” 

Cheolsu smiled confidently. 

If it were the Neo-Nazis, the Triads, or the Yakuza, it might be different, but Crunch Toast is nothing. 

We can definitely win. 

I sent a message to the unicorn knight saying I would handle the Crunch Toast and headed to their headquarters. 

The Crunch Toast headquarters, located on the outskirts of the city, is close to my base in the mountains. 

We arrived quickly. 

Cheolsu, the retired soldiers, and I stood in front of the motel wearing masks. 

This old five-story motel, which looks like it’s over 30 years old, is the headquarters of the entertainment organization. 

It’s no exaggeration to say it’s the shabbiest cartel headquarters. 

Bang! 

Cheolsu kicked open the wooden door. 

The door, made of old wood, fell with a cloud of dust. 

“Let’s finish this quickly and get out.” 

We quickly entered the motel under the protection of the soldiers. 

“…..?”

Something felt off. 

There was no one blocking our way, no one shouting in surprise at the sudden intrusion.

What? 

Have they already packed up and fled? 

Was she that quick to catch on? 

If they had fled, it was time to think about what to do next. 

“Boss, I smell blood.” 

Cheolsu, sniffing the air, furrowed his brow and drew his gun. 

Then, exchanging glances with the others, he began to move slowly. 

Creak. Creak. 

The sound of the wooden stairs echoed quietly. 

We kept climbing the stairs. 

Second floor, third floor, fourth floor. 

And finally, the fifth floor. 

“…!” 

What awaited us in the fifth-floor hallway were piles of corpses and the Crunch Toast boss in the center. 

I quickly scanned the faces of the corpses. 

They were all executives of the Crunch Toast organization. 

Team kill? 

Why? 

I was dumbfounded. 

“What’s this, Mr. Yoon~?” 

The Crunch Toast boss, who was drawing something on the floor with the blood flowing from the corpses, looked at me. 

Her appearance, soaked in blood while wearing a beautiful dress, was surreal. 

“Crazy woman!” 

“Don’t do it!”

I stopped Cheolsu from shooting. 

I had a very bad feeling about this. 

It felt like something irreversible would happen if we shot her here. 

“Oh, you have good instincts. Interrupting the ritual comes with a heavy price.” 

“…Who are you?” 

“Me~? Oh, you know who I am. Of course~ I’m the whore! That’s what you called me, Mr. Yoon.” 

The Crunch Toast boss laughed chillingly. 

It was a laugh that sent shivers down my spine. 

I shifted my gaze to what she was drawing. 

The floor was filled with something that looked like a magic circle. 

Damn, is Crunch Toast a supervillain? 

A supervillain appears from the first volume? 

Was the first volume boss not Angela, but… Crunch Toast? 

“I was wondering why you kept rejecting me… Unicorn Knight? I was so surprised because it was so unexpected.” 

The woman, soaked in blood, stood up while shaking her hands. 

I couldn’t help but be flustered.


She knows Unicorn Knight? 

How?

“Honestly, it doesn’t make sense. No matter how I look at it, Mr. Yoon, you’re in my league, so how?”

“Anyway, it’s a pity. You seemed to have potential… The Great Stallion will be sad.”

The tattoo on her shoulder wriggled as if it had a life of its own. 



 
  
    Chapter 21. An Unplanned Event (1)


The Great Stallion?

A stallion refers to a male horse bred for reproduction. 

If it’s a villain related to horses… Ah. 

Anyway, that’s not important right now.

“Boss, I take back what I said about calling you a whore. I was so busy at the time that I misspoke. It’s not too late now, how about a sirloin steak at the restaurant?”

“Hehe. You’re quite the joker.”

I’m not joking. 

Please, spare me.

“Don’t worry~! I’m not here to harm you, Mr. Yoon.”

The tattoo wriggling on her shoulder moves down her body like a snake and attaches itself to a blood-etched magic circle.

“W-what is this, boss…?”

Cheolsu’s eyes, which were glaring at the Wajaktost boss, waver. 

It was a reaction typical of someone encountering something unreal for the first time.

“Calm down, and slowly back off. Do not attack.”

I told you, your world is one where superhumans and monsters exist.

“Are you really not planning to harm us?”

The Wajaktost boss, who was watching the tattoo attached to the magic circle, asked. 

She looked at the bizarre scene as if it were a sacred act.

“Of course~! Something more important has come up. I’ve been given the role of a beacon. It’s a very honorable mission.”

A beacon? 

Is she planning to signal the appearance of the Unicorn Knight with that magic circle? 

To the ‘Great Stallion’?

“I see. Can we leave now? I wish you success in your endeavors.”

Let’s just survive for now.

In the end, I’m just a mob boss in a hero comic.

Threatening to ordinary people, but nothing to real superhumans or monsters. 

I can never beat someone who stays so calm even in front of a gun. 

At least, not yet.

“Hey~! If you just leave, I’ll be disappointed. Since you’re here, why not stay until the end? You can’t leave during the ritual anyway. If you force the door open, your limbs will be torn apart. You might even get crushed like being run over by a truck~”

The Wajaktost boss said these horrifying words calmly.

“It’s hard to keep standing, so why don’t you sit over there and watch?”

This woman is really crazy. 

Was I blinded by Angela’s appearance and background, overlooking the real monster?

[Come to Wajaktost HQ, I’m in danger. Come immediately if you see this message.]

I sent the message with my left hand hidden behind my back. 

The Unicorn Knight might be too busy to come right away, but I need some insurance.

If you panic, you’re done for. 

Even in a tiger’s den, you can survive if you stay calm. 

Let’s cooperate for now.

“Sure.”

I shrugged and sat in a chair set up for guests at the end of the hallway.

“What are you doing? You guys sit too. There aren’t many chairs.”

I hinted to my confused subordinates that they should follow this crazy woman’s words for now. 

We have no means to counter her supernatural abilities.

“What is all this…?”

Cheolsu sighed and sat down next to me. 

The rest, who were standing awkwardly, also moved to find their seats.

“…Mr. Yoon, you’re very calm, aren’t you? Have you gotten used to it already?”

Wajaktost looked at my suddenly orderly subordinates with curious eyes.

“Well, isn’t it possible for such things to happen in this world? Once it’s all over, you’ll let me and my friends go, right?”

It would be great if the Unicorn Knight appeared and killed her before the ritual ended, but things rarely go that smoothly.

“Of course~! We have enough sacrifices. I don’t believe in unnecessary killing.”

The Wajaktost boss winked at me. 

I forced a smile.

That’s a relief.

I watched as the tattoo detached from her body and spread out, covering the blood-etched magic circle. 

It was a very bizarre and disgusting sight.

“Now… we just have to wait a little longer.”

The tattoo, now fully merged with the magic circle, emitted black mist. 

It looked like writhing flames.

The delighted eyes of the Wajaktost boss turned towards me.

“It’s an honorable task, but… now that the time has come, I feel a bit regretful. I guess I’m still just a child at heart.”

A woman over 40 calling herself a child. 

She hides her wrinkles with makeup and says whatever she wants.

“What kind of ritual is this?”

It felt like my last chance to ask questions.

“Mr. Yoon, you really don’t know anything, do you? You don’t seem to belong to either side. How did you end up cooperating with the Unicorn Knight?”

Yeah, right. 

I’m just a civilian caught up in strange events.

“It’s not cooperation. It’s more like coercion. What could I do when a woman who can single-handedly destroy an organization threatens me with a spear?”

True mastery of deception. 

I’ve reached the point where lies come naturally. 

Honestly, it’s not entirely untrue.

It’s true that she came to my house with a spear and threatened me. 

I cooperated with the Unicorn Knight to survive, not because I agreed with her unicorn-like ‘ideals’.

A world where children can live and laugh without shadows?

I hate people who spout such grandiose words the most. 

Those who shout about ‘justice’ or ‘ideals’ often end up killing more than serial killers. 

They just cause trouble everywhere with their fancy words. 


It’s just annoying.

“Ah… still, it’s quite surprising. A Unicorn Knight cooperating with a criminal, especially a cartel boss.”

“Is that so?”

That’s because I don’t do the usual gangster stuff.

“You asked what kind of ritual this is, right? Since this is the last time you’ll see it, I’ll tell you.”

The Wajaktost boss pointed to the magic circle.

“This is a ritual to send a signal to her followers. It announces the appearance of the Unicorn Knight.”

“What happens when the ritual is over?”

“The mystery that has been asleep for over 500 years will reveal itself to the world once again. Those who become one with the mystery will gladly participate in this holy war. The end of childhood is coming.”

Hearing that, I had a thought.

Could it be that the Wajaktost boss performing this ritual is an ‘inevitable event’ that also happened in the original story?

In this world, superhumans or monsters are concepts that only exist in fiction. 

It was like that until the Unicorn Knight appeared. 

After she appeared, this comic world became a lawless land filled with heroes and villains. 

Is that a coincidence?

What if it’s not a coincidence, but an inevitability? 

What if the world turned into chaos because the villain forces confirmed the appearance of the Unicorn Knight?

Isn’t that a pretty convincing hypothesis?

This was never something I could stop in the first place.

“Ah, it’s all over. Now… soon.”

The swirling mist expanded upwards, quickly enveloping the entire motel.

“…!”

“Ugh!”

The members who touched the mist struggled in pain. 

Some tried to resist with guns or knives, but the mist moved faster.

“Stay calm!”

Ironically, I was the first to come into contact with the mist, yet I was fine. 

The mist didn’t harm me at all.

It didn’t just not harm me, as soon as the mist touched my body, I felt more alert. 

I even felt like my condition had improved.

Is it because I’m a scumbag pimp that I got a buff from the magic circle drawn by a madam?

Thinking such ridiculous thoughts, I stood up from the chair.

“Now it’s time to say goodbye.”

The Wajaktost boss was completely engulfed by the mist. 

Her body slowly disappeared from the edges, as if being consumed.

It seemed like she was offering herself as a sacrifice.

“Oh, right. Would you like a parting gift?”

She took out a ring from her pocket. 

It was black and shiny, possibly made of obsidian.

“This is something I was going to give you if you had accepted my offer during our call. Take it.”

Ping!

She flicked the ring towards me with her thumb and forefinger.

Of course, I didn’t catch it. Who knows what it is? 

It might melt my body as soon as I touch it.

“Mr. Yoon, you’re really too much. Refusing even at the end.”

The Wajaktost boss shook her head as she looked at the ring on the floor.

“It’s not too late. The Great Stallion is merciful. Take that ring and stand by his side. Then you will be forgiven.”

She made a gesture similar to a sign of the cross as she spoke.

“…It’s a pity I won’t be able to see the end of childhood with my own eyes.”

With those words, the Wajaktost boss’s body turned to ash and disappeared.

Shuuu-!

Her death seemed to trigger it. 

The black mist that filled the motel pierced through the roof and escaped. 

The motel brightened up instantly, and the mysterious energy that had filled my body vanished.

“Get out quickly, you idiots!”

I pushed the dazed Cheolsu and my subordinates towards the back door of the motel.

I didn’t forget to use a handkerchief to pick up the ring the Wajaktost boss had thrown. 

The more insurance, the better.

“Get in and start the car!”

I made sure my subordinates got into the car and then looked up at the sky. 

The black mist had transformed into the shape of a monster with two horns, floating high in the sky.

It looked like a signal created by a lighting device.

The Great Stallion. 

It’s becoming clear now.


“…Bicorn.”

The black horse that always appears as the enemy of the unicorn in popular media. 

It could only be that.

The Bicorn Cult. 

They’ve been lurking since volume 1.



 
  
    Chapter 22. An Unplanned Event (2)


While I was watching the Bicorn signal, shining high in the sky from a distance, it happened.

Thud-!

A woman in white armor landed next to me, kicking up dust. 

It was the Unicorn Knight.

Damn, that scared me! 

I was really surprised.

Where did she suddenly come from? 

Did she see me from the sky and come here? 

I wasn’t even showing my face, just wearing a mask.

How good is her eyesight, this crazy woman?

Fortunately, it was a remote area and late at night, so there were no witnesses.

“Boss!”

Ah, my subordinates did see her.

“Don’t shoot! She’s an ally! This is the woman our organization is working with!”

I stopped Cheolsu and my subordinates, who were aiming their guns at the Unicorn Knight. 

The person being attacked didn’t even flinch, as if she didn’t feel threatened at all.

“A witch, a knight… What is all this? I can’t understand…”

To Cheolsu, the Wajaktost boss must have looked like a witch.

“I’ll explain everything later. For now, let’s just get through this. I’m exhausted.”

“Boss, does that mean there really are ninjas who use ninjutsu? It’s not just in comics?”

Cheolsu kept asking, confused about his identity as a modern person in the 21st century.

“I don’t know, man. When did you start treating me like an idiot?”

I sent the other subordinates away, leaving only Cheolsu to drive.

The fact that the Unicorn Knight came here means she killed Angela and evaded the SWAT team. 

This means the police, having lost their target, are likely to search my headquarters, where the big explosion happened earlier.

We need to scatter and regroup later. 

If we get caught lingering around here, it’ll be a hassle.

“…What is all this? Explain.”

The Unicorn Knight gritted her teeth as she looked at the Bicorn signal.

“The Wajaktost boss used some strange magic, and that appeared. She seemed to know you.”

It’s not good to pretend I know about the Bicorn here. 

It might look like I’m involved. 

I spoke as if I didn’t know much but sensed something was off.

“Bicorn worshippers…! How did you escape?”

“Well…”

I briefly explained my situation to her, leaving out the part where the Wajaktost boss threw a ring at me.

“They seem to worship some entity. Do you know anything about them?”

I asked subtly after explaining everything. 

I have no information about them, other than that they were the main villain force in the original story.

“The Bicorn Cult. They worship Bai, the evil god, and aim to bring disaster to the world.”

What a ridiculous setup. 

Bicorns worshipping an evil god? 

Aren’t they just mythical creatures?

“Anyway, we managed to clean up the cartel, right? It’s a success. There’s a lot to take care of, so let’s part ways for now.”

I turned and walked towards the car where Cheolsu was waiting.

“Wait.”

I slowly turned back at the Unicorn Knight’s words. 

I was very surprised but tried not to show it.

Did she find out?

“Are you hurt or uncomfortable anywhere?”

Oh, I almost had a heart attack.

“You said you touched the black mist. That’s called magic power, a force bestowed by Bicorn to its worshippers. It’s also the energy resource they consume to use magic.”

The Unicorn Knight looked me over as she said this.

“When an ordinary person comes into contact with magic power, they experience a rejection reaction. It varies from person to person, but it can cause severe aftereffects.”

Rejection reaction? 

I actually felt healthier. 

Was it really because I’m a scumbag pimp that I was fine?

“I’m fine. Really.”

I told her that I felt strange when I first touched it, like Cheolsu and the others (which wasn’t true), but felt fine once the magic power dissipated into the air.

“Don’t do anything unnecessary and get home safely. I’ll contact you later.”

The Unicorn Knight left with a tsundere-like remark and flew into the sky. 

Seeing her soar into the air in an instant made me realize how different she is.

“Ha.”

I glanced at the pocket on my chest. 

That’s where the ring wrapped in a handkerchief was.

She didn’t notice. 

Good. 

If she had, I would have had to make up some excuse.

I don’t know exactly what it is, but it’s something given by a woman who was part of the main villain force in the original comic. 

It must have some special power.

Sorry, Seon-ah. 

I need to keep this as insurance. 

You never know what might happen in this world.

It’s not that I want to become a Bicorn worshipper. 

I don’t even know what they do. 

They were villains in the comic, so they must be ruthless bastards.

If I get attacked by the Bicorn Cult when I can’t get protection from the Unicorn Knight, I could use the ring to pretend to be an ally and buy some time.

Anyway, having it is more efficient than not having it. 

It might save my life at least once.


“Cheolsu, let’s retreat.”

“Huh? Yes.”

I left the place with Cheolsu, who seemed out of it. 

Even though it was late at night, the whole city was noisy with sirens due to various disturbances.

It was a really hectic day.

The next morning, as soon as I arrived at the office, I looked for Secretary Park to ask what had happened at the company yesterday.

“Was everything okay?”

“Of course. Sales and stocks are rising steadily, so don’t worry.”

Secretary Park smiled innocently. 

It was a genuinely naive smile, as if he knew nothing.

‘That’s a relief.’

After declaring war yesterday, I sent all the smuggling organization executives who were working as office workers on business trips. 

I did it to prevent them from getting caught and killed.

They will create my alibi while hiding well in another city.

[Kim Cheolsu: Boss]

[Kim Cheolsu: What was all that about yesterday?]

[Kim Cheolsu: I had a nightmare last night]

[Kim Cheolsu: A crazy rogue ninja massacring the city people]

[Kim Cheolsu: I almost wet the bed at this age] 

[Kim Cheolsu: Are we really safe?]

I clicked my tongue at Cheolsu’s messages. 

He must still be half-asleep, talking nonsense.

[Stop talking about runaway ninjas]

As I typed the message, I suddenly remembered something from the past.

Runaway ninja. 

It’s not an unfamiliar term to me. 

Not because I enjoyed watching ninja cartoons, but because of something that happened to my friend Jimin, who got me into this messed-up world by watching messed-up cartoons.

I don’t remember exactly when, but it was when Jimin and I were in the same class.

Jimin, who liked making friends, was sociable enough to become friends with gloomy me. 

He quickly formed a friend group and always included me in it. 

That’s why I call this otaku my best friend.

Jimin, who was doing well, soon experienced something terrible. 

On the day of seat assignments, he ended up sitting next to a strange guy.

“Hi. I’m Shin ○○, a candidate for a runaway ninja. Do you know what a runaway ninja is?”

I still remember what that guy said. 

He claimed that only the strongest men who protect the people and defeat evil could become runaway ninjas. 

If you just hear this, you might think he’s a boy who admires superheroes, but the reality was completely different. 

He was a crazy psychopath.

While enthusiastically talking about cartoons, he punched Jimin and broke five of his teeth. 

He said Jimin insulted the ideals of a runaway ninja or something. 

Jimin, who was once a bright and outgoing person, became a distrustful otaku who only watched cartoons, and I stopped believing in crazy people who talk about ideals and beliefs.

For example, like the Unicorn Knight. 

“Tsk.” 

I erased the message I was writing and started again. 

[Why is the Marine Corps, known for catching ghosts, so scared?] 

[Now Gacheon City is ours] 

[Don’t worry, just be ready to come when I call] 

[Kim Cheolsu: Yes, sir] 

It’s too early to be relieved. 

Five out of the six organizations that controlled the underworld of Gacheon City have collapsed. 

I need to fill the power vacuum with my forces and confirm that all the key executives of the enemy organizations are dead. 

Of course, I can’t move right now because of what happened last night. 

I pressed the remote button to turn on the TV in the center of the CEO’s office. 

[The force that fought against the mysterious knight at the oo factory has been revealed to be neo-Nazis, causing a huge shock…] 

I kept changing the channels. 

[The woman’s name is Angela Eisenbart, a German who runs a spaghetti restaurant called SS…] 

Angela’s photo flashed by along with a swastika. 

[Evidence is emerging that the owner of the Chinese food franchise ‘Hotpot Hotpot’ is part of the Triad…] 

The personal information of the Hotpot Hotpot owner was being broadcasted. 

[It is suspected that the explosion at oo Mountain involved a Yakuza force…] 

The story of the Ninja Ramen owner and executives was being reported. 

[There have been reports of a White Knight near the motel where the mass murder occurred…] 

The murders at the Wajak Toast headquarters. 

[Curiosity is growing about the mysterious White Knight who appeared in Gacheon City. Flying through the sky and wielding a spear…]

The video taken by a YouTuber live-streaming in front of the factory was being broadcast on public TV.

[Some people are speculating that this is not just a war on crime. Let’s listen to the interviews with the citizens who were at the scene at the time of the incident.]


[So, the woman was coming out of the place where the explosion happened… (omitted) When I asked who she was, she said she was the Unicorn Knight. And what did she say? Something about innocence and purity?]

[She was flying in the sky and breaking buildings! She was a real superhero!]

“…What a grand debut.”

The existence of the Unicorn Knight was revealed. 

The whole world was paying attention to the appearance of a superhuman.



 
  
    Chapter 23. Normalization (1)


For the time being, the police will be everywhere.

It’s best to release the kids once the investigation seems to be wrapping up. 

To capture both the light and dark sides, timing is crucial.

Let’s focus on the Happy Burger business for now.

“How many documents need approval?”

“I’ve taken care of everything except the important ones you need to handle personally. I’ve summarized them briefly, so they should be easy to find.”

“As expected, Secretary Park, you’re the best.”

“Haha. This is the least I can do as a secretary.”

Now that the new menu’s hype has settled, we need to prepare a new event and check the quality of the new menu under development.

[Send them to Gacheon City one by one after finishing the work. Don’t gather together and arouse suspicion.]

[If you walk around with tools or sashimi knives hidden in your pockets, you’re really dead. I’m telling you twice, don’t do anything suspicious.]

I sent a message to our organization’s second-in-command, who is overseeing the executives outside Gacheon City. 

He’s the one who actively pushed for the new menu’s noise marketing strategy.

[Driver, when are you coming?]

I also sent a message to Jinsun, no, the Unicorn Knight. 

It’s troublesome if you show up without notice like last time. 

I can’t live in a state of constant tension waiting for you.

While checking the approval documents with Secretary Park.

“Boss, the police are here. They said they’ll wait outside.”

The bodyguard knocked on the office door twice.

‘It’s finally here.’

Even if I didn’t leave any evidence, the explosion happened in my building. 

I thought I would be investigated at least once. 

‘I didn’t expect them to come directly instead of sending a summons.’ 

This might be a problem with this world itself. 

In this aspect, it’s quite old-fashioned. 

The Gacheon City police might be modeled after the police from the 1970s-80s. 

“I need to step out for a moment. Sorry for the inconvenience during work.” 

But this is good news. 

They are waiting outside instead of barging in? 

This means they are treating me with respect rather than as a suspect. 

“No problem. I’ll just attend to other tasks.” 

Secretary Park smiled brightly. 

It seemed he didn’t even consider that I might be related to what happened last night. 

Does he think I’m going to the police station for something trivial? 

‘I pretended to be a good person all this time to gain this kind of trust.’ 

Seeing that he doesn’t suspect anything, it seems to have worked successfully. 

“Sure. Don’t overdo it.” 

“Haha, I’m still fine.” 

I went to the back door where the police were waiting. 

It seemed they were waiting at the back door to avoid being conspicuous. 

‘Plainclothes police.’ 

A woman in her 30s and a man in his 50s. 

There were two police officers. 

“Sorry to trouble you when you’re busy.” 

I bowed my head first. 

“Oh, no! We’re sorry for calling you when you’re busy with work.” 

The man in his 50s laughed heartily. 

A familiar face. 

I think I saw him at the hospital… Is he the one who returned with my support fund? 

If it was an arrest for a crime, they wouldn’t send someone who likes me. 

This investigation seems to be directed towards Ninja Ramen.

Of course, it’s all part of my plan. 

I didn’t leave any traces, and I even used bribed police officers to manipulate evidence. 

Not all the police in this city are clean. 

Quite a few of them do dirty deeds while taking bribes.

Both honest and corrupt police officers were very helpful to me, so it wasn’t a bad thing.

“It’s hot outside, you should have waited inside. The counter staff would have given you something to drink.”

I approached them with a soft smile. 

Neither of the two officers showed any signs of tension.

“I appreciate the thought. We’ll just ask a few questions and you’ll be back soon, so don’t worry. Please get in the car.”

We got into the car and went to the police station. 

Naturally, nothing happened.

“Hello, Mr. Yoon!”

“Don’t worry. We don’t have many questions. It’s been confirmed that you haven’t visited the villa in months.”

“You’re having a hard time because of those Yakuza guys.”

“Those bastards, doing strange things at our philanthropist Mr. Yoon’s villa.”

“It seems like they used something like a bomb to blow up the building. It appears the Yakuza had it. This…”

“We suspect that the person known as the Unicorn Knight might have wiped out the Yakuza and caused the explosion. A few days ago at the ㅇㅇ Tower too…”

“Fortunately, the bunker was safe.”

“Oh, right. Manager Kim Sang-soo has been discharged from the hospital. It’s all thanks to you, Mr. Yoon.”

“It’s lunchtime. Would you like to have some Jajangmyeon before you go, Mr. Yoon?”

“Hey, the boss doesn’t eat that.”

“I’ll have Jjamppong.”

“Take care!”

I left the police station after receiving a warm reception.

It was almost like being treated as an idol or a hero. 

The questioning police officer and the surrounding officers couldn’t stop smiling. 

Sitting together and having jajangmyeon was a bonus.


‘Honestly, this feels right.’

Am I not the true Dark Knight of Gacheon City? 

I supported the orphanage. 

I sponsored the police station. 

I hired the socially disadvantaged. 

I cleaned up the food cartel. 

Damn it, I did everything! 

Sure, some gangsters died and the police got busier, but so what? 

The fact is, Gacheon City became healthier.

I returned to the headquarters with a relaxed mind.

The Unicorn Knight came in the evening.

Correction, it wasn’t the Unicorn Knight, it was Jin Seon-ah. 

Instead of a silver-haired, rainbow-eyed female knight, there was a black-haired, black-eyed woman standing in front of my house.

“What’s up with the door? It’s different from the last time I was here.”

Jin Seon-ah awkwardly acted while looking at the gate that had been replaced with an ordinary door.

“Oh, there was a bit of an accident. It’s nothing serious.”

You broke it, you crazy woman. 

If you were good at acting, it might be different, but you’re so bad at it that it’s even more annoying. 

I can’t even give you a good smack for this.

“Anyway, it’s late at night. What’s the matter? Did you fight with Seo-jung again?”

“…It’s not that.”

Jin Seon-ah handed me a brown paper bag she was holding.

“Here. It’s the money I borrowed last time. I was surprised to find out that the meal and hotel costs were more expensive than I thought.”

So you came to repay the money? 

But why are you so nervous while giving it?

“Why are you so anxious? Anyone would think you’re giving me a bribe.”

“Who, who is giving a bribe?! It’s not like that!”

If it’s not, then it’s not. 

Why get angry? 

As expected of a knight, her voice is quite powerful.

I nodded and took the money envelope. 

If I told Jin Seon-ah that it’s okay and tried to return it, she would probably refuse.

“Thank you. Since you’re here, would you like to have a cup of tea?”

“No.”

“Then let me walk you home…”

“It’s okay.”

A sharp refusal. 

Last time, it was unavoidable because of Seo-jung, but this time, she can’t be alone with a man.

“Well, alright. Take care.”

I sent her off and then sat down on the sofa.

“But why isn’t she replying?”

I still hadn’t received a reply to the message I sent from my burner phone. 

Jin Seon-ah must have read it and ignored it.

“Does she not want to tell me when she’s coming? Is she planning to break the door again?”

I was grumbling and watching YouTube when I finally got a reply from the Unicorn Knight.

[Unicorn Knight: There are too many eyes watching right now. I’ll contact you by text for the time being.]

Too many eyes watching, huh? 

Makes sense.

[Didn’t you think the world would pay attention when you flew around in armor?]

It might sound a bit sarcastic, but I was genuinely curious.

[Unicorn Knight: Now that I’ve been exposed, there’s nothing I can do. I just didn’t expect to get this much attention so quickly.]

She probably wanted to keep her identity hidden as much as possible. 

Angela was stronger than expected, so she couldn’t help it.

If the Unicorn Knight doesn’t hide his identity, it benefits me too. 

The existence of a superhero who can single-handedly sweep away the cartel is effective in unifying the underworld.

Seeing that only my organization remains intact, even the criminals will feel something. 

They will either join or die. 

It’s one of the two.

[My proposal, will you accept it?] 

The proposal refers to becoming the manager of the underworld in Gacheon City.

[Unicorn Knight: Yes.] 

[Unicorn Knight: But if something goes wrong, I’ll overturn everything, so handle it well.]

Of course, you would.

[Got it.]

[What will you do with the entertainment establishments run by the Wajaktost boss?] 

Businesses like the neo-Nazi drug trade, the Yakuza’s gambling dens, and the Triad’s loan sharking destroy the lives of ordinary people, but entertainment businesses are less harmful. 

No, they can also destroy families, so they are not less harmful.


Anyway, they are a more stable means of making money.

[Unicorn Knight: It’s a place for prostitution. It’s filthy and dirty. I’ll get rid of them all.]

As expected of the Unicorn Knight, his aversion to prostitution is immense.

[How about I turn all of Wajaktost’s entertainment establishments into bars and run them myself? Just real bars that only sell alcohol?]

I knew from the beginning that he hated entertainment establishments, and this was actually the original plan.



 
  
    Chapter 24. Normalization (2)


In the end, what I want is a stable and steady income from both the legitimate and illegitimate sides. 

While the entertainment business certainly makes money, it’s not worth antagonizing the Unicorn Knight over it.

Antagonizing is just a euphemism, it’s practically a death sentence. 

Honestly, I’d like to completely withdraw from the underworld and just run the Happy Burger business… but then my value would drop.

To survive and become an ally of the Unicorn Knight, I need to operate in the underworld too, which means I need at least a minimal steady income.

[Unicorn Knight: A bar?] 

[It’s called a bar, but it’s really just a regular restaurant that also serves alcohol. Of course, we won’t sell alcohol to minors.] 

[We’ll strictly enforce that.]

He doesn’t reply immediately, probably thinking it over.

Oh, please. 

If we don’t do this, my people will starve. 

We’ll become vagrants of the underworld instead of its rulers.

[We can control all the incidents and accidents that happen near bars late at night.]

I presented the justification that we could prevent the crazy things that drunk people do. 

This is more important than it seems.

Most bad things happen in the back alleys at night. 

If I send my people to monitor the back alleys, we can prevent crimes before they happen. 

Creating jobs for gangsters and ensuring the safety of citizens—it’s a win-win situation.

[Unicorn Knight: Well…] 

[Unicorn Knight: Go ahead.]

“Yes!”

I clenched my fist.

This means I can completely withdraw from the unstable and dangerous smuggling business. 

After the smuggling business was halted due to the water ghost at Gacheon Port, I can turn the idle guys into store owners or employees.

[Unicorn Knight: I’ll keep watching, so don’t do anything strange.] 

“Such a young girl. …Ah.” 

I was startled after saying that. 

It was something I said without much thought, but it sounded like a line from a third-rate villain in a creation.

Have I been so influenced by living as a gangster boss for two years that my soul has been tainted? 

I need to be careful about this.

[Don’t worry and trust me.]

Anyway, permission was granted. I’ll start as soon as the police investigation is over.

I sent a few messages to the second-in-command and members hiding in other cities and lay down on the bed. 

I have a feeling I’ll sleep soundly tonight.

A week has passed since the food cartel collapsed, the Unicorn Knight appeared, and the Bicorn signal flickered and disappeared.

The world had changed quite a bit.

[“Is this a country?”… 50 bodies enshrined in Gacheon National Cemetery were stolen in an instant.] 

[A woman in her 40s claimed that a child entered an outlet hole on an online site…] 

[Rumors are spreading that the golden hawk statue, a symbol of Gacheon University, moved on its own…] 

[Reports of a giant reptilian monster near the 00 River are pouring in. Indeed…] 

[Professor Kim and six graduate students from Gacheon University went missing in a tunnel.] 

[The phenomenon of Alcatraz Prison disappearing as a whole building…]

Although it hasn’t permeated daily life yet, unrealistic things are happening somewhere almost every day. 

This was a sign. 

A sign that this world would soon become a living hell with supervillains running rampant.

It was clear that the signal sent by the Wajaktost boss, the Bicorn worshiper, had become some kind of catalyst.

[Yesterday afternoon, a man who breathed fire appeared at the 00 terminal in 00 city. Many citizens were caught off guard by the sudden arson…] 

[A woman with her hands modified into weapons caused a rampage at the 00 Capital headquarters, resulting in dozens of deaths or injuries.]

[Hitler’s Reincarnation? A Threatening Letter Predicting Massacre Arrives at the White House]

Although not yet ‘super,’ villains with superhuman powers have also gradually begun to stand out. 

Of course, it’s not just the villains causing a stir.

[Unicorn Knight appeared on a collapsing bridge and rescued people!] 

[Unicorn Knight killed the arsonist fleeing from the 00 terminal] 

[‘Unicorn Knight’ effect? Crime rates in Gacheon City have significantly decreased, and the number of criminals turning themselves in has increased] 

[A giant reptilian monster reported to appear near the 00 River was found dismembered this morning. The prime suspect is Unicorn Knight] 

[Unicorn Knight, is she a hero or a criminal? Today’s discussion topic…!] 

[The boss of the crime organization that terrorized Jeju Island, known as the Seaweed-flavored Tangerine Packaging Gang, was found dead in a villa in 00 City. The suspect caught on camera is Unicorn Knight…]

Unicorn Knight’s presence was so overwhelming that it overshadowed all these anomalies, and the reactions were enthusiastic.

“Unicorn Knight! I like her too!” 

“She’s a real hero! A super hero!” 

“Isn’t she cool! I also want to wield a spear and… oh, okay, I won’t use bad words.”

She was a big hit even among the children at the orphanage. 

The mysterious superhuman who defeats social evils seemed very appealing to them.

“R-really? I think she’s cool too…”

The actual person, Jin Seon-ah, looked like she was about to die of embarrassment.

When Seo-jung and I went to volunteer at the orphanage, she insisted on coming along, saying it was dangerous (she still treats me like a stranger), but she only ended up feeling humiliated.

She could have just put on a brave face, but every time the kids talked about Unicorn Knight, she perked up her ears and blushed.

“She’s acting like such an amateur.”

“What’s wrong with your sister?”

“She only acts like that when Unicorn Knight is mentioned. Anyone would think she is Unicorn Knight herself. Why is she acting so suspiciously?”

I wondered how long she could keep her identity hidden from Seo-jung, who was more perceptive than expected. 

Even if it was revealed, I hoped it would be resolved smoothly. 

Otherwise, she would definitely come to me and whine about it. 

I’m not a family counselor.

Oh, there’s more to note besides the emerging villains and Unicorn Knight.

[The identity of the ‘hero’ who subdued armed robbers occupying Walmart with a single peanut has been revealed. The man’s name is Thomas Lawton. He was an ordinary office worker who suddenly gained superhuman shooting abilities…]

[“That’s what Kozaburo would have done.”… The ‘Psychic Otaku Hero’ who thwarted a terrorist attack at a Japanese theme park]

[The person who saved a school bus from drowning is ‘Mermaid’? Children’s eyewitness accounts continue]

[The amazing hero from Scotland who inhaled flames with his mouth, is he a reincarnation of a comic book hero?]


[Oh… it’s really, really unbelievable, but a retired pro wrestler turned into a dinosaur and prevented a subway disaster…]

Superhumans worthy of being called heroes were cautiously revealing themselves one by one.

Although I don’t know much about the original story, I know a bit about the content ahead.

‘Hero League.’

It’s the name of an organization that will be created in the United States, a country that loves freedom and heroes. 

I heard from a friend that one of the world’s wealthiest individuals would establish it. 

It’s like the Avengers from the Marvel Cinematic Universe.

Actually, what’s more important is the organization that will be created next.

In Korea, the country of the first publicly known superhero, Unicorn Knight, a government-led organization modeled after the Hero League will be established.

It’s called the Hero Management Bureau. 

This is the event I’ve been waiting for the most after the appearance of Unicorn Knight.

To survive in this dreadful comic book world, the more ‘good’ superhumans on my side, the better.

I had considered establishing the Hero Management Bureau myself, but it was obviously impossible due to various issues, including capital and information power. 

Instead, wouldn’t it be a good idea to assist in its establishment or help once it’s set up?

Having successfully aligned myself as an ally of Unicorn Knight, it’s time to prepare for the second plan. The goal is to become an ally not just to one hero, but to all heroes.

Why? 

Because it’s a hero comic, and it’s obvious that the heroes will win. 

If the villains won, the protagonist would have been Bicorn Knight.

I will survive by siding with the winning team and somehow find a way to return to Earth. 

I’ll find my friend Jimin and break all his teeth.

“Just wait and see.”

Well, that’s the main quest that hasn’t started yet, and I have my personal side quests.

I glanced at the ring handed over by the president of Wajaktost. 

This mysterious item, still wrapped in a handkerchief, hadn’t shown any signs for a week.

“Does it need some kind of energy?”

I wondered if it needed the blood of a non-virgin or a non-virgin, so I slightly cut my hand, but it didn’t react even with blood on it. 

If it doesn’t react to the blood of a scumbag, what will it react to?

“Could it be that I need to touch it directly?”

The risk was too high, so I had never tried it, but today I felt drawn to it.

“Damn, it seems worth trying. Should I just touch it?”

It’s not baseless bravado. 

Whether it’s because I’m a scumbag or due to the perks of being possessed, I was fine even after being directly hit by Bicorn’s magic at the motel last time.


…Wouldn’t it be okay to touch the ring?

After much deliberation, I shook my head.

“Let’s play it safe. Play it safe.”

Unless it’s a life-or-death situation, I don’t want to take risks when everything is going well. 

I put the handkerchief-wrapped ring in the breast pocket of my jacket.



 
  
    Chapter 25. Normalization (3)


The executives of Happy Burger (disguised as organization leaders) who had gone on business trips (or were hiding) have all returned. 

The police investigation has also subsided. 

This is a signal that it’s time to start moving in earnest to manage the underworld.

“Boss, we want to live too. We have no way to return to Germany. If you spare us, we will work hard.”

The first to surrender were the remnants of the Neo-Nazis. 

They were so thoroughly crushed by the Unicorn Knights that they couldn’t even think of resisting. 

The guy who came as their representative wasn’t even in the top 20 ranks of the organization. 

It’s inevitable since everyone above him was wiped out.

“This guy speaks Korean well. Say ‘Hitler is a bastard.’”

“Hitler… is a bastard.”

“Good. Now you have no relation to the Neo-Nazis, right?”

“Yes, no relation.”

“Alright, let’s work hard.”

After a simple test, I accepted them into my group. 

You might wonder if they’ll betray us later, shouting ‘Angela’s revenge!’? 

Well, such things rarely happen. 

In the world of gangsters, loyalty doesn’t exist. 

Loyal knights only exist in outdated Yakuza or Mafia movies. 

In this world, people will even betray their friends if it benefits them. 

It’s obvious that these guys just followed us because we offered them money.

It might be embarrassing to bow your head and join another organization, but to survive, you have to throw away your pride. 

Pride is the least helpful thing in this world, so in fact, they aren’t losing anything.

“Go around and tell the others to surrender. Don’t do anything that catches the police’s attention.” 

“Understood.”

I used the new recruits to find the remnants of the cartel who were hiding. 

It didn’t take long for them to come flocking in to surrender.

“…We will work hard.”

They came out submissively, probably knowing about my connection with the Unicorn Knights. 

I even spread rumors myself, like ‘Yoon Do-chul’s organization is not attacked by the Unicorn Knights,’ mixing in some facts.

Thanks to that, I easily took over the stores run by the food cartel bosses. 

Restaurants like SS, Hotpot Hotpot, and Ninja Ramen will continue to operate but will become subsidiaries of Happy Burger, and the entertainment establishments of Crunchy Toast will become wholesome pubs where people just drink.

I just abandoned the stores of that bastard Young Man Burger. 

There were few stores, and they were located in terrible places, so there was no need to take them. 

They were just blatantly money laundering fronts.

“From today, you are my employees working diligently and the unofficial neighborhood watch of Gacheon City.”

Neighborhood watch. You could also call it a vigilante group. 

Even the mafia, a historically significant crime organization, started as a vigilante group, so in a way, it’s a return to the roots.

“If you see anyone doing suspicious or disruptive things, report it immediately. If you get caught doing petty thug stuff like before, you’ll end up in a drum and be dumped in Gacheon Harbor. Even if you do something, get my permission first.”

“Yes!”

Those who didn’t listen were beaten up and kicked out of the city, while those who were obedient were given jobs. 

Since it’s the underworld, I couldn’t ban all illegal activities, but I made them act in ways that minimized harm to civilians.

The nasty-looking ones will be assigned to the bar that will open later, while the more presentable ones will be placed in Happy Burger chain stores. 

A member who has worked at Happy Burger for over a year will be in charge of their ‘re-education.’

“Isn’t it better to make a little less money than to get cemented by me or torn apart by the Unicorn Knights? Right?” 

“Yes, sir!” 

“Let’s try to live honestly.”

Anyway, the operation to take over the underworld of Gacheon City proceeded smoothly. 

It was possible because of the unbeatable fearsome presence of the Unicorn Knights. 

Although unrealistic incidents are reported daily, they haven’t yet permeated everyday life.

My plan is to seize the underworld without any variables and establish an underworld network during this time. 

The members spread out everywhere will become my eyes and ears.

Even if they are supervillains, they will be inexperienced at the point of gaining their abilities. 

Just like extinguishing a spark early, if we can detect supervillain candidates or suspicious movements through the ‘underworld network’ and pass that information to the Unicorn Knights, it will be a grand success. 

Gacheon City will become a great place to live. It’s a true union of light and shadow.

Ha, damn. 

Even thinking about it again, it’s perfect.

“Ahem.”

Well, that’s that. It’s almost time for the Happy Burger meeting. 

I need to put some effort into ‘normalizing’ the headquarters’ operations, which have been stagnant.

“Can you tell me the meeting agenda one more time? Just the key points.”

I asked Secretary Park, who was fiddling with the documents next to me. 

I glanced at the schedule earlier, but the text was too dense to read. 

Handling underworld affairs and reading documents at the same time was exhausting.

“Ah, yes. You just need to watch and evaluate the new advertisement.” 

“Okay, got it.”

Today, I arrived right on time. 

The executives who had been on business trips, or rather, who had been beaten last meeting, were waiting with tense faces.

These guys look all fresh and shiny after a few days off. 

Did they go on a hotel vacation or something? 

While the boss was risking his life cleaning up the cartel, they were having fun on their own?

These arrogant bastards, just wait until I catch them slipping. It’s bat time again today.

“Let’s start.”

I nodded my head as I sat at the head of the table. 

The female team leader who presented last time was in charge of the presentation again.

“First, let’s watch the advertisement.”

The first ad featured a popular idol among teenagers these days.

[Umm~ Lately, work has been tough~!] 

[When life is hard and tough, eat a burger~!] 

[Get a random goodie when you purchase the Happy Burger Noblesse Set!] 


[Have a ‘Happy’ day today!]

“Hmm.”

The scene featuring our company’s burger lasted only a few seconds. 

It felt more like an idol photo shoot than a Happy Burger ad, with the focus entirely on the idol.

‘But they’ll still buy it, right?’

The price of the Happy Burger Noblesse Set is 50,000 won. 

It’s the most expensive set menu in our store. 

Even though it’s random, fans have no choice but to buy it since their favorite idol’s merchandise is being held hostage.

“Really like a total scumbag. I like it.”

Instead of targeting people who come to eat burgers, it targets the idol fandom. 

Thinking of it that way, it was a really effective advertisement.

“Good.” 

Alright. Proceed. 

Quickly extract the precious money that the otakus have saved up.

“Let’s watch the second advertisement.”

[Order received, Happy~!]

[Lettuce, ketchup, tomato, cheese, pickles, onions!] 

[Let’s eat Happy Burger with the family~!] 

[Grandpa and Grandma also really love Happy Burger~!]

“Hmm.”

It seems like they tried to create a catchphrase, but it feels oddly familiar. 

It might get caught for plagiarism, so let’s put this one on hold.

“Let’s watch the third advertisement.”

[Senior! Buy me a burger!] 

[Okay, let’s go.] 

[Senior! How about… chicken?] 

[What? Chicken? Are you crazy? It’s too expensive. No way.] 

[Then I’ll use my savings for you, senior~!]

This one is not good. 

I get that they were aiming for a quirky or B-grade vibe, but it’s really annoying. 

How should I put it? 

It feels like a 40-year-old trying to act cool by using a few 20-year-old slang terms they picked up. 

It’s a perfect analogy since the vice president and other executives are in their 40s.

I don’t like the content either. 

It basically tells you to use your savings to buy chicken. 

Who would order chicken after seeing such an ad? 

Especially when we’re already getting a lot of flak for raising prices.

“This one is scrapped.”

After watching the three advertisements and hearing about the company’s budget and operations, the meeting ended. 

I was heading to the CEO’s office, thinking it was fortunate that we at least got one good ad.

“Uh, boss.”

The vice president, who looks like a pickled radish, approached cautiously. 

This guy is the second-in-command of our Do-cheol faction. 

He’s the one who pushed for that weird burger concept.

“What’s up?”

“It’s about the companies we absorbed… I mean, acquired.”

“And?”

“Because of that, some people are making a fuss, saying it’s a monopoly. They’re threatening to file a petition.”

“Really?”

Even though these were money-laundering companies run by a criminal organization, it seems some people are upset that we took over four at once. 

They probably don’t know about the cartel involvement. 

If they did, they wouldn’t be acting up like this.

“Who are these people?”

“They’re from the Gacheon Merchants Association.”

“Merchants Association? Isn’t that a group of self-employed people?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

These guys really don’t know anything.

It’s obvious what’s going on. 


They’re acting tough because they’re worried I’ll threaten their business area. 

They probably think they can resist by claiming corporate tyranny.

Trying to act tough in front of a gangster? 

These guys are asking for it.

We need to “negotiate,” right?



 
  
    Chapter 26. Gacheon Merchants’ Association (1)


The Gacheon Merchants’ Association is an organization established to protect the rights and improve the status of merchants operating traditional markets or small shops in Gacheon City. 

They claim to promote cooperation among merchants for welfare improvement, profit generation, rights protection, and market development. 

However, the reality I heard was somewhat different.

“These guys are just a bunch of thugs, aren’t they?”

The intention might have been pure when it was established. 

It was probably created to genuinely protect small merchants and develop the market. 

But the nature of an organization changes over time as new people join.

It’s been 30 years since the Gacheon Merchants’ Association was formed. 

This was enough time for the merchants who had been controlling the association for decades to become eccentric old-timers, wielding their accumulated experience and connections like weapons.

-A new shop opened on 00 Street today.

-Oh, that meat restaurant? It’s run by a young lady who recently moved to 00 Apartment.

-It’s not a franchise, right?

-No, it’s a self-employed business.

-If you’re going to run a self-employed business in Gacheon City, shouldn’t you show your face here and distribute rice cakes at least once? There’s no business ethics.

-Well, young people can be like that. Let’s ‘educate’ her.

-It seems like it’s her first time running a business, so we should take good care of her. Hahaha.

They subtly ostracized merchants who didn’t join the association or spread bad rumors about them. 

They also bullied young merchants within the association, extorting money under the guise of ‘information fees’ or ‘activity fees’ while providing minimal support.

Although they didn’t resort to violence, they were essentially a cartel. 

It was clear that they were picking a fight with us to extort some money. 

They would probably shut up if we gave them a bribe.

But I had no intention of doing that. 

Why would I bribe these guys who aren’t even police or politicians? 

It would only cause trouble for me later.

“What should we do?”

The vice president spoke with a murderous look on his face.

“They seem to want some greasing. If they keep pushing, we could scare them a bit or, if that doesn’t work, resort to waterboarding…”

‘Greasing’ meant bribery, and ‘waterboarding’ was a euphemism for torture.

“Don’t talk nonsense about waterboarding. If you try it, I’ll personally stab you in the ass.”

“I’m sorry.”

As expected from a former executive of the Gacheon Family Gang, he was talking nonsense. 

I appointed him as vice president because he seemed to have a grasp of trends and financial management… Tsk.

These guys had been doing business in Gacheon City for decades, going through all sorts of ups and downs. 

They wouldn’t be easily intimidated. 

If we scared them half-heartedly, it would only make things worse.

“Don’t do anything unnecessary and just watch for now.”

No matter how many petitions we submitted, the chances of them being processed were slim. 

It’s not like I acquired the company with the intention of killing all the merchants. 

I absorbed franchises that went bankrupt due to the boss’s gangster issues, so what could the government do to stop it?

I was tempted to use ‘physical negotiation,’ but it wasn’t unbearable. 

It wasn’t a real threat. 

Besides, it wasn’t a good time to cause trouble while integrating the underworld of Gacheon City.

“More importantly, how are the new guys? Are they sharp?”

I assigned a few smart-looking newcomers to the vice president. 

They were members of other cartels I had absorbed, and surprisingly, some were from prestigious universities or had run their own businesses. 

I brought them to the headquarters because I thought they could be useful.

“They all have work skills. If they just fix their habits from their time in the organization, they could start working on-site right away.”

Hearing the term ‘working on-site’ from a guy who looks like a gangster might sound like underworld slang, but it simply means they could start working at a Happy Burger restaurant immediately.

“That’s good. Focus on training the new recruits for now. Let me know if any problems arise.”

“Understood.”

And so, the issue with the Gacheon Merchants’ Association was put on hold—until the next morning, when a protest broke out in front of the Happy Burger headquarters.

[Happy Burger OUT, ruining Gacheon City] 

[Is the monopolizing boss happy? Local merchants are unhappy.] 

[Happy Burger franchise, stick to your own business and stop eyeing others’ rice cakes.] 

[Yesterday it was Hotpot Hotpot, today it’s Ninja Ramen? Stop the endless monopoly!] 

[Greedy, exploitative boss killing local merchants, step down] 

[Strongly condemn Happy Burger for lack of business ethics!]

Five trucks equipped with large LED billboards parked near the headquarters’ parking lot, displaying these lovely messages.

Even that was manageable. 

The real problem was the protestors who came after the trucks left.

“Happy Burger, get out of Gacheon City, killing local merchants!” 

“Get out!” 

“Condemn the unethical business practices!” 

“Condemn!” 

“Yoon Do-chul, explain the forced acquisition!” 

“Explain!” 

“If you can’t explain, resign!” 

“Resign!”

About ten people gathered and shouted these slogans, making it impossible to ignore them.

“Get rid of them.”

We immediately deployed our employees, but it wasn’t very effective.

“What are you doing here?” 

“This is in front of the company. Please leave.”

Our head office employees, who were well-dressed and polite, tried to persuade them gently.

“Hey! Hey! Don’t touch me! This is violence!” 

“They’re hitting people! They’re hitting people!” 

“Where are you touching? Don’t touch me! This is sexual harassment!” 

“You thugs! Don’t come near me! I’ll report you! I’ll report you!” 

“Anyone who moves from now on is a criminal!”


They exaggerated their actions and screamed.

Of course, my employees never touched them. 

They just slowly approached and gestured for them to leave.

Although they eventually left as the sun set, it was enough to make the head office employees nervous.

“These people are ridiculous.”

I clicked my tongue as I watched the small protest disperse from the office window. 

I didn’t expect them to go this far.

Secretary Park, who was watching me, cleared his throat.

“If you want, I can charge them with obstruction of business…”

“It’s okay. They’ll stop eventually. It’s ridiculous that they’re not doing their business and just hanging around here. Let’s just focus on our work.”

“Understood.”

I could tolerate the protest trucks and the protestors. 

They didn’t hit or kill any employees, they just caused a disturbance.

If they were gangsters like the ones from Kkokko Heaven, I would have retaliated immediately, but they were all ordinary people. 

I didn’t want to stir up trouble unnecessarily.

You can’t bring a knife to a pillow fight.

If you mess with ordinary people, you’re a real villain. 

Even if those ordinary people are acting like thugs, it’s just petty troublemaking without violence.

…I tried to let it go generously. 

Really, I intended to treat it as a minor incident and move on lightly.

But they touched something they shouldn’t have.

“It’s hot today, let’s rest here for a bit.” 

“Sounds good!” 

“…Okay.”

It was when I was resting at a café with Jin Seon-ah and Jin Seo-jung after our weekly Saturday volunteer work at the orphanage.

“Isn’t that Yoon Do-chul, the president?”

A group of local women entered the café and started whispering while looking at us. 

It didn’t seem like they came in by chance and recognized me, it felt planned. 

When they first entered, I saw one woman flinch at the sight of me and take out her phone. 

She probably called the Gacheon Merchants’ Association to inform them I was here.

“Yoon Do-chul? Isn’t he the president of Happy Burger?” 

“Happy Burger? The one trying to ruin all the small businesses in Gacheon City?” 

“People should have a conscience.” 

“A young person shouldn’t live like that.”

They whispered loudly enough for me to hear, and their intention was obvious. 

They wanted to embarrass me in front of the young women I was with.

But the women with me weren’t ordinary young women. 

One held my life and death in her hands as a superhuman, and the other was a child I was taking care of.

They were people who should only see my good side, and they were acting like this in front of them? 

Even after experiencing all sorts of things in this world for two years, this was really hard to tolerate.

Isn’t this too much, damn it?

There were too many eyes watching, so I couldn’t confront them directly and tried to ignore them with a forced smile.

“Excuse me! What did you just say?”

Even I, as an adult, found it hard to endure, so how could Seo-jung? 

She couldn’t hold back her anger and stood up to confront them. 

She was practically our organization’s enforcer.

“Oh my, look at her getting angry.” 

“Staring at her elders and shouting, what has this country come to?” 

“What are they teaching in schools these days?” 

“All young people are like this.”

Their shameless behavior made Seo-jung even angrier, so I grabbed her and left the café.

“Those people are really rude!” 

“It’s okay, Seo-jung. Sometimes misunderstandings happen at work. It seems like strange rumors are spreading.” 

“Aren’t you upset, oppa? They said all that while we were listening… I can’t let this go. I need to go back and give them a piece of my mind-” 

“Hey, there’s no need for that. Let’s just go home and rest.”

On the way, I managed to calm her down. 


Jin Seon-ah, who knew this was all because I had acquired a company run by a food cartel, just looked at me with a complicated expression.

Anyway, after experiencing something like that, I couldn’t just sit still. 

If they trample on my feelings like this, I have no choice but to become a thug.

“Sigh.”

You’re all dead.



 
  
    Chapter 27. Gacheon Merchants Association (2)


“Ugh…!”

Kim Chun-bae, the owner of Kkokko Heaven, raised his stiff body. 

The scars he had acquired during his 20 years in the organization ached more than usual today.

“Is it going to rain?”

He wanted to claim they were proud scars of glory, but since the Gacheon Family, the organization he belonged to, had collapsed, they were meaningless.

Even the brilliant past becomes meaningless with time. 

Chun-bae sighed as he looked at the dragon tattoo on his shoulders, which had shrunk due to muscle loss. 

As he aged and his body shriveled, the dragon might look more like a worm.

“Ah, damn it.”

To think that I, who was once a top executive in the most successful crime organization in Gacheon City, am now the owner of a chicken shop. 

And not even a franchise, but a small hole-in-the-wall shop. What a terrible downfall.

“This is what I get for being too proud.”

Yoon Do-chul. 

The name of the young blood who rose to power after the fall of the Gacheon Family.

He didn’t want to bow and scrape under that young punk, so he went independent with a few subordinates. 

But now, he found himself frying chicken, feeling pathetic.

Among the former executives of the Gacheon Family, some quickly bowed to Yoon Do-chul and joined his group, Happy Burger. 

One of them even became a vice president of a small company, which made Chun-bae even more envious.

Out of spite (envy), he once held a drastic chicken sale event to mock Happy Burger, which sold premium chicken for 30,000 won. 

(It’s a secret that he stocked up on old or low-quality chickens.) 

However, he was soon dragged away and beaten up, forcing him to stop.

After roughly getting ready, he checked the time at the front door. 

He wasn’t worried about being late.

“I’ll be back.”

“Huh? Okay.”

“…Take care.”

Neither his wife nor daughter came to see him off. 

Feeling lonely and desolate, Chun-bae left the house with a regretful expression.

“Ah, boss, you’re here.”

When he arrived at his shop, ‘Kkokko Heaven,’ a man who looked rather dim-witted greeted him. 

This man was known as Lackey 1. 

Like Chun-bae, he had missed the chance to join Yoon Do-chul due to his useless pride and was now a loser.

“Where are the others?”

“They’re inside, frying oil. But when should we change the oil? It’s pitch black.”

Chun-bae looked at Lackey 1 with pity. 

The guy hadn’t even graduated from elementary school, so he was slow to understand things.

“I think I’ve told you several times. To be cost-effective, change the oil once every two weeks, and only replace half of it. No one will notice whether the oil is black or blue.”

“Got it~!”

Sometimes, sharp-eyed customers would notice the color of the batter and leave complaints on the delivery app, but most issues were resolved by ignoring them or blocking fake reviews.

“If they don’t like it, they don’t have to eat it.”

Others might see him as a shameless chicken seller, but Chun-bae considered himself a wise merchant.

‘How expensive is cooking oil for businesses? And besides, chicken fried in oil that’s been used for a long time tastes better. The chicken broth needs to seep into the oil for the chicken to taste good.’

Old oil might not be good for health. 

But people don’t order chicken to be healthy, they order it to eat something delicious, right? 

As a seller, he felt it was his duty to meet the consumers’ needs.

Chun-bae genuinely believed this.

‘Anyway, my main business is loan sharking.’

He was just trying to keep his idle lackeys busy when they weren’t out collecting money. 

He wasn’t truly dedicated to running the chicken shop with all his heart and soul.

‘Still, aren’t I more ethical than that guy’s burger joint that charges 30,000 won?’

Chun-bae justified his misdeeds by thinking of Yoon Do-chul. 

He was idly sitting at the counter, killing time, when his phone vibrated.

It was a message in the group chat of the Gacheon Merchants Association.

[Park Deok-soo: How did it go?]

[Jooni’s Mom: He was so embarrassed he took the girls and left.]

[Jooni’s Mom: (photo)]

[Jooni’s Mom: (photo)]

[Kim Sook-ki: Haha, he was flustered.]

[Hyun-soo’s Dad: Serves him right.]

[Park Deok-soo: That young guy was so arrogant, serves him right.]

[Hyun-soo’s Dad: How was it? Did Yoon Do-chul get mad? Did he start yelling in front of everyone?]

[Jooni’s Mom: No.]

[Jooni’s Mom: He stayed quiet, but a small girl came and started arguing.]

[Kim Sook-ki: Looks like he sent her to get angry on his behalf, haha.]

[Hyun-beom: That’s just abuse of power.]

[Eom Kwang-sik: What kind of man does that, tsk tsk.]

[Park Deok-soo: If he had quickly slipped a few thousand won, this wouldn’t have happened.]

“They’re really something.”

The Gacheon Merchants Association. 

They quietly approached him when he opened Kkokko Heaven. 

They claimed to be a self-employed business association, but subtly threatened that he might face ‘disadvantages’ if he didn’t join, so he had no choice but to comply.

Chun-bae was already well-known to the police from his active days as an executive in the Gacheon Family. 

He didn’t want to risk going to jail by messing with ordinary people.

The association had been targeting Yoon Do-chul and Happy Burger for a few days. 

They probably felt threatened when they saw Yoon Do-chul acquiring a few franchise stores in Gacheon City.

…That was the official reason, but in reality, they were clearly trying to extort some money from Yoon Do-chul. 

They would probably keep quiet if they got paid.

‘They’re no different from gangsters, just without the fists.’

When petitions and protests didn’t work, they went directly to humiliate him, which Chun-bae thought was almost suicidal.


‘Crazy fools, messing with the one person you shouldn’t in Gacheon City?’

Even though he was a toothless tiger now, Chun-bae still had connections and knew the underworld well. 

From the Neo-Nazis who turned the Gacheon Family into a beehive to the Yakuza and the Triads, they all fell under Yoon Do-chul’s control.

Although only remnants remain after the unicorn knight’s attack, its influence cannot be ignored. 

Soon, it will engulf all the dark corners of Gacheon City.

Chunbae wasn’t staying quiet for no reason. 

Of course, it was partly because he wasn’t influential enough within the association to join the conversation.

He was casually scrolling through his messages and about to start a mahjong game when…

Bzzz~! Bzzz! Bzzz~!

The person he least wanted to hear from was calling. 

Chunbae cleared his throat and answered the phone politely.

“Ah, hello, sir. What brings you to call…”

[Is this the owner of Kkokko Heaven?]

The voice of the young man who had once tried to fry him in an oil fryer came through the speaker.

Yoon Do-cheol. 

The man destined to become the ruler of the underworld.

“Ah, yes. That’s right. Hahaha.”

‘He’s not watching me, is he?’ 

Chun-bae thought as he politely answered the call while glancing out the window.

[You’re a member of the Gacheon Merchants Association, right?]

“I’m just one of the many self-employed members.”

[So you’re saying you don’t know anything? Do you want to get beaten up, Mr. Kkokko Heaven?]

The murderous tone in the voice made Chunbae’s face turn pale.

“No, no, that’s not it. I’m sorry. I don’t have much power in that area… but I should have said something sternly…”

[No need to apologize. Just give me the names or information of the key figures in the association. You must know at least that much.]

‘Ah, so he didn’t call to beat me up.’

Chunbae breathed a sigh of relief inwardly.

“I’ll organize everything neatly and send it to you.”

[And tell the people in the association.]

“Yes!”

[Tell them I want to negotiate, so they should come to the headquarters to talk. Just relay what I said if you want to live.]

“Understood!”

Chunbae waited, sweating profusely, until the call ended.

Two days later, at the Happy Burger headquarters.

The senior members of the Gacheon Merchants Association and Chunbae arrived at the main entrance.

“Now we can finally talk.”

“I told you, how long could a young guy hold out?”

“It’s time to change my car~!”

The members laughed heartily, while Chunbae forced a smile as they followed the Happy Burger employee into the elevator to the top floor.

Two pretty female employees were waiting in front of the meeting room where the negotiation would take place.

“Using mobile phones inside the meeting room is prohibited.”

“We will take care of all electronic devices, including mobile phones.”

The senior members handed over their phones, thinking it was to avoid leaving evidence of bribery.

‘The young guy is quite clever.’

Click!

‘…?’

That thought changed when the meeting room door locked. 

The room was filled with large men in suits.

“Oh, everyone is here?”

Yoon Do-cheol, who was sitting at the head of the table playing a mobile game, looked up.

“Sit down.”

He gestured to the chairs.

The senior members, unable to grasp the sudden change in situation, stood frozen.

“Are your ears clogged? I said sit down, you bastards.”


Yoon Do-cheol frowned and lifted the ‘Merchant Spirit Induction Rod’ he had hidden under the table.

That was the signal. 

The men in suits approached and forcibly seated them.

“Hey. Do I look like a burger shop owner to you?”

All the senior members broke into a cold sweat.



 
  
    Chapter 28. Gacheon Merchants Association (3)


“What are you doing not answering? Do I look like a burger shop owner to you?”

Bang!

I slammed the Merchant Spirit Infusion Rod on the table. 

The old merchants flinched in surprise.

“N-no.”

The clueless guy from Chicken Heaven answered. Gotcha. 

Let’s have some fun today.

“Then what are you, you punk! Are you saying I’m a gangster?”

I struck his shiny head with my Excalibur, the Merchant Spirit Infusion Rod.

Crack!

Maybe because he had no hair to cushion the blow, the impact was significant.

“N-no! I’m sorry, boss! I really committed a grave sin!”

After getting hit once, he seemed to come to his senses, kneeling and bowing his head to the ground.

“Explain yourself, resign. You were all talk behind my back, why so quiet now? Huh? Go on, keep talking.”

I pointed the Merchant Spirit Infusion Rod at the association members.

“I-I also…”

A middle-aged man hesitated to speak. 

His name was Park Deok-soo, the president of the Gacheon Merchants Association. 

He could be considered the mastermind behind this incident.

“I also know some gangsters. President Yoon, can you handle all this?”

His words were bold, but his voice was too small to be heard clearly. 

He seemed intimidated by my men surrounding him.

“Really? I’m curious. Let’s hear it.”

“J-Jubangdong Lee Doo…”

“What? What did you say?”

Pretending not to hear well, a loud-mouthed member stepped forward. 

He was over 198 cm tall and quite bulky.

“Hey, did you skip your meal? Speak up! The boss can’t hear you!!!”

Park Deok-soo, frightened by the booming voice that sounded like a train whistle, shut his mouth.

‘Effective intimidation.’

He had probably only dealt with petty thugs in the market. 

Even a veteran merchant who had been through a lot couldn’t stand up to a real gangster.

“Say it again, clearly.”

“Jubangdong Kim Doo-pal.”

“What kind of place is Jubangdong? The name sounds like something from the 80s… Anyway, who knows this Kim Doo-pal?”

I asked my subordinates. 

After a brief murmur, one of them, who looked like he weighed 150 kg, raised his hand.

“He’s a used car dealer at OO Intersection.”

“A car dealer?”

He must have been one of the lackeys working under the young burger shop boss, the MZ gangster leader. 

I thought he might be another gang boss, but he was just a nobody acting tough.

“That’s right. He pays protection money to Byung-chul.”

“Can you call him?”

“Yes. Should I call him right away?”

“Tell him to get here within an hour.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Mr. Deok-soo, let’s see what happens when this Doo-pal or whatever his name is shows up.”

The members of the Gacheon Merchants Association, intimidated by the harsh conversation, lowered their eyes. 

“Ah, that feels refreshing. We should have done this from the start.”

“Shall we watch the PPT while we wait? Turn it on.”

“Yes.”

The thug waiting behind me turned on the monitor and flipped through the PPT. 

It detailed the atrocities committed by the Gacheon Merchants Association and the evidence of their wrongdoings.

Although not included here, we even got interviews.

“Wow, seriously… they’ve done every dirty trick in the book. Is this how you treat fellow small business owners? Who’s the real thug here?”

We clicked our tongues as we watched. 

Initially, I only prepared to threaten these Gacheon Merchants Association bastards, but the more I dug, the more outrageous it became. 

They were practically robbers without knives.

The flustered members of the association looked at each other with distressed faces.

This isn’t all we prepared.

“Keep flipping. The later parts are more interesting.”

“…!”

As the PPT pages turned, the faces of the Gacheon Merchants Association members hardened. 

The PPT included not only their personal information but also details about their families.

Names, genders, ages, and even their workplaces or schools. 

We investigated thoroughly to find out everything. 

Not to actually use it, but to scare them.

Alright, shall we start negotiating?

“What will it be? Do you want to live or die?”

As I subtly asked, they immediately reacted.

“It looks like you’re trying to extort money, but this is all blackmail and a crime! Evidence? You got all that through threats. And if you kill us all here, do you think you’ll get away with it?”

The woman who was the vice president stood up and shouted. 

She seemed much calmer after taking deep breaths earlier.

“Huh.”

I laughed in disbelief. 

Extort money? 

Me? 

They were the ones who tried to extort money from me first.

They still haven’t come to their senses. 


I need to be tougher.

“Why would I kill you all in the meeting room? That’s too much trouble.”

I turned my chair and looked sharply at a man.

“Mansu, I think I’ll be heading to the villa for a drink tonight. Do you have any plans?”

Mansu is our organization’s enforcer. 

He’s not as good as my retired military friends, but he’s one of the best among pure gangsters.

The six people I had killed after I possessed this body were all handled by Mansu.

“I think I’ll be working at the OO Apartment in OO-dong at that time. After that, I might go abroad for a while.”

Mansu took out a sashimi knife from his pocket and fiddled with it. 

OO Apartment in OO-dong is where that woman lives.

“Good. Take this opportunity to go on a trip abroad. I’ll cover all the expenses, so don’t worry.”

“Thank you, boss.”

See? 

Even without me lifting a finger, it’s too easy to take care of you and your family. 

And this is just one of the many methods I can use.

The woman, who had been breathing heavily with a flushed face, sat down quietly. 

She had guts, but she needed to know when to use them.

“Let’s think before we speak, okay?”

After sinking both the president and vice president, the atmosphere finally became conducive to negotiation.

“I’m not such a bad person. I don’t mess with people outside our industry. I was willing to let it slide even if you acted up a bit. But you came to where I was having coffee and ran your mouth? You were practically begging to be killed, and I couldn’t just sit back.”

I paused and looked around at the association members. 

Among them were those terrified and even a woman shedding tears. 

Observing their reactions, I continued.

“Killing is easy. It’s easy, but I’m giving you one more chance because I feel sorry for you. You all have children and parents to support, right? You can’t die here, can you?”

“So, what do you think? Do you want to live? Can I take that as agreement?”

The members nodded slightly.

“If you were going to listen so well, you should have behaved from the start. Why did you have to make things worse by resisting? Tsk. You don’t know how scary the world is.”

Maybe they felt ashamed to be scolded by someone young enough to be their child. 

Their faces turned red.

I think it’s their own fault. If they didn’t want to go through this, they should have lived honestly.

“Alright, I’m not going to explain this twice, so listen carefully. From today, the Gacheon Merchants Association will be managed by Happy Burger. I’m not saying you have to change your affiliation to Happy Burger, just that we’ll be overseeing you to prevent any more nonsense. You won’t be able to harass good merchants or extort money anymore. So, from today, report everything you do promptly, and follow all my instructions.”

This is just my opinion, but I think things need to be cleaned up in a proper way. 

Let’s assume that the thuggish members of the association continue to create chaos without anyone stopping them.

A person who has gained superhuman strength comes to Gacheon City to do business, but is at risk of being scammed. 

If they refuse, they get threatened and ostracized, and even if they endure it, strange rumors spread, making business difficult.

Even if someone has lived a good and honest life, it’s clear they’d lose control. 

The members of the Gacheon Merchants Association are just supervillain makers in the making. 

Preventive measures are needed.

“Stop with the nonsense, and let’s work together as fellow business owners. Let’s make Gacheon a better place to live, okay?” 

“…Yes.” 

“Come on, why is everyone so quiet? Don’t like it? Should I just kill everyone? Mansoo~!” 

“Yes, understood!” 

“If you understand, just stamp this document. Hurry.”

Just as things were wrapping up, a man entered the meeting room, sweating profusely, and bowed his head to the ground. 

“Huff, huff. I’m, I’m Kim Doopal!” 

He’s the underling that Chairman Deoksu of the Gacheon Merchants Association trusted. 

He was in such a rush that he couldn’t even catch his breath.

“Okay, Doopal. Do you know why you’re here?” 

“I’m sorry! It’s my responsibility!” 

At least his attitude was good. 

I decided to wrap this up quickly. 

“If you know, come over here and stick your butt out.” 

“Yes!” 

I looked around at the members of the Gacheon Merchants Association. 

“When a man picks up a stick, he’s got to hit someone, right? This guy is taking the beating for all of you. Understood?” 

“…Yes.” 

Doopal stretched out his butt and his legs trembled. 

“Let’s settle for thirty strikes, okay?” 

“Yes!” 

“Count.” 

I struck Doopal’s ass with the spirit of the merchants in mind. 


His ass was strangely nice. 

“One! Two! Three! Four!” 

“At the cafe! Even in front of a kid! Talking behind people’s backs! Those old dog who want to die! Don’t flinch, stay still, you dog!” 

“Ten~!” 

And with Doopal’s ass as a sacrifice, the meeting finally ended.



 
  
    Chapter 29. Gacheon Merchants Association (4)


“Sigh.”

Yu Ji-min, a young bakery owner in Gacheon City, had been running her one-person bakery for about a month and was deeply troubled. 

It wasn’t anything else but because of a person who had been visiting her shop regularly for the past few days.

“If you want to do business in Gacheon City, you must become a member of the Gacheon Merchants Association! Didn’t you know that, young lady?”

The man, who introduced himself as a member of the ‘Gacheon Merchants Association,’ was forcing her to join the association and pay the membership fee.

He mentioned there were benefits, but to Ji-min, it seemed like there were more disadvantages than advantages.

“Are you really not going to join? Really? Miss, you’re making a mistake. It’s a good thing for self-employed people to consult and help each other, and you’re not going to do it? Just because you’re stingy with a few pennies? You’ll regret it. Tsk tsk.”

She had borrowed a lot of money to open the shop and was barely able to pay her phone bill. 

The monthly membership fee was more than she had expected, so she said she wouldn’t join, but he kept coming by every few days and threatening her like this.

“I’m asking you one last time. Are you really not going to join? …Huh, fine. Let’s see.”

From that day on, strange rumors about Ji-min’s bakery started to spread. 

There were rumors that there were bugs in the bread, that she used old flour, and that there were cockroaches in the shop, all of which were baseless slanders.

‘I can’t succumb to these bad people spreading false rumors. If I work diligently, the rumors will surely change.’

With that resolve, Ji-min headed to the master bedroom where her father was lying.

“Dad, are you feeling okay?”

Ji-min’s father, who had been lying there drooling blankly, suddenly grimaced.

“Uh, wah! Mamajo~!”

Then, he burst into tears.

“Dad…”

He was a proud pastry chef who had studied abroad to learn the skills of master artisans. 

At least, he was until three years ago.

“Wah~!”

The betrayal of a business partner, the sudden death of his wife, a rental scam, and countless malicious comments driven by competitors were enough to break the once-cold and strong heart of Ji-min’s father.

Now, he was no longer a mentor who taught Ji-min the art of baking but a patient showing signs of infantile regression.

“Just wait a moment. I’ll bring breakfast.”

Ji-min stood up after making sure her father was eating.

“Dad, I’m going out.”

She couldn’t afford to take care of her father 24/7. 

She had to go out and work. 

It was now 6 AM. She needed to arrive at the shop by 7 AM to bake bread and open the store by 9 AM.

“There’s food on the table, so help yourself if you’re hungry.”

“Mom! Mom!”

Although he seemed to have regressed to his infancy, he would eat well if food was placed on the table. 

Hoping that many people would come to buy bread today, Ji-min left the house early in the morning.

Three hours had passed since she started baking and managing the shop, and it was now afternoon.

“No one’s coming…”

Not a single customer had come. 

Even those who approached the shop just glanced and walked away.

Ji-min touched the cookie she had baked with a gloomy expression.

Was that touch a signal? 

The human-shaped cookie trembled as if it had been electrified and then stood on its two feet. 

It looked around and then bowed its head to Ji-min.

“Heh.”

Ji-min laughed at the somewhat comical sight. 

The cookies she made were alive and obeyed her commands.

Ji-min didn’t have this ability from the beginning.

It was a few days ago, early in the morning. 

Her wrist hurt so much that she woke up several times. 

At first, she thought it was carpal tunnel syndrome, but the pain was too intense. 

She eventually collapsed, but by the next morning, she was fine.

She didn’t have the money to go to the hospital for a check-up, and since her wrist had improved, she let it go.

[Curiosity about the mysterious white knight appearing in Gacheon City is growing. Flying through the sky and wielding a spear…]

There were strange news reports, but other than that, her life was ordinary. 

Until she baked the cookies.

“Kyaa!”

Although she had stepped into the realm of the extraordinary, nothing changed. 

To be precise, she refused to change.

‘I might be captured as a strange specimen or used by bad people. Let’s keep it hidden for now.’

Not long after she made up her mind, strange things began to happen around the world.

[A man who breathed fire appeared at the 00 terminal yesterday afternoon. Many citizens were caught off guard by the sudden arson…]

[The identity of the ‘hero’ who subdued armed robbers occupying a mart with a single peanut has been revealed. The man’s name is Thomas Lawton. He was an ordinary office worker who suddenly gained superhuman shooting abilities…]

[It’s really, really unbelievable, but a retired pro wrestler transformed into a dinosaur to prevent a subway disaster…]

That early morning, Ji-min wasn’t the only one who gained superpowers.

‘…Should I use my powers to put on a play or something? I could upload it on YouTube.’

There were no people passing by the shop anyway. 

Ji-min touched several cookies in succession. 

The cookies sprang to life and moved as she had imagined.

As Ji-min watched the cookies’ play, her expression grew darker. 

The thought of having to earn money with a mysterious power she had gained overnight, rather than the baking skills she had honed for decades, weighed heavily on her.

Ji-min had lived by her father’s words that nothing could be achieved without effort. 

For someone with a strong sense of craftsmanship, it was nothing short of an insult.

Ji-min looked at the bread she would either take home or discard with unfocused eyes.

“Gacheon Merchants Association…”

Her lips trembled, and her hands shook. 

Life was already hard enough, why was she making it harder on herself? 

What crime had she committed?

Ji-min touched the moving cookies again. 

The cookies lost their life and lay scattered on the tray.

“So hard…?”


She swallowed her tears alone in her small, 7-pyeong shop and went home. 

No customers came until the end.

[Ji-min! Wake up!]

[Let’s have fun together~!]

“Ugh…”

Ji-min came to her senses at the sound of someone calling her. 

She was standing alone in a vast field.

“Uh…?”

She was definitely trying to sleep in her bed just a moment ago. 

With that thought, Ji-min walked in the direction of the voice as if she were bewitched.

[Here, here!]

[Come this way!]

How long had she walked? 

Ji-min arrived in front of an amusement park. 

It was several times larger than the one she had visited with her parents when she was a child.

[Hello, hello~!]

[Ji-min! Welcome to Cookie Land!]

Two small cookies, about the size of her palm, hopped out to greet her.

“Wh-who are you?”

[What? You forgot already! We played together just a while ago!]

[Ji-min is a fool!]

“Ah…?”

Ji-min’s brain froze at the surreal situation. 

Was this another effect of the superpower she gained a few days ago? 

Or was it just a crazy dream?

[Come on! Let’s play in Cookie Land!]

[There are many cookie friends!]

Even while she was contemplating, the cookies kept increasing. 

The small, cute cookies urged her to play.

…Alright, let’s go.”

Even if it was just a crazy dream, it was fine. 

She had been so exhausted for the past few days. 

She wanted to play without thinking about anything.

[Great! Let’s go!]

Ji-min followed the cookies into Cookie Land.

[This is the Cookie Ride! You can ride the Cookie Boat and explore Cookie Land!]

[That’s the Cookie Tower! It’s the tallest place in Cookie Land! You can look down on Cookie Land from the rooftop!]

[Ah! That’s the Cookie Train! Would you like to ride the roller coaster made of cookies?]

[Wow~! It’s the Cookie Bumper Cars! Let’s race together!]

[There’s the Cookie Carousel! Let’s spin around together!]

Although everything seemed hastily decorated with cookies, Ji-min didn’t want to nitpick. 

She spent time riding the attractions with the cookies.

“Hahaha. …Ha.”

Although Ji-min had a lot of fun, the thought of returning to her gloomy reality once she woke up made her feel heavy-hearted.

[Ji-min! Do you have any worries?]

[Your expression is too dark!]

[If you have any worries, tell us!]

“Well…”

After some contemplation, she told the cookies about the Gacheon Merchants Association. 

She wanted to express the pent-up words she couldn’t share with anyone.

[What? They’re really bad people!]

[We should teach them a lesson!]

[Yeah! Yeah!]

“Heh. Thanks, even if it’s just words.”

Ji-min smiled at the cute cookies’ reactions. 

The excited cookies kept talking. 

One cookie’s words caught her attention.

[Let’s kill them all!]

Ji-min’s eyes widened in shock. 

That one sentence was the beginning.

[Yeah! Let’s kill them! All the villains bothering Ji-min should die!]

[Ji-min! Bake cookies and infuse our souls into them! We’ll defeat Ji-min’s enemies!]

[The bigger the cookie, the stronger we become! Should we start by making cookies as big as people?]

[If we bake giant cookies one by one, we can eventually summon Cookie Land into Ji-min’s world! Then no one will be able to touch Ji-min!]

[Everyone in Cookie Land will fight for you!]


[Kill! Kill!]

[Revenge! Revenge!]

[Summon Cookie Land! Let’s conquer the world!]

The cookies’ angry shouts echoed through Cookie Land. 

Ji-min could only stand there, stunned.



 
  
    Chapter 30. Gacheon Merchants Association (5)


“Th-that’s a bit…”

Ji-min was about to say it was okay, but something felt strange. 

As the cookies rampaged, it seemed like her own emotions were also in turmoil.

‘Should I… take revenge?’

A murderous intent began to rise. 

Ji-min was about to agree when…

Ding! Ding! Ding-!

A large bell installed on the outer wall of the Cookie Tower rang.

[Oh! It’s time!]

[Today’s Cookie Land is closing!]

[Ji-min! We can’t talk like this on the surface, but we can still listen! If you’re having a hard time, feel free to share!]

[Remember, we are the residents of Cookie Land who respond to Ji-min’s will!]

[See you next time!]

The cookies, who had been filled with rage, suddenly smiled brightly and waved their hands.

“Ah…”

As if a spell had been lifted, Ji-min’s mind calmed, and her vision blurred.

Without resisting, she closed her eyes. 

The whole world plunged into darkness, and she felt herself soaring into the sky.

Chirp chirp chirp!

“……”

The sound of birds announced the morning. 

There was no trace of Cookie Land, where she had been just moments ago.

“I feel like I haven’t slept at all.”

Ji-min sighed.

‘Once again, I have to prepare breakfast for Dad, bake bread that no one will eat at the shop, and sit on a small chair for hours…’

The words of the cookies in Cookie Land came to mind. 

If she made large cookies and gave them life, she might be able to punish the members of the Gacheon Merchants Association who were tormenting her.

‘…No.’

It wasn’t just simple revenge. 

The cookies had said they would ‘kill them.’ 

The turmoil in her heart was suspicious too. 

It felt like her emotions were being subtly manipulated.

‘Let’s not think about unnecessary things and work hard. I can do it. If I diligently keep the shop, customers will come. The bad rumors will disappear eventually.’

Ji-min supported her crumbling heart with almost brainwashing positivity and got up.

She washed, checked on her father, prepared breakfast, and went to the shop early to bake bread and cookies. 

The same routine as yesterday repeated itself. 

The only difference was that she didn’t bring the cookies to life today.

‘If I use my powers out of boredom like yesterday, something big might happen. Let’s not use them for a while.’

Ding!

While she was waiting, hoping for customers to come today, the bell on the front door rang.

“Miss.”

Unfortunately, it wasn’t a customer. 

It was the association member who occasionally visited to mock her for having no customers. 

He was probably the one spreading the strange rumors too.

Seeing his shameless face made her want to touch the cookies. 

Anger and despair welled up.

“Um… It must have been really tough until now. I’m really sorry.”

“…?”

“From today, there won’t be any strange rumors. I guarantee it.”

As he said that and handed over the apology, Ji-min was just bewildered. 

Could a person change this much in just a few days? 

It was almost disgusting.

“And… take this. It’s a support project in collaboration with Happy Burger, targeting self-employed people in their 20s. If you attend a few basic lectures on self-employment, you can receive free consulting and support funds. Please consider applying.”

Ji-min read the pamphlet the man handed her.

‘What is this?’

It seemed like a scam advertisement, offering free consulting and support funds while learning the know-how of veteran merchants.

“Well then, take care. I won’t be coming by anymore.”

The man, taking advantage of his visit, bought a large bag of bread.

Could it be that he was acting to make her suffer more? 

If that were really the case… she might not be able to forgive him anymore. 

Ji-min crumpled the pamphlet with a dazed look.

“What…? It’s real?”

She checked the support project on her phone and even called Happy Burger’s headquarters to see if it was a manipulation by the association, but everything was true.

 After some contemplation, she filled out the application form with a restless heart and sent it via email.

A few days later.

“It worked!?”

Ji-min’s face brightened as she confirmed the acceptance letter.

Coming from a single-parent family, and being buried in debt, she was the top priority for support. 

In fact, it was harder not to get accepted.

Thus, Ji-min started attending lectures every weekend.

“Basically, running a small business isn’t just about doing the work well. Of course, that’s important too, but the most important thing is…”

“We have a motivational speech from Yoon Do-chul, the protagonist of a success story who started his business at 19 and established a franchise with hundreds of stores in less than 10 years!”

“…At that moment, I made up my mind. Let’s do it! Just do it! Don’t let your dreams remain dreams! Today’s me will surely postpone it to tomorrow. So, let’s just do it! I think this mindset is the most important. Even if you fail, you won’t have any regrets. Uh… so… Just do it! Remember just this one thing.”

A practical condensed lecture from a merchant who has worked in Gacheon City for a long time. 

Plus, life philosophy directly from the mouth of the Happy Burger president who prepared the support fund.

For Ji-min, who only had baking skills and was ignorant about business, it was a great help.

“Yoo, Yoo Jimin. Please sign here.”

After the lecture, I went to get an autograph from the Happy Burger president.

It wasn’t an official schedule, but a surprise event because there were so many small business owners asking for an autograph from the successful businessman.


“Ji… Ji-min? No, it’s not. It’s just similar to a friend’s name. Keep working hard. The day will surely come when you will be rewarded.”

Ji-min left the building after receiving the autograph from the tall and handsome Happy Burger president. 

He looked really cool, running a huge franchise while being only a few years older than her.

“Yoo Jimin? Nice to meet you. I’m here for consulting.”

“Hello!”

After completing the third week of lectures, Gacheon Merchant Association sent someone.

“First of all, the signboard is terrible. It doesn’t convey any information about what this place is. What’s with the character that looks like Bonobono? If it’s a bakery, there should at least be a picture of bread.”

“Oh, it’s a free image, and I thought it was pretty…”

“Wait, is the font on the sign Malgun Gothic?”

“Yes. I don’t know much about design or fonts, so I just…”

“This is driving me crazy. And when you’re running the business, open the curtains. What’s with all this gloom? People need to see the bread. No wonder they don’t come in.”

The consultant, muttering to himself, 

“First, get rid of that damn Bonobono,” but his advice was indeed helpful.

“Oh, this is a bakery? I thought I smelled bread baking.”

“I thought it was some kind of comic-related store based on the sign.”

“Oh, the bread here is delicious. I was worried because of the rumors, but they were unfounded. I’ll come by often from now on.”

After changing the sign and interior, the number of customers increased significantly. 

Ji-min’s baking skills were excellent from the start. 

It was only natural that the business would take off once everything was in place.

“Do you offer delivery?”

“Ah, starting next week, we will!”

Many customers visited the small shop. 

Busy, but happy days continued. 

The cookies sold out so quickly that there was no time to bring them to life.

“If we proceed with the surgery now, we can safely remove it.”

“Thank goodness…”

It was much later that, with the support funds, they went to the hospital and discovered the tumor in her father’s brain at an early stage.

Thus, the supervillain ‘Cookie Maker,’ who appeared in the middle of the comic [Unicorn Knight] and terrorized Gacheon City with a legion of murderous cookies, completely disappeared. 

It was a butterfly effect brought about by Yoon Do-chul’s management of the Gacheon Merchant Association.

Late at night, two people entered the back alley of Gacheon Port, which had been bustling due to the ‘Gacheon Port Water Ghost Incident.’

“Are you sure it’s okay to do this here? The investigation just ended a few days ago.”

The woman, looking around nervously, asked.

“This is the perfect time. There won’t be anyone around.”

The sign [No Entry POLICE LINE Under Investigation] was still there, but as the man said, Gacheon Port was empty at night.

“…It’s true.”

Confirming it was safe, the two took out white powder from an envelope and inhaled it. 

It was cheap methamphetamine circulating in nightclubs.

“Wow…!”

The dark sky turned yellow, and the world seemed upside down and chaotic. 

They were enjoying the effects of the drug while sitting on the ground.

Bo-ok!

“Did you hear that?”

…What is it?”

A strange sound they had never heard before. 

Their bodies tensed up.

Bo-ok!

“Is that a toad croaking?”

“Can toads be this loud?”

“It’s summer. There must be…a lot of toads.”

“A lot of toads… Haha…”

Their bodies were sending warnings of danger, but they couldn’t make rational judgments due to the methamphetamine.

Bo-ok-!

The sound got closer and closer.

Churup!

Eventually, a giant tongue appeared, grabbed the two, and pulled them in.

“Ahhh!”


Crunch!

A giant mouth swallowed the two in an instant and disappeared into the darkness of the night.

Bo-ok!

The murderer who shocked Gacheon City and gained superhuman strength due to a mysterious awakening. 

The first supervillain to appear in the comic [Unicorn Knight], “Gacheon Port Water Ghost,” resumed its activities.



 
  
    Chapter 31. Gacheon Port Water Ghost (1)


“Even the Mangnani gang has surrendered. You can say that all the organizations based in Gacheon City are now under us.”

Cheol-su, who had been working hard for the past few days, came to my house to submit a written report.

Cheol-su’s official status is the president of a security company I formally hired. 

Even if someone sees us together, it won’t be a big problem.

“What kind of guys were they to name their organization Mangnani gang?”

“Well, they were Joseonjok (ethnic Koreans from China), and they all looked like ruffians.”

Most of the names of criminal organizations in this world are given by the police. 

There are few who call themselves by such names.

“Good job. I heard one of our team members got stabbed. How is he? Is he okay?”

“Oh, Chang-sik? He got a shallow stab in the thigh, so he’s fine. The doctor said there’s nothing serious. He’ll be fully recovered in two weeks.”

“You went to a proper doctor, not some quack, right?”

You can’t go to a regular hospital to treat a stab wound. 

Usually, gangsters call in unlicensed doctors, but we’re in a better situation.

We have a dedicated hospital for our organization. 

I didn’t make the connection myself; it was through Yoon Do-chul’s past connections.

“Yes. I went to the hospital you introduced. The director there has been pestering me to set up a meeting with you.”

To be precise, it was thanks to the help of a sponsor ‘noona’ (older sister) that Yoon Do-chul seduced in the past. 

She agreed to collaborate with Happy Burger and even offered a generous bonus.

Using this as an excuse, she seemed to have intentions of rekindling something with me like before, but I had no intention of playing along. 

A woman in her 50s, where does she think she’s going…!

“Just ignore her appropriately.”

“Yes, sir. But what happened to the door?”

Cheol-su glanced at our house door, which had been replaced with an ordinary iron door.

“Our driver broke it.”

“Oh…”

Cheol-su smacked his lips and continued.

“Are you really okay, boss? You’re not being threatened, are you? Let’s be honest. I need to know the situation…”

“What would you do if you knew the situation? If I told you he was threatening me with a spear, what could you do?”

A spear threat is scarier than a knife threat.

“Well, maybe we could run away together?”

I appreciated the sentiment, but I had to decline. 

Do I have to run away with a guy? I’d rather just die.

“Don’t talk nonsense. It’s not a threat, it’s an alliance. I handle the dark side, he handles the light side. It’s all to perfectly protect Gacheon City. Okay?”

I explained that the broken door was due to a brief misunderstanding.

“If you say so, boss. Anyway, you’re saying all three reinforced doors we had custom-made at a high cost are completely destroyed. The world is getting more dangerous, shouldn’t we have security inside the mansion too?”

Cheol-su emphasized the need for close protection. 

Honestly, I was considering it too.

I do have a personal bodyguard. 

He’s the one who comes to pick me up with the driver when I leave the house. 

He’s hired from a professional security company and doesn’t know I’m a gang boss. 

If he finds out, he might run away.

“Finding a 24-hour close protection bodyguard will be tough.”

It’s impossible to hide from a bodyguard who has to stick with me all day that I’m the boss of Happy Burger, a mob boss, and an ally of the Unicorn Knights. 

Accepting that fact, can I find someone with strong combat skills who can also keep secrets? 

It would be harder than finding a needle in a haystack.

“I can’t leave it to Cheolsu’s guys either.”

Cheolsu and the retired soldiers are more efficient roaming around like they are now than sticking with me. 

I won’t make the mistake of using a field commander as a guard dog.

“I’ll look into it.”

I had a convenient thought like, 

“Isn’t there a morally loose and tight-lipped freelance hero?” 

I should recruit one later.

“Then I’ll be off.”

“Oh, take this to Chang-sik.”

I handed an envelope to Cheol-su, who was about to turn around. Almost forgot.

“It’s nothing much, just hazard pay and medical expenses. Tell him to go on a trip abroad with his family when he gets discharged.”

I didn’t say it, but it’s out of my own pocket. 

You have to take good care of people who risk their lives working for you. 

I’m not stingy about these things. 

After all, there’s no point in piling up money in a warehouse. 

It’s over if you die.

“An overseas trip? Are you asking Chang-sik to poke around for people?”

Cheol-su laughed playfully.

He must have overheard the conversation I had with Mansu when I was threatening the Gacheon Merchants Association guys.

“You little rascal.”

“Then I’ll really be off.”

Cheol-su bowed and left.

“It’s going well.”

I sighed and leaned back on the sofa.

Investigating those who surrendered willingly and breaking down those who resisted. 

By working hard with the retired soldiers and Cheol-su, I got closer to my goal.

In the meantime, I didn’t forget to hold events like managing the Gacheon Merchant Association, supporting young entrepreneurs in their 20s, and hiring full-time employees at Happy Burger to gain public favor.

The underground network… that is, the unofficial neighborhood watch of Gacheon City, was completed three days ago. 

It’s called the Gangster Watch. 

We are currently testing a few designated areas to see if it runs smoothly.

Having succeeded in becoming the manager of Gacheon’s underworld, the only thing left is to stop the supervillains that will appear in the future with the Unicorn Knight. 

It would be even better if I could get help from other heroes in the process.

“…..”

Protecting Gacheon City. 


It will be tougher than I thought.

My damn friend Jimin, who should have been the one to possess this world instead of me, said there are about four supervillains (excluding Bicorn) who can fight the Unicorn Knight head-on.

They are called the Four Heavenly Kings. 

The only supervillains from the comic [Unicorn Knight] whose settings I remember even a little are the Four Heavenly Kings.

One of them appears in the middle of the story. 

He has incredible abilities that will devastate Gacheon City, and he is the supervillain I am most concerned about right now.

Even if I don’t know about the others, I must definitely prevent this one. 

Only then can Gacheon City be safe.

…It’s a bit embarrassing to confess now, but I’m half-serious about protecting Gacheon City. 

It’s not just because I’m afraid the Unicorn Knight will kill me if I run away or manage things poorly.

Although I didn’t earn Do-chul’s organization or the connections I had before the possession, everything else is the result of my efforts.

Happy Burger? 

I revived it. 

I hired Cheol-su and the retired soldiers, won Jin Soo-jung’s heart, and carried out various support projects to gain the trust of the citizens of Gacheon.

All of these are my achievements, and they are now a part of me. 

I don’t want to see some jerk with superpowers destroy my accomplishments.

“I’ve worked my ass off for two years, it would be unfair if it all went to waste.”

I was mumbling while watching Cheol-su get into the car through the window.

[Boss, it’s Jin-soo.]

I got a call from one of the guys selected as the supervisor for the first test of the gangster crime prevention team.

“Yeah, what’s up?”

I told them to call me directly only if something happened or if there was something suspicious. 

It shouldn’t be anything trivial.

[A bag of drugs was found at Gacheon Port yesterday. I asked around the people living nearby and found out, but it doesn’t seem to be in the news yet. It’s not a big deal, but it seemed suspicious, so I reported it. There aren’t any drug dealers operating here anymore, right?]

Yeah.

“Missing? Okay, good job.”

I hung up the phone and fell into thought for a moment. 

Who just dumped drugs at Gacheon Port? 

It smells fishy. 

I need to look into this.

I contacted the highest-ranking police officer who takes bribes from me.

“Please take care of it.”

I didn’t contact him directly, I had one of my guys who liaises with the corrupt cop do it. 

I never deal directly with corrupt cops. 

I just want a mutually beneficial relationship from a proper distance.

[The drugs are cheap methamphetamine commonly seen in nightclubs these days. Two fingerprints were found on the drug bag, but both individuals are missing. It could be a missing person or murder case. And…]

“And?”

[They found some slime-like substance at the scene. There was a lot of it, like snail slime…]

Ah, I have a feeling. 

This is a sign. 

A sign that a damn supervillain is finally going to show up.

“Slime. Slime, huh.”

If it’s slime, it’s not the supervillain I’m wary of.

Who could it be? 

A slime monster filled with acid? 

A giant, slippery slug?

Not knowing the original work is inconvenient at times like this. 

It would be so much easier if I had memorized it like the protagonist of a novel or comic.

“The bodyguard isn’t the problem.”

I clicked my tongue and called the vice president and other key executives. 


It’s time to actively seek out the enemy, not just passively defend.

“Hey, it’s me. Tell the guys that the crime prevention team is officially starting today.”

I didn’t forget to send a message to the Unicorn Knight.

[Detected suspicious activity. I’ll send you the details.]

The goal is to find the hiding supervillain.
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As soon as I sent the information I got from my guy and the corrupt cop to the Unicorn Knight, I received a call.

[Is the message you just sent true?]

It wasn’t Jin-seon-ah’s voice, but the Unicorn Knight’s voice. 

The tone was completely different, possibly due to some magical means.

“I’m not free enough to joke around.”

So, is it real or fake?

[…It could be a criminal who gained superpowers because of the Holy War.]

Holy War?

“What is this Holy War that grants superpowers? Is it because of the magic used by the Wajack Toast boss?”

I knew from the original story that ‘there were more superhumans after the Unicorn Knight appeared,’ but I didn’t know the exact details. 

The Wajack Toast boss only explained it as ‘a ritual to signal the appearance of the Unicorn Knight to the Bicon worshippers.’

She mentioned something about a mystery that awakened after 500 years, but it was too vague to understand. 

Since I had already set up the gangster crime prevention team, I thought I might as well get an explanation.

“Whether I like it or not, we’re in the same boat now. Shouldn’t I know something too?”

After a moment of hesitation, the Unicorn Knight began to speak.

[It’s not because of the Bicon worshippers’ ritual. That woman merely announced the start of the war.]

The explanation continued.

[The Holy Unicorn and Bicon have been in conflict for a very long time. They have fought many holy wars throughout human history. The Holy Unicorn…]

“….”

Why is there so much information? 

I wanted to know why the number of superhumans increased, not the whole world-building setup. 

I can’t exactly tell them to shut up…

Anyway, to summarize:


	There are divine beings called Unicorn and Bicon. They have been in conflict for a long time.

	They periodically wage wars called ‘Holy Wars’ using their worshippers.

	When a Holy War occurs, the energies of these divine beings clash on Earth, resulting in people or objects gaining mysterious powers.

	The current Holy War is the first in 500 years.



[Until 500 years ago, the influence of the Holy Unicorn was stronger. But not anymore. Humanity has become sexually corrupt and depraved, so Bicon’s power has also grown. It will be a tough fight. I joined forces with you to minimize the damage to people caught up in this Holy War.]

“What benefit do we get if the Holy Unicorn wins?”

I suddenly became curious.

[We can prevent the spiritual corruption of humanity.]

Really?

That’s not a very relatable benefit. 

So, is it okay if Bicon wins?

[If I lose, Earth will become a colony of Bicon. Humanity will become a slave race serving Bicon.]

“Shit.”

Damn, they should have said that first. 

The Unicorn Knight has to win.

Honestly, I have no intention of getting involved in the fight between Unicorn and Bicon. 

I don’t want to die between those crazy beings. 

My goal is to manage Gacheon City properly and live a long life.

If I keep living like this, constantly watching this crazy woman’s mood, I might get neurosis… but there’s no other choice. 

What can I do if I can’t win? 

Unless I have the power to overwhelm the Unicorn Knight or at least have a force that can match her.

…Of course, I’ll look for a way later. 

I have a temper too, and I hate living while watching others’ moods.

“Okay. I roughly understand. I’ll send my guys to investigate and contact you, so wait.”

[It would be faster if I searched myself.]

This woman hasn’t come to her senses.

“How will you search? Fly around Gacheon City on patrol? For how long? Until the crowd gathers to see you?”

Unless you set a clear target and attack like during the Food Cartel incident, running around to find someone whose location is unknown isn’t ideal.

“The slime-spitting guy attacked people secretly at night. It means he wants to act without being noticed. If the surroundings get noisy, he’ll run away immediately.”

[…]

How about it? 

Even you think it makes sense, right? 

My gangster crime prevention team is perfect for this kind of job.

“Let’s move quietly and catch him. It’s clean and simple.”

[How do you plan to move?]

I briefly explained about the gangster crime prevention team.

[Wait a moment.]

There was a brief silence. 

The voice came back a few minutes later.

[Alright. But there’s a condition.]

“What is it?”

[Cooperate with my hacker ally to find him. You’ll get a call soon.]

And with that, the call ended.

She just hung up without even waiting for me to accept the condition.

‘…If I ever gain enough power, I’ll take her down.’

Anyway, a hacker from the Unicorn Knight’s side. 

It must be the guy who dug up my personal information, right? 

Getting help isn’t bad, but it’s probably half to keep an eye on me. 

I need to be somewhat cautious.

After waiting a bit longer, I got a call from an unknown number.

“Hello.”

[Hi~! Long time no see, Mr. Yoon! It’s Kelpie~!]

“…?!”

Kelpie? 

Kelpie, where have I heard that name before?

…What the hell. 

Isn’t he the hacker I hired to dig up Angela’s information before? 

This guy was on the Unicorn Knight’s side?

What are the odds? 

This coincidence is too much.


[Hello? Can you hear me, Mr. Yoon Do-cheol?]

“…Yes, I can hear you. You’re the Kelpie who leaked my personal information, right?”

Now I understand why the Unicorn Knight got my information so quickly and easily. 

It was obviously this guy who handed it over.

“I’m so surprised to see you. It’s chilling.”

I paid a lot of money to hire him, and he backstabbed me. 

A dirty hacker with no professional ethics.

[Oh~! I’m sorry. It was for world peace, so please understand~! And now we’re on the same side!]

“Tsk.”

Typical excuse from a fanatic’s accomplice. 

Judging by his personality, he’s a total ‘my way or the highway’ type. 

Arguing with him would only be a loss for me.

[Even after this job, if you need help, contact me at this number. I owe you, so I’ll help you for free about five times~!]

“…!”

Oh. 

This is a jackpot! 

Getting free help five times from a greedy hacker who usually charges billions per request? 

This is an incredible opportunity.

Kelpie, you do have a conscience, huh?

“If you’re offering, I won’t refuse. But how will you help with this job?”

[Hacking CCTV, accessing police confidential data, restoring videos saved in your new folder. I can do almost anything with a computer.]

Talking about new folders, huh.

“So, you can hack and access any CCTV, right?”

[Of course!]

No matter how much I run the gangster crime prevention team, there will always be gaps. 

A notorious hacker like Kelpie might fill those gaps.

“Alright. I’ll contact you when needed. I’ll give you an email address, so send videos or data there.”

[Okay~!]

“Phew.”

I placed the now silent phone on the small table. 

Finally, I can rest a bit.

Well, not completely. 

I need to keep the communication network open in case the gangster crime prevention team sends an emergency message.

I hired several programmers to create a website with communication features like Discord. 

It’s called Crime Prevention Net. 

I almost named it Gangster Code but decided against it. 

Naturally, it’s a private site.

At first, I considered using walkie-talkies, but after weighing the options, this is more convenient. 

Carrying walkie-talkies around these days would also be too conspicuous.

I turned on a computer monitor larger than most household TVs and logged into Crime Prevention Net. 

As the administrator, I can see all communications at a glance.

[Current time: 20:10. No suspicious activity. This is Team 14.]

[This is Team 6. All clear.]

[This is Team 21. We subdued a 40-year-old man who was drunk and wielding a weapon and called the police.]

[This is Team 11. There was some school violence or something happening in an alley, so we intervened. We’re protecting the kid who was being beaten until their parents arrive.]

[This is Team 8. No issues here. We’ll patrol every hour.]

Good. 

They’re doing well.

I assigned each team of five to patrol a designated area. 

If something urgent happens, they’ll contact me directly.

“I’m so tired.”

I’ll leave the night patrol of Gacheon City to our gangster crime prevention team and get some rest. 

I washed up and lay down on the bed.

Ring-ring-ring! 

Ring-ring-ring!

“Oh, damn.”

I slowly got up at the sound of the bell. 

It was 3 AM. 

Did something happen at this odd hour?

“What’s going on?”

I answered the phone with a serious expression.

[Boss, this is the underground shopping mall at the old terminal. We found something really horrifying.]

The caller was the leader of Team 17. 

Their area is full of abandoned buildings due to halted redevelopment.

What did they see to make such a fuss?

“Are you still there?”

[Yes.]

“Send me a photo.”

[Okay!]

A moment later, the photo arrived.

“…What is this.”

The underground shopping mall at the old terminal was covered in white slime, and inside the slime were what appeared to be human bones.

Is this the supervillain’s lair and food storage? 


It’s horrifying.

“Hey, get out of there for now. Get out and then…”

That’s when I heard a strange sound over the speaker.

Boook!

It was a very eerie and ominous sound.
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Boook!

When I heard that sound again, I snapped to attention.

[Did you hear that?]

[What?]

[I heard a strange sound.]

“Hey, you idiots! Don’t just stand there, get out of there quickly!”

I shouted at the Team 17 guys who still didn’t sense the danger. 

At the same time, I sent a text to the Unicorn Knight and Kelpie.

[Got it, boss. Guys…]

Thud!

I heard a sound like something collapsing.

[What the hell!]

[Boss! There’s a monster!]

Boook!

[Ugh!]

[Run!]

[Oh, oh, oh! Aaaah!]

Crunch!

The call ended with a horrifying scream.

Team 17. 

They were the Young Burger members absorbed into our organization after the Food Cartel incident. 

I didn’t know them well, but they seemed useful, so I took them in as part of the family.

They were under my protection.

“Damn it.”

Sleep fled from me instantly.

Even so, there was nothing I could do right now. 

I could only hope the Unicorn Knight would arrive at the old terminal quickly and defeat the supervillain who killed my subordinates.

I waited for a call back from the Unicorn Knight or Kelpie.

Ring-ring-ring!

It was the Unicorn Knight.

I pressed the communication button without hesitation.

“What happened?”

[I lost him. I followed the trail, but he disappeared, leaving only slime behind.]

The supervillain had already left the scene 10 minutes before the Unicorn Knight arrived. 

They tracked the traces he left but ultimately failed.

Even with a 10-minute gap, for the Unicorn Knight with high-speed flight abilities to lose him, it means the supervillain is incredibly fast. 

Even if he appeared at the beginning, a supervillain is still a supervillain. 

Not someone to be underestimated.

“Did you see what he looked like?”

[Briefly from a distance. He was a toad monster about 2 meters tall. He seems to have gained powers due to the aftermath of the Holy War.]

“A toad.”

Rather than the powerful superpowered individuals typically associated with supervillains, he looked more like a monster.

“Did you check the old terminal?”

[The police have already arrived, so it’s hard to investigate further.]

Due to circumstances, the police and the Unicorn Knight are in an adversarial relationship. 

Specifically, the police unilaterally antagonize the Unicorn Knight. 

Even if she only kills criminals, murder is still murder, so the police can’t just leave her alone.

I might think to myself, ‘They really did a good job killing those guys,’ but outwardly, I should at least pretend to be opposing them. 

It’s obvious that any confrontation would be meaningless, so it’s better not to run into each other.

“Then I’ll ask the police to take a look.”

This is partly my own desire. 

As the saying goes, ‘Know your enemy and know yourself, and you will be invincible in a hundred battles.’ 

I wanted to directly confirm the power of the supervillain, which couldn’t be understood just from documents.

On paper, the 17th division were employees of the store I took over, so if I make up a reasonable excuse, I could get close to the scene. 

I could even mention local safety. 

Even if I can’t see deep inside, I can at least get a superficial look.

After exchanging a few more words, I called Kelpie.

“That toad monster won’t always be in its toad form. How could it live in Gacheon City, full of people, in that form? It must be able to switch between human and monster forms.”

Otherwise, it wouldn’t make sense. 

Unless it has teleportation abilities.

“Check the CCTV near the old terminal. We might be able to identify it.”

[I’m already on it.]

Kelpie’s voice was serious as he got down to business. 

He was like this when I asked him to investigate Angela. 

More reliable than the rookie unicorn knight.

[Checking 17 CCTVs at once will take some time. I’ll contact you when I’m done.]

“Got it.”

It’s already 5 AM. 

No more sleep for me. 

I got up and headed to the shower. 

Since it’s come to this, I might as well go to work a bit earlier.

[Mr. Yoon! The results are out!]

Kelpie contacted me again after lunchtime.

[I’ve found a likely suspect. I sent the photos and data to your email, so please check.]

“Okay.”

I checked the data Kelpie sent. 

In the folder labeled ‘Likely Suspect for Toad Monster,’ there were details about a woman.

[Name: Kim Gabi Gender: Female Age: 27 ……]

“A swimmer?”


[Yes. She has a history of winning awards at national competitions representing Gacheon City.]

Maybe that’s why. 

She’s tall and has a sturdy build for a woman.

Click.

I zoomed in on the photo of Kim Gabi that Kelpie had obtained. 

Her face, especially her eyes. 

Her long, sharp eyes were filled with an unpredictable instability.

‘I have a hunch. This woman has killed before.’

I have a very good intuition. 

I have no evidence, but I’m convinced this woman is the toad monster.

“The Unicorn Knight should go directly to this Kim Gabi’s address.”

The opponent is too strong for my gangster crime prevention team. 

They would be brutally killed without much resistance.

While running the gangster crime prevention team, there will inevitably be casualties, but I don’t intend to use my subordinates as expendables.

[Oh, that address? It’s meaningless. Kim Gabi’s house burned down in a fire accident a week ago. It seems she did it on purpose to destroy evidence.]

So, has Kim Gabi continued cannibalistic activities after making the old terminal his new residence? 

It’s become harder to find him.

[Oh right, can you go to the old terminal?]

“I got permission from the police this morning. I’m planning to go around 7 o’clock.”

The investigation is tough in the morning and afternoon, but I got permission to take a quick look in the evening.

[Got it. Check the site and let me know if there’s anything unusual. I’ll keep reviewing the CCTV footage.]

“Okay. I’m hanging up now.”

I logged into the security network, uploaded Kim Gabi’s photo, and posted a notice.

[Team Leader 0: He’s a very dangerous criminal. If you encounter him, don’t provoke him. If you think you’re at a safe distance, send a communication or contact directly. If it’s hard to communicate, leave a message on the site.]

I am the Team Leader 0 of the security network. 

To maintain anonymity, I had the members sign up with nicknames like xx Team Leader.

[Team Leader 5: Confirmed.]

[Team Leader 16: Thank you.]

[Team Leader 21: Got it.]

[Team Leader 9: Understood.]

They respond quickly, just like in a company group chat. 

Soon, all the team leaders left comments.

This is ultimately a race against time. 

There are limited places where Kim Gabi, who has lost his residence, can avoid CCTV.

“Let’s go.”

As soon as it was 7 o’clock, I took the bodyguard and driver and headed to the old terminal. 

Since we needed to move quietly, we took a different car instead of the Happy Burger car.

“Oh, Mr. Yoon, you’re here. This is a very dangerous site, so you should only look around the outside. It’s quite gruesome.”

The detective in charge of the investigation scratches his head as he approaches. 

He is one of the officers who was safely discharged thanks to my money.

“Ah, I’m just grateful to be able to see the outside.”

“You know you can’t let anyone outside know about this, right?”

“Of course. I just want to know a little bit about who did this…”

While chatting casually, he entered the police line.

“…..”

The first floor wall of the old terminal looks like it was hit by a cannon, partially destroyed. 

I can roughly imagine what happened.

They must have first found traces of Section 17 infiltrating the old terminal. 

Then, they would have broken through the thick concrete wall in one go, going straight down to the underground shopping mall and annihilating Section 17. 

The strength, durability, and speed are unimaginable.

‘Even if I call in Cheolsu and the retired soldiers, they wouldn’t be able to handle this.’

It seems difficult even for the police special forces. Unless they trap it in one place and detonate a high-powered bomb, there’s no way to deal with it.

I used up all the high-powered bombs during the Ninja Ramen incident, so this is an opponent I can’t possibly defeat.

“…Damn supervillains.”

I quietly muttered as I left the crime scene. 

This makes me feel it even more.

Being an ally of the Unicorn Knight is not enough. 

I need weapons or people to protect me when the Unicorn Knight is absent.

“I’ll be going now. Thank you for your time.”

I greeted the officer and was heading to my car.

Why was it? 

My eyes were drawn to a woman leaning on a chair at a convenience store across the road, a bit away from here.

The woman, with her eyes covered by sunglasses, had her legs crossed and was looking this way, at the old terminal.

That woman, I think she was there even before I entered the old terminal. 

Is it just my imagination?

…No, it can’t be a mistake.

The gang’s security patrol operates after 9 PM. 

They are not on patrol now.

Still?

At this point, the full-scale search for Kim Gabi hasn’t started yet, but a suspicious woman with a sturdy build, wearing sunglasses, is watching the crime scene.

“…!”

No, don’t show it.

The old terminal, where the police are, is too far to go back now. 

I walked as casually as possible and got into the car.

“Shall we go?”

The driver and bodyguard, unaware of anything, looked at me. 

I was about to say something.

The woman across the road took off her sunglasses. 

Her cold, inorganic eyes, which I saw in the photo earlier, were fixed on me.

Suddenly, the saying ‘The criminal always returns to the scene of the crime’ came to mind.

She might have heard me talking to Section 17 over the phone. 

Let’s assume she heard me being called ‘boss.’

If she came back to find the ‘boss’ who sent Section 17 to the old terminal? 

It’s only natural that a man who entered the crime scene without being a police officer would look suspicious.


The woman who took off her sunglasses, Kim Gabi, is approaching my car.

“…Step on it.”

“What?”

I yelled at the bewildered driver.

“Step on it, damn it!
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“…!”

The quick-witted driver, sensing something was wrong, swiftly started the engine. 

The bodyguard still looked bewildered.

The expensive hire is just standing there dumbfounded. 

I really need to replace this guy.

“We need to shake off that woman! We’re all going to die!”

Given the situation, it’s hard to explain precisely. 

Even if I explained that Kim Gabi is a supervillain who transforms into a cannibalistic toad, who would believe me?

“Quickly!”

Thanks to my earnest urging, we managed to start before Kim Gabi could approach.

Kim Gabi, crossing the road, smirked as if mocking us.

“Crazy woman…”

What should I do now? 

Should I head towards the old terminal where the police are?

No, that’s impossible. 

There are too many cars on the road. 

Unless we crash through all of them, we won’t make it in time. 

Walking there would definitely get us caught.

More importantly, I have no idea what Kim Gabi will do next.

Will she transform into a toad and chase us? 

Or wait for another opportunity? 

Given that she’s been hiding until now, it seems unlikely she’d transform on the highway, but who knows what’s in her mind?

Right now, I’m a dangerous person who has figured out Kim Gabi’s identity. 

She might be determined to kill me at any cost.

So, heading towards the police is not an option. 

Can we shake her off with the car?

“Take that road. Keep driving until I tell you to stop.”

Let’s try to buy as much time as possible until the Unicorn Knight arrives. 

We entered a relatively quiet road. Kim Gabi is getting farther away.

I immediately made a help call to the Unicorn Knight.

[What’s going on?]

“Help me! A toad monster is chasing me!”

[What? How did that happen?]

I roughly explained the situation.

[Got it. Just wait for 10 minutes. Keep sending your location via text.]

The call ended with the sound of him getting up urgently.

“Whew.”

Thinking that the Unicorn Knight would arrive in 10 minutes made me feel a bit more at ease. 

To be honest, I was more scared than during the Wajack Toast incident.

At least the Wajack Toast boss wasn’t a crazy murderer. 

He was even somewhat kind.

“I’ll drive as fast as I can.”

The driver, with decades of driving experience, showcased his skills. 

The car smoothly sped through the streets and soon entered an alley.

‘…Did we shake her off?’

Just as I thought that.

Thud!

“Damn it, it’s Kim Gabi.”

Kim Gabi, transformed into a giant monster toad, was climbing the wall and following us. 

Her hips wiggled as she moved her four legs vigorously. 

It was a truly horrifying sight.

Hopping quickly, she was closing the distance fast. 

At this rate, she would catch up.

“What the… That’s a monster!”

The driver, seeing Kim Gabi in the rearview mirror, screamed.

“We need to shake her off! It’s our only chance to survive!”

“It’s difficult!”

The driver, pushing the car to its limits, tried to speed up, but the narrow, winding alleyways made it impossible to go any faster.

“Damn it!”

The bodyguard, cursing, opened the window and fired a taser gun, but it had no effect. 

It was a non-lethal weapon, after all. 

There was no way it would work on a giant toad monster, much tougher and larger than a human.

The distance kept closing.

Thud!

Kim Gabi, transformed into a toad monster, finally landed on our car. 

The weight was so heavy that the car roof caved in. 

If I hadn’t ducked immediately, I would have been in serious trouble.

No, I can’t die like this. I’ve become an ally of the Unicorn Knight and started managing the underworld of Gacheon City, only to be taken down by the first supervillain?

Screech!

A thick green hand tore off the car roof. She was trying to grab me.

I quickly opened the car door and rolled onto the ground. 

It was the classic ‘abandon the car and run’ strategy often seen in action movies. 

I felt sorry for the driver and bodyguard, but I had to save myself first.

After all, the monster was after me. 

She would kill me first if she had to.

“Aah!”

Ah, it hurts so bad. 

My whole body aches from rolling on the asphalt. 

But if I had hesitated a little longer, I would have been grabbed by those disgusting fingers and dragged away. 


No regrets. 

I forced my pain-ridden body to stand and assess the situation. 

Bang! 

A car crashes into a wall. Kim Gabi, like a toad, hops away and avoids the accident. 

“Ribbit!” 

Kim Gabi, making a strange sound as if mocking me, slowly approaches. 

He must think I’m a cornered rat. 

I only had one option left. 

“Please!”

I pulled out the object carefully wrapped in a handkerchief from the chest pocket of my shirt. 

It was the Bicon Ring. 

Forget the unicorn that never shows up. 

Please save me, Lord Bicon! 

Yoon Do-chul is the worst scumbag of them all! 

“I’m begging you!” 

I put the ring on my right index finger and aimed it at the toad. 

Hoping for a laser beam or something. 

But nothing happened. 

Kim Gabi, realizing it was nothing, snorted with a growl. 

Then he opened his mouth wide and, to my horror, stuck out a giant tongue. 

Oh no. 

I should’ve just stayed at headquarters. 

My life flashed before my eyes. 

Vrooom!

The ring vibrated once, then a black sphere surrounded me, bouncing back Kim Gabi’s tongue just before it reached me. 

What is this? 

“…Bicon Shield?”

Anything is fine. 

The important thing is that this ring saved my life. 

And that’s not the only good news.

Swoosh!

A pure white spear fell from the sky, piercing Kim Gabi’s shoulder. 

Green blood splattered everywhere, announcing the arrival of the Unicorn Knight.

“Yoon Do-chul-!”

Ah, maybe not quite an arrival. 

The Unicorn Knight was still flying in. 

He must have thrown the spear because I looked in danger.

Anyway, the thought of being saved made my legs give out, and I collapsed.

The Unicorn Knight is a superhuman who single-handedly took down numerous supervillains in the original comic. 

Even a powerful monster like Kim Gabi wouldn’t stand a chance against him.

Thud!

But Kim Gabi’s actions were strange. 

Instead of fleeing quickly, she focused on spitting out mucus. 

So much mucus that it looked like a puddle.

Just before the Unicorn Knight entered the alley, Kim Gabi, with all her might, pulled out the spear embedded deep in her shoulder and immersed herself in the mucus she created.

And then, she disappeared as if melting into it.

“Crazy.”

Mucus teleportation? 

What a ridiculous ability. 

Just like a B-grade superhero comic.

The Unicorn Knight arrived in the alley and pulled the unconscious driver and bodyguard out of the wrecked car.

“…..”

I quickly put the Bicon Ring, which I had worn on my right index finger, back into my pocket as soon as Kim Gabi fled.

Did he see it? 

Kim Gabi was blocking the view, so he probably didn’t.

He must not have.

“You don’t seem to have any broken bones. The police will be here soon, so hang in there.”

The Unicorn Knight glanced at me before flying back into the sky, seemingly determined to find Kim Gabi.

“Traffic accident! There’s been a traffic accident!”

“Did you see that monster earlier?”

My whole body ached. I closed my eyes as I saw the police approaching.

Today was the biggest crisis of my life.

Well, nothing much happened next.

I was taken to the hospital and treated. 

My body was covered in bandages due to severe abrasions, and Seo-jung called me a mummy when she saw me.

[Reports of a toad monster attacking people on ㅇㅇ Street…]

The identity of the toad monster was revealed in the media. 

Although it hasn’t been disclosed that it’s Kim Gabi yet, I think it’s only a matter of time.

“Oppa, are you really okay?”

Seo-jung, who came to visit me with Jin-seon, looked at me with worried eyes.

“You called me a mummy last time, and now you’re pretending to be concerned.”

“Oh, oppa! It was just a joke!”

I reassured her with some light-hearted banter. 

Although she was smiling now, I heard she was a mess on the first day, crying and sniffling, asking if I was going to die. 

I almost regret not seeing it myself.

Jin-seon, who had been watching us, handed me a box of kiwis. 

It was a get-well-soon gift.

“They’re good for your wounds. Keep them in the fridge since it’s hot.”

“Thank you.”

Maybe she thought it was her fault I got hurt because she arrived late. 

Jin-seon seemed unusually cautious.

I was just relieved she didn’t bring up the Bicon Ring.

“We’ll be going now. Make sure to eat well and get better soon!”

“Take care.”

The two sisters, who had been asking me various questions to keep me entertained, left.

I logged into the security network and reviewed all the information that had been posted.

“Damn toad woman.”


I saw her shoulder get torn up by the spear. 

I also noticed she couldn’t attack openly in crowded places because of the police and the Unicorn Knight.

There’s nothing easier than cornering a wounded beast.

Just wait.

I’ll make sure you can’t even breathe in Gacheon City.



 
  
    Chapter 35. Gacheon Port Water Ghost (5)


In a narrow, gloomy single room covered in mucus, a woman rose to her feet.

Her name was Kim Gabi. 

Once a successful swimmer and a serial killer known as the ‘Gacheon Port Water Ghost,’ she recently gained the ability to transform into a monster, now known as the ‘Toad Monster.’

“Ugh, ugh.”

Kim Gabi wrapped the wound on her shoulder with a bandage made from torn clothes. 

She tried to endure it, but couldn’t stop the screams from escaping.

Even after three days, the wound showed no signs of healing, which she understood. 

After all, she had gained transformation and limited teleportation abilities since that day, so it made sense that the Unicorn Knight had some ability to prevent regeneration.

The problem was the pain. Despite experiencing all kinds of pain during her athletic career, this pain was abnormally severe.

“Ugh…!”

It didn’t get any better and worsened by the day. 

She couldn’t even think of going outside and had been groaning in pain for three days without sleep.

It was a feeling she had never experienced before. 

It was like… being a prey cornered.

She had lived almost her entire life as a hunter since drowning a female junior she disliked at the athlete’s village. 

Not just any hunter, but one who prided herself on being more skilled than anyone else.

She had never been caught until she killed over twenty victims.

…Perhaps it was her arrogance after gaining powerful abilities that caused this. 

The price she paid for one bold action was greater than she had imagined.

“Damn it! Everything was going so well!”

Kim Gabi cursed harshly as she recalled the events of three days ago.

She was hunting her prey as usual and savoring the tender meat in a secluded place.

It was a new hobby she developed after gaining her abilities. 

The meat she once thought was tough and fatty tasted incredibly delicious when eaten in her monster form.

The variety of flavors made it even more enjoyable to find tastier prey. 

The hunt, which was initially just for the thrill, now had the added goal of gourmet pleasure. 

This was why she went on a rampage as soon as she gained her abilities.

‘With a fast and powerful body and the ability to teleport through mucus puddles, the days of difficult hunts are over.’

Although her teleportation ability had the condition that she could only move to the last mucus puddle she created, she thought a minor penalty was not a big deal for such a powerful ability.

Even though she went on a rampage, she wasn’t reckless. 

There was something scarier than the police in Gacheon City.

‘…The Unicorn Knight.’

A monster who single-handedly wiped out five crime organizations in Gacheon City in a single day. 

It was obvious he had superhuman abilities specialized in combat. 

With her abilities specialized in escape and ambush, she couldn’t even think of facing him.

‘As long as I don’t go on a rampage openly, I can always escape if things go south.’

With that thought, she hunted quietly without leaving witnesses or bodies. 

She was feeling satisfied with her judgment when it happened.

[Even if it’s a patrol, do we really need to come all the way here? We’re not even real cops.]

[The boss told us to check every corner. Let’s at least pretend to search thoroughly.]

[Do you want to end up as a useless dog? We need to secure a position somehow.]

[Yeah. We can’t be picky about our jobs right now.]

[That’s why you’re always stuck doing grunt work.]

The sensor installed at the old terminal, which she used as her residence, alerted her to the presence of intruders.

‘Five. All men.’

Thanks to the walkie-talkie placed near the sensor, she was able to respond quickly. 

She instantly created a mucus puddle and teleported to the front of the old terminal.

[Boss, we found something really horrible in the underground mall of the old terminal.]

The intruders were faster than expected. 

Even if the hideout was already discovered, the intruders had to be dealt with.

‘It’s too dangerous to let them go. Let’s eat them!’

That was Kim Gabi’s critical mistake. 

Letting them go and changing the hideout would have been a safer and better decision. 

However, since she had come out during her meal and hadn’t satisfied her hunger, she was overcome by the cannibalistic urge to kill and eat them, leading to the worst decision.

Bang!

Kim Gabi broke through the wall of the old terminal and went down to the underground mall, killing the intruders before she could snap out of her horrific impulse.

‘…What have I done?’

It was early morning, and although the area was full of abandoned buildings, breaking the wall caused a commotion. It was obvious that the police, alerted by a nearby citizen’s report, would arrive soon.

It wasn’t the police she feared. It was the Unicorn Knight she might encounter if delayed.

‘I need to get out.’

Having just expelled a lot of mucus, she couldn’t create another puddle immediately. Kim Gabi hopped out of the old terminal.

After about 10 minutes of moving from rooftop to rooftop, the mucus-producing gland was replenished.

‘I’m safe!’

Having successfully escaped, Kim Gabi thought about why the intruders came to the old terminal.

‘Those men were on a call, right?’

They were definitely not police. 

They were too young and thuggish to be undercover cops.

‘…They definitely mentioned a ‘boss.’’

She also heard that this boss had ordered them to ‘check every corner.’ 

Maybe he knew her identity and was tracking her?

That would make it difficult to enjoy gourmet activities in the future.

‘I just need to kill that boss. Then I can cover up today’s incident.’

He’s just someone who commands those lowly thugs. 

Even if he’s a superhuman like me, he can’t be as strong as the Unicorn Knight. 

I even created a puddle in this single room just in case.

‘Since his subordinates are dead, he’ll come to check.’

There’s a saying, ‘The criminal always returns to the scene of the crime.’ 

With that belief, I headed to the old terminal… and this is the result.

“Sigh…”


I started to resent this superpower. 

It’s because of the cannibalistic impulse that came with the power that I ended up like this. 

If I didn’t have the power, I would have continued to hunt carefully and meticulously as before.

But it’s too late for regrets. I had to think about survival now.

Three days. I had been hiding in this narrow single room for three days. 

Bleeding and without eating anything. 

At this rate, I would either starve to death or die from blood loss.

I had to go outside, no matter what. 

But I couldn’t use the puddle to move.

The last place I created a puddle was the alley where the traffic accident happened. 

The police would definitely be swarming there.

“I can survive. I’m Kim Gabi, the Gacheon Port Water Ghost.”

Kim Gabi proudly uttered the nickname given by the media and cut off all her hair with a knife.

With a bit more disguise, even acquaintances wouldn’t recognize her.

She had a plan to safely escape Gacheon City.

She had heard that there were smugglers operating secretly at Gacheon Port. 

She could give them a large sum of money and ask to be taken on a smuggling boat. 

It didn’t matter if the smugglers betrayed her midway.

Despite being injured, her superhuman strength remained intact. 

She was confident she could win even if she fought ordinary people on the boat.

“Let’s go to Gacheon Port.”

If she moved at 2 PM, when the population was at its peak, even the Unicorn Knight wouldn’t be able to track her easily. 

She just needed to move discreetly, avoiding CCTV. 

She was confident in that.

Even if the sky fell, there was always a way out. 

With hope, Kim Gabi stepped out of the single room.

…Several hours passed.

“Huff, huff!”

Kim Gabi realized that moving discreetly was impossible. 

No matter where she went, the Unicorn Knight followed her immediately.

It was the fifth time she had tried to save and reload from the single room. 

No matter which route she took, she couldn’t go more than 20 minutes without being discovered. 

She barely managed to escape by creating mucus puddles every 10 minutes.

“Damn it…! How do they know and keep following me!”

It wasn’t the Unicorn Knight, CCTV, or the police that were the problem. 

It was the unspecified majority… specifically, the Gangster Patrol.

Unbeknownst to her, the Gangster Patrol had been conducting 24-hour shifts since the day Yoon Do-cheol was attacked.

Even with her head shaved and a meticulous disguise, a sturdy woman over 180 cm tall couldn’t go unnoticed. 

They spotted Kim Gabi sneaking around and reported her to Yoon Do-cheol, who immediately informed the Unicorn Knight. 

There was no way Kim Gabi could escape.

No matter how powerful an individual is, it’s hard to gain an informational advantage over the majority. 

Kim Gabi was being thoroughly humiliated.

She made six more attempts, but all ended in failure.


“Sob… sob…”

Back in the single room, a disheartened Kim Gabi curled up, shedding thick tears. 

In the end, she hadn’t taken a single step out of the room.

“Damn it… what did I do so wrong…!”

It was a pathetic sight for a ruthless killer who had taken the lives of dozens of people.



 
  
    Chapter 36. Gacheon Port Water Ghost (6)


“…!”

Kim Gabi was crying with her fist in her mouth, fearing the sound might escape the single room.

Crackle!

The electricity in the room went out.

Bang! Bang!

The sound of demolition echoed continuously.

Crash-!

With a loud noise, the wall of the single room collapsed.

And there stood a beautiful female knight with silver hair flowing.

“…Found you.”

The Unicorn Knight, the one Kim Gabi feared the most, had finally found his prey.

Kim Gabi looked at the spear that had shattered her shoulder and into the unyielding eyes of the Unicorn Knight, eyes that showed no room for compromise.

A hunter so strong and ruthless that he seemed like a monster, perhaps even more twisted than herself. 

That’s how Kim Gabi saw the Unicorn Knight.

“P-please, just spare me once. I’ll turn myself in, I’ll tell the police everything.”

She knew it was meaningless. 

No matter how much she cried and begged, he wouldn’t spare her.

But she had no choice but to beg. 

Struggling requires strength, and all she could do, having lost the will to resist, was to hope for mercy.

“Please spare…

“Shut up.”

Slash!

The Unicorn Knight beheaded Kim Gabi without listening to her pleas. 

Her head spun, spraying green blood.

For a supervillain who had repeatedly escaped the Unicorn Knight’s pursuit in the original comic, appearing occasionally to devour citizens and infuriate readers, it was a rather anticlimactic end.

[Kim Gabi, who won a bronze medal in swimming at last year’s National Sports Festival, was killed by the Unicorn Knight…]

[Evidence has been found that the serial killer who terrorized Gacheon City, known as the ‘Gacheon Port Water Ghost,’ was Kim Gabi, shocking many…]

[It has been revealed that the toad monster who rampaged in Gacheon City a few days ago was Kim Gabi. The police are…]

The news was abuzz with reports about Kim Gabi’s death and identity. 

Even YouTube conspiracy theorists were blowing the incident out of proportion.

“Serves her right.”

As for me, I’m enjoying the show from a VIP hospital room, peeling fruit.

I anonymously submitted the information and evidence to the police. 

Having a super hacker like Kelpie made data collection very easy.

Kim Gabi must have suffered until the very end, right? 

Otherwise, I’d be disappointed. 

She was the enemy of my well-maintained skin, which I took care of with the 17th Division kids.

“I should have seen her die myself.”

I regret not being able to go because of my condition. 

I couldn’t even attend the 17th Division kids’ funerals due to my injury.

Honestly, even if I were in good condition, I wouldn’t have gone. 

I’m not stupid enough to mess things up by showing up to watch Kim Gabi die.

From now on, I should be more cautious. 

Or maybe it’s okay now?

This is a single room, and no one has come to visit. 

I carefully took out the Bicorn Ring that I had hidden in my pocket.

It was the treasure that saved me in a critical situation.

The biggest gain from this incident was discovering the ring’s function.

“Good luck.”

After a few experiments in the hospital, I found out that this item’s exact ability is ‘automatic defense.’ 

The ring determines ‘threats’ and generates a black sphere to protect the user.

This determination is independent of my will. 

It didn’t activate when I wanted it to but responded to Kim Gabi’s tongue attack on its own. 

I thought it might protect me from unexpected attacks beyond my perception.

When it determines that the ‘threat is neutralized,’ it deactivates the black sphere, which is why the Unicorn Knight didn’t notice the ring.

It’s definitely not a one-time item that disappears after blocking one attack. 

It’s hard to explain, but I can still feel an unknown energy within the ring. 

It seems to be the ‘magic power’ that the Unicorn Knight mentioned.

Was it the power given to the followers of Bicorn?

Anyway, it’s still full of that power.

Knowing that I can use an item imbued with Bicorn’s magic without a significant cost was also valuable information.

I observed it for a few days, and besides making my head feel a bit dizzy when the black sphere is generated, there were no penalties.

The dizziness is nothing serious. It’s like the brief lightheadedness you feel after donating blood. 

That’s all.

If it activates multiple times, it might become challenging, but that’s hardly a penalty. 

Even throwing punches a few times can be tiring, so a bit of dizziness is no big deal.

“Should I take this opportunity to collect Bicorn items?”

There’s no reason not to collect items with powerful abilities that I can even use myself.

Since the Bicorn cultists are the main antagonists in the original story, there’s a high chance I’ll clash with them a few times.

If I move a bit more proactively and secretly steal the items from the Unicorn Knight, wouldn’t I be less afraid of being killed by a supervillain at any moment?

I might even gain the strength to defeat supervillains head-on. 

It would also contribute to weakening the Bicorn forces.

Helping the protagonist achieve a happy ending and achieving my personal growth(?).

“This is truly killing two birds with one stone.”

I feel like I’ve set a long-term goal.

I, Yoon Do-cheol, will become a thief who steals Bicorn’s items to ensure my safety and world peace.

While fiddling with the Bicorn ring, wondering if it had any hidden functions.

Knock, knock.

“President Yoon Do-cheol, someone from Gacheon Orphanage is here to visit you.”


The nurse’s voice came from outside the door.

Ah, the kids from the orphanage. 

They said they’d come today, didn’t they?

“Please tell them to wait a moment.”

“Yes.”

I got up to tidy the slightly messy bed. 

While tidying up, I noticed the Bicorn ring.

I should probably take it off, as it might have a bad influence on the kids.

‘It would be nice if it had a function to become invisible or disappear.’

That’s what I thought at that moment.

Buzz!

The Bicorn ring trembled once and then became invisible.

“…?!”

What? It even has a stealth function? 

…As long as it doesn’t activate its abilities, I might be able to wear it in front of Jin Seon-ah (the Unicorn Knight).

Isn’t it better to wear the ring and survive, then explain to Jin Seon-ah later, rather than not wearing it and dying a miserable death?

Smiling broadly, I allowed the children to visit.

“How have my little princesses and princes been?”

I waved to the children who entered the hospital room in an orderly manner.

“Hyung!”

“Oppa, are you okay?!”

“We missed you~!”

“You look like a mummy…”

The children, with teary eyes, rushed towards me. 

It was overwhelming with so many of them hugging me at once.

“Ugh…”

These kids are strong. 

They’re really trying to kill me.

“Kids! The boss is still hurt! Get down quickly! Now!”

Thanks to the director, I was saved. 

Anyway, it felt good to be cared for and welcomed.

“What have you been doing in the hospital, oppa?”

“Ta-da! We made a cake together! It’s made with healthy carrots!”

“Is it okay to use such a big room alone?”

I pretended to be fine for the worried kids and caught up on the conversations we missed.

I placed the cake they made for me on the desk to eat later, but it somehow ended up in the kids’ mouths.

The cake everyone made for me, and I didn’t get a single bite.

“Alright, the boss needs to rest. Let’s go.”

Under the director’s guidance, the kids were leaving the hospital room.

“Oppa… I was really worried…”

A pale-skinned blonde girl cautiously approached me. 

It was Amy, the shy girl who made me a hamburger doll.

She’s getting prettier by the day. She’ll break many hearts in the future.

“…Does it still hurt a lot?”

“No. The pain is almost gone.”

“Your skin got scratched, right?”

“Yeah. It’ll take a bit more time to fully heal… but it can’t be helped.”

“…Then.”

Amy nodded as if she had made a decision and came closer. 

Most of the kids had already left.

“Here.”

Her small, soft hand wrapped around my bandaged left arm. 

Then, it started emitting a white light, like a firefly’s glow. 

With a warm feeling, the scars on my body disappeared.

Amy… you?

“Shh… Don’t tell anyone. … It’s our little secret.”

Amy put her finger to her lips.

“…I’ll be going now. Sneak out of the hospital without the doctors noticing.”

She bowed and left after healing all my wounds in a matter of seconds.

Amy gained her abilities after that day. 

And they were very useful healing abilities.

It might help in forming a closer relationship with the ‘Hero Management Bureau’ that will be established later.

“Hmm.”

Collecting Bicorn items and the Hero Management Bureau event were both important, but there was no need to rush.

There was a more urgent matter. 


My friend Jimin told me how terrible Gacheon City becomes in the middle of the comic.

An otherworldly kingdom summoned to Gacheon City, with undead soldiers. 

And a powerful guardian dragon protecting that kingdom.

To prevent this future, I need to quickly deal with the supervillain Cookie Maker, one of the Four Heavenly Kings and a necromancer in the comic [Unicorn Knight], before he becomes stronger. 

That’s what the Gangster Patrol is for.



 
  
    Chapter 37. The Boss’s Bodyguard (1)


There was no longer any reason to stay in the hospital. 

I quickly completed the discharge procedures.

To avoid suspicion from looking too perfectly healed, I decided to keep some bandages on.

“Phew, that’s a relief.”

Yoon Do-cheol, who rose to this position based on his body and face, was grateful to Amy for ensuring no scars remained on his precious assets.

“Hey, it’s me.”

It was time to start operating the gangster patrol to find the Cookie Maker. 

I contacted the team leaders and assigned targets.

“Living cookies? As big as humans?”

“Why, does it sound like a joke? You’ve seen toads bigger than humans, haven’t you?”

“N-no, it’s just that imagining it is, um, funny…”

“You’re going to laugh yourself to death, you punk. Anyway, contact me immediately if you find them.”

Although they found the idea of human-sized cookies committing serial murders amusing, they knew how to get the job done once assigned.

Unlike the toad monster incident, we didn’t run the patrol 24/7, only at night as usual. 

The reasoning was that human-sized cookies wouldn’t roam around in the morning or afternoon when there were many eyes.

“Cookies, damn it.”

Honestly, if I hadn’t heard it from my friend, I would have told them to stop lying. 

An army of cookies from another world? 

And not just any villain, but one of the Four Heavenly Kings threatening the world.

I couldn’t even argue about such a ridiculous setting. 

It’s like a crappy B-grade superhero comic world.

I constantly checked the patrol net, tracking the whereabouts of the Cookie Maker.

[Team Leader 3: I saw a delivery guy making a lot of noise and breaking all the traffic rules in the middle of the night, so I pretended to stab him with a knife and sent him off. I punctured his motorcycle tire. He won’t cause any more trouble.]

[Team Leader 14: I stopped a fight between high school kids in an alley. Some were wearing unicorn masks, and others were wearing toad masks… It was quite a sight. Since they’re just kids, calling the police seemed excessive, so I was thinking of giving them a few hits with a bat and sending them off. What do you think?]

[Team Leader 11: There was an old man dressed like Guan Yu, carrying a Green Dragon Crescent Blade, wandering around. I took it from him and sent him back. He’s not a superhuman, just a senile old man.]

[Team Leader 8: Some passing citizens gave us bags of snacks. They said they were grateful for our patrols in these dangerous times. They really think we’re a patrol team. I accepted them.]

[Team Leader 5: Some thugs from another area were causing trouble after drinking, so I taught them a lesson. They called themselves the Ssangmun-dong Squid Gang. Do you know who they are?]

Even after searching for several days, there was no sign of them.

“…Is it not the right time for them to be active yet?”

I don’t know the exact point in the middle of the comic when the Cookie Maker starts his activities. 

I can only guess that he was secretly active from the beginning since he summoned the otherworldly kingdom.

“Since the first supervillain has appeared, I thought he would show up soon.”

Maybe it’s not the right time yet, or perhaps the actions I’ve taken since possessing this body have delayed his activities. 

The toad monster was caught earlier than in the original, so his activity date might have been pushed back.

“Where is that Cookie Maker bastard and what is he doing right now?”

Grumbling, I took a bite of the salt bread.

It was a gift from a bakery called ‘Jimin Bakery,’ and it tasted quite good.

The owner of Jimin Bakery was selected for the ‘20s Self-Employed Support Project’ that I conducted while managing the Gacheon Merchants Association, or Gacheon Union. 

The owner’s name was… Yoo Ji-min? 

I was surprised because it was the same name as my friend.

The owner was on the verge of failing because they didn’t know how to run a business, but thanks to my support project, they flourished. 

Since then, they’ve been sending freshly baked bread of various kinds every week as a token of gratitude.

“Hmm.”

I bit into a hamburger-shaped cookie that came with the bread. 

It must be a special cookie made for me. 

It didn’t taste like a hamburger, but it was enjoyable to chew. 

This is quite touching.

Honestly, I didn’t know much about running a business, so I just read a speech I copied from somewhere and assigned a suitable consultant to the selected candidates. 

How could I, who started as a boss right after being possessed, understand the mind of a self-employed person in their 20s?

Yet, they grew well on their own and came to repay the favor.

It’s almost like the story of a magpie repaying a favor. 

I should tell my subordinates to buy snacks for the kids from Jimin Bakery if they need to.

Speaking of the Gacheon Union, managing them has been going smoothly. 

Kim Doo-pal, who was dragged in and beaten last time, is personally managing it. 

He left the used car sales to his subordinates and is almost living at the Gacheon Union.

“Boss, I’m managing it with my life on the line, so don’t worry! I’ll make sure nothing like that happens again!”

“You don’t need to risk your life, just work hard. Don’t be too harsh.”

I was surprised at how hard he was working. 

Maybe he’s trying to avenge his beaten butt. 

The face of Park Deok-soo, the president of the Gacheon Union, has become half its size.

Ah, I digressed.

Right, that Cookie Maker bastard.

I haven’t found him yet, but it’s not like I’ve come up empty-handed. 

Thanks to the gangster patrol, we managed to catch three superpowered villains and hand them over to the police.

“I’ll kill them all! Every single one of them!”

The first villain we caught was a woman whose right hand turned into tentacles. 

She’s known as ‘Tentacle Rampage Woman.’

She went on a rampage in the middle of the traditional market after being dumped by her boyfriend of ten years, indiscriminately attacking with her tentacles covered in sharp spikes. 

Fifteen people were injured, but thanks to the gangster patrol’s efforts, we managed to capture her without any fatalities.

They sneaked up on her and knocked her out with a brick to the head. 

It seems her physical durability, apart from the tentacle part, was similar to that of an ordinary human.

If it weren’t for the gangster patrol, it could have escalated into a murder case, so we effectively prevented a crime.

The second villain we caught was a middle-aged, pot-bellied man whose mouth opened wide to devour anything. 

He’s known as ‘Chomper.’

I actually saw him myself. 

I was at a big supermarket to buy some whiskey, and there he was.

“I like eating. I like dancing. I like the night. Dance with me, and I’ll chomp you up!”

He repeated that phrase about three times, and it wasn’t an insult, but he genuinely seemed like an idiot.

Maybe the side effect of his ability was that his mouth grew larger while his brain shrank.


Whoooosh-!

He started devouring items in the store, transforming his mouth to be larger than his body and sucking in everything from lights to shopping carts.

 It was quite terrifying. He reminded me of Kirby from that game.

“Tasty, tasty…!”

We barely managed to stop him from sucking in people with the help of the 13th team of the gangster patrol in that area. 

(Honestly, I just watched from behind.)

Unlike Tentacle Rampage Woman, his physical durability was high, so it was tough to capture him. 

We had to throw heavy objects like desks and exercise equipment from the upper floor to hit his weak spots dozens of times before he finally went down.

If he had been more aggressive and intelligent, it would have been dangerous.

“On behalf of the citizens of Gacheon, I extend my deepest gratitude to the heroes who minimized the damage with their courageous actions.”

The gangster who hit Tentacle Rampage Woman on the back of the head with a brick and the one who dropped a kettlebell on Chomper’s head received the ‘Brave Citizen Award’ directly from the mayor of Gacheon.

“Uh… anyone in that situation would have acted like I did. Really.”

They grumbled about why such an award was given to a thug, but they were really happy. 

They even prepared an acceptance speech.

The last villain was a woman who turned into a giant rolling boulder. 

She’s known as ‘Rockslide.’

Due to her uncontrollable ability, she turned into a giant boulder and rolled through the middle of the city. 

Since she had no malicious intent, it’s debatable whether to call her a villain. 

It was fortunate that no one was crushed to death.

“Ahhh! Help me, damn it! My body! The boulder is rolling, get out of the way~!”

She was too much for the gangster patrol to handle, so the Unicorn Knight stepped in personally.

He lifted the woman who had turned into a boulder and dropped her into a nearby lake. 

Many people filmed the scene. 

The sight of him flying with a boulder the size of a house was so impressive that the Unicorn Knight quickly became a YouTube star.

Or rather, he became an internet meme.

The boulder carried by the Unicorn Knight was photoshopped into various things like a nuclear bomb, the president, and unpopular idols or actors. 

There were many jokes about it.

[Atomic Spy: Did your great-grandfather poop? Unicorn Knight <<< This guy alone can annihilate everyone, lol]

[Mr. Fanfare: There’s a rumor that if you become famous on the internet, you either become a villain or a meme…]

[Close-range Rex: Is Sans in genocide mode stronger or is Unicorn Knight stronger?]


Thanks to those memes spreading across communities worldwide, even three-year-olds now know about the Unicorn Knight.

He went from being a secretive and aggressive hero to a ‘Gacheon City icon.’

Anyway, I failed to find the Cookie Maker. 

There’s no point in holding on to something that isn’t working.

I set a new goal.
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“Chul-soo, that thing I mentioned last time. I’m going to start it now.”

I immediately began recruiting bodyguards.

The friend who had been in charge of my security so far, who wasn’t very bright, was let go with ample medical compensation. 

After all, he failed in his duty, so he had to take responsibility. 

I guess it was fortunate that I had a good excuse to let him go since I was planning to anyway.

The driver remains the same. 

In fact, I even raised his salary. 

He’s quick and attentive, and I wanted to keep him around.

“Say that we don’t care about age or gender, only skill. The salary starts at double the industry standard and can go up to triple based on my satisfaction.”

We posted a recruitment notice through Chul-soo’s security company, looking for top-tier, close-protection bodyguards.

Even though I got the Bicorn Ring, I still need a bodyguard.

I need someone skilled to protect me in crisis situations. 

It would be even better if that person were a superhuman.

To be honest, I hope only superhumans apply. 

That’s why I added the note ‘preference for those with special abilities’ at the end of the recruitment notice.

I know finding a superhuman is like picking stars from the sky, but I can’t not try. 

Even if it’s not someone like the Unicorn Knight, someone at Kim Gabi’s level… well, that’s probably too much to ask.

Wanting a bodyguard at the level of a superhero or supervillain is probably shameless. 

I’d be satisfied with a superhuman who can block Kim Gabi’s attacks two or three times.

“Don’t mention that the client is me, and focus on recruiting people with loose ethical and moral standards. It’s okay if they’re from the underworld as long as they’re skilled and loyal. But no psychos who kill for fun.”

I don’t plan on doing bad things with a bodyguard, but isn’t he a gangster after all? 

Even if he doesn’t do gangster stuff and just manages the underworld, many people will still feel uncomfortable with the illegal activities themselves.

Anyway, there will be times when we move together and kill bad guys, and if he says ‘I don’t like killing,’ it will only make me angry.

“The recruitment period is just one week. I’ll give you plenty of promotional funds, so don’t worry and spread the word. But don’t post it just anywhere.”

“Shall we post it on overseas sites too? These days, with all the talk about monsters and superhumans, rich people are looking for superhuman bodyguards.”

“Sounds good.”

I’m not the only one looking for a powerful bodyguard. 

In countries like the US, Russia, and the UK, there are occasional attempts to assassinate high-ranking politicians or corporate executives using superpowers. 

Most of these attempts have failed because there were no powerful superhumans among them, but it was enough to raise awareness.

“Do that for now, and if there are any additional requirements, accept them.”

So, we waited for a week. 

Even while I was patrolling the neighborhood at night and taking it easy, the world was changing every moment.

“Hey, boss. Look at this. An overseas company is planning to commercialize futuristic exoskeleton suits.”

It’s not like the Iron Man suit that covers the whole body, but more like the exoskeleton frames often seen in sci-fi movies.

Smart people are sensing the crisis in advance and jumping into the money-making business. 

This will definitely sell well.

“It even has a jetpack that allows you to fly for a few minutes. How about we get one of these too? High-tech bodyguards. No one can stop this.”

“Money stops it, money.”

The problem is the price is insanely high. 

Buying it isn’t the issue, but the maintenance costs are beyond imagination.

“Let’s wait and see for now. We should buy those from the second generation.”

I can’t spend a fortune on something that hasn’t been verified yet. 

I expect there will be many issues due to lack of testing and user feedback.

The first generation always has flaws.

There’s bigger news.

[Will the superhero groups, a staple of American comic books, become a reality? Elijah Jung, the CEO of Radamus Group and a Korean-American billionaire, has announced the emergence of a vigilante group composed of superhumans. An official announcement is expected soon, and it will go through legal processes…]

It was the news that the world’s first superhero group, ‘Hero League,’ which I had been waiting for, was finally appearing… but there was a surprising part.

“Elijah Jung?”

This woman is the original owner of the building with the bunker that our organization used as a base. 

I thought she was just a rich doomsday prepper, but she was the founder of the Hero League?

Did she really know something? 

Was she an important character in the original story?

Since I don’t know the original story, I can only speculate. 

I should meet her if I get the chance.

“I need more information.”

I want to know which heroes will join the Hero League. 

It would be great to recruit someone who wants to join as my bodyguard. 

I need to poach them before they sign an official contract.

I gathered information from the news, YouTube, and communities. 

As expected, it’s all about this topic.

It’s obvious the world is going to hell, so why are people so happy about this? 

It’s not a world without heroes that’s unfortunate, but a world with heroes that’s unfortunate.

“Damn it, it’s all nonsense.”

The sea of information is full of marine debris.

[You want me to find out information about the group Elijah Jung is forming? Hmm… got it.]

In the end, I commissioned Kelpie.

[Superhumans suspected to be recruited by Elijah Jung]

He sent me a neatly organized list within a few days. 

His hacking skills are as good as a superhuman’s.

I slowly went through the information on the heroes listed.

[‘Fatal Shot’ Thomas Lawton


	Former office worker. Became famous for taking down armed robbers occupying a Walmart with a single peanut.

	Currently active as a vigilante under the name ‘Fatal Shot’ and is in continuous contact with Radamus Group.

	Suspected to have superhuman shooting abilities and extensive detection capabilities.]



First up is Fatal Shot. 

His abilities are just okay, but what’s important is his active involvement after gaining his powers.

In works featuring superhumans, those who know their abilities well, even if they aren’t strong, tend to be more troublesome. 

This Fatal Shot might be such a character.

[Deep Sea Princess


	Became famous for rescuing a school bus submerged in a flood.

	No one has seen her face, so her identity is unknown, but based on the clothes seen in paparazzi photos, she is suspected to be an employee of Radamus Group.

	Suspected to have the ability to control fish or marine creatures.]



Deep Sea Princess. 

Her abilities aren’t bad, but she’s not what I’m looking for, so I passed. 

I’m not running a business at sea or at a port, so what use is the ability to control fish?


I need abilities that are a bit more offensive or defensive.

[‘T-Rexstler’ Michael Johnson


	Retired professional wrestler. Became famous for preventing a subway accident.

	Selected as the guardian of the New York subway and has since prevented several subway accidents. In continuous contact with Radamus Group.

	Has the ability to transform into a dinosaur, specifically a Tyrannosaurus Rex. He is not an ordinary dinosaur, as he can withstand being hit by a subway and has bulletproof skin.]



“Oh.”

T-Rexstler. 

I’m very drawn to this person. 

The fact that he can transform into a T-Rex, which is every man’s dream, and that he can withstand being hit by a subway is appealing.

I wonder if he could even take on Kim Gabi one-on-one? 

He seems more suitable as a bodyguard than the somewhat ambiguous Fatal Shot or Deep Sea Princess.

I looked through the rest, but no one else really caught my eye. 

I decided to send bodyguard proposals to a few superhumans, including Fatal Shot and T-Rexstler, even though I wasn’t sure if it would work out.

The much-anticipated week passed.

In conclusion, the superhumans who were going to join the Hero League rejected my proposal. 

Well, I expected that. 

They wouldn’t want to turn down a scout offer from one of the world’s top companies to become a bodyguard for a small business owner.

Still, I found some pretty decent candidates.

After several rounds of screening and filtering, four final candidates entered the gym I had rented. 

Two superhumans and two regular people.

I subtly informed them that they wouldn’t be guarding an ordinary rich person or politician, but someone managing the underworld of the most developed city in Korea, so they should have a rough idea.

[Hello. I’m the businessman who offered you the bodyguard position. I will choose one of you.]

I spoke through a microphone from behind a magic mirror, observing their appearances.


[What is the most important thing in bodyguarding? Observation? Focus? Or skills? Of course, those are important, but above all, I believe the most important thing is your own strength. If you are not stronger than the enemies threatening the person you are protecting, it all means nothing.]

Indeed, none of them looked ordinary. 

Even the non-superhumans had an extraordinary aura.

[The last person standing will be chosen as my bodyguard.]

Now, fight each other.
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[Now, please start fighting. If you leave the gym, become unable to fight, or intentionally kill your opponent, you will be disqualified.]

It’s not that I’m suddenly urging them to fight. 

I’m not a pervert who wants to see the bodyguard candidates flustered. 

I clearly stated this when I interviewed them and sent out the documents.

“Look, they’re already moving and taking positions. The four candidates are glaring at each other from the east, west, south, and north.”

“It seems like I’m the only real bodyguard here.”

The woman positioned in the east is named Susan. 

She is a calm-looking black woman in her 30s with dreadlocks, who used to work for the world’s top security company, ‘Stronghold.’ 

That was until she beat up a client.

Although she claims the client made unreasonable demands, she was fired for breaking industry norms. 

With few places willing to hire her, she had no other choice. 

Still, she was skilled enough to have guarded the British Deputy Prime Minister, which earned her a spot as a finalist despite not having any superpowers.

I examined her outfit. Wearing a bulletproof vest under her suit like a shirt, and carrying a baton and a riot shield, she exuded a professional aura. 

Among the four, she was the most tactical.

“It’s an era where ordinary bodyguards won’t do.”

The man positioned in the west is named John Norris. 

He is a shabby-looking man in his 50s wearing a trench coat, a former hitman who was well-known in the underworld.

Like Susan, this man is also an ordinary person without superpowers. 

He confidently wrote in his application, ‘The best security is not protecting the target but eliminating the source of the threat,’ which made me curious about his skills, so I selected him as one of the finalists.

He also claimed that he could tell if someone harbored ‘killing intent’ just by looking into their eyes, but to me, that sounds like complete nonsense. 

If even half of what he wrote in his application (e.g., catching a king cobra with a roundhouse kick) is true, he is the strongest contender.

“Ordinary bodyguard? No, ordinary person, like you guys.”

The big Nordic man who just scoffed is named Bjorn. 

He is positioned in the east.

He was the enforcer for a famous biker gang in Sweden, but his naturally aggressive personality and the emergence of his superpowers made him twice as wild, leading to his expulsion. 

However, he is known for his strong sense of camaraderie and not harming civilians, which is why he was selected as a finalist.

He was wearing a tank top and holding a giant axe as big as his body, which is his superpower. 

He claimed it could cut through anything and that he could create it himself, though I don’t know if that’s true. 

The red energy swirling around the axe certainly made it look anything but ordinary.

“…..”

The woman positioned in the north is named Tessa. 

She looks to be in her mid-20s, a tall and moderately muscular beauty with long black hair. 

She seems to be of mixed Asian and Western descent, with Asian features and Western physique.

She is a superhuman who was active as a vigilante in Los Angeles, known for shooting energy projectiles from her hands and feet. 

Her vigilantism was so intense that she earned the nickname ‘Crusher.’

Honestly, I can tell just by looking into her eyes. 

They have a faint purple hue, possibly due to her powers, but they seem devoid of fundamental emotions like joy, anger, sorrow, and pleasure. 

To me, she looks as crazy as a unicorn knight.

The four candidates moved stealthily, eyeing each other for an opportunity.

Click-!

The first to attack was John Norris. 

He quickly drew two pistols hidden in his trench coat and fired at Susan. 

His movements were as swift as a gunslinger in a Western movie.

Susan quickly hid behind her riot shield, blocking the bullets. 

The transparent shield made of polycarbonate absorbed the impact of the bullets.

“Bingo.”

John didn’t panic and immediately switched his target to Bjorn.

Judging by his grin, it seemed Bjorn, who was only wearing a tank top, was his original target.

Before Bjorn could react with his axe, the bullets hit his body. 

Or rather, they bounced off. 

The red energy swirling around the axe enveloped Bjorn, protecting him.

“Did you think I was a fool? Huh?”

Bjorn, now glowing red, charged at John Norris with a hearty laugh.

‘Not bad.’

It’s not just an offensive weapon but also provides body protection.

I’ve heard of summoning abilities from Cookie Maker and transformation abilities from Kim Gabi, but this is my first time seeing a weapon-type ability through Bjorn. 

I thought it was focused on attack power, but it turned out to be well-balanced.

Whoosh!

The giant axe wielded by the nearly 2-meter-tall Bjorn made a menacing sound as it aimed for John Norris. 

John fired his gun while retreating, but it looked like he would be split in two if Bjorn got any closer.

At that moment, Tessa, who had been observing the situation without intervening, stepped forward. 

She raised her fist, gathered purple energy, and fired it at Bjorn.

“Argh!”

Bjorn’s body was slammed into the wall by the energy projectile. 

He was embedded quite deeply, making it difficult for him to move for a while.

Thud-!

Seizing the opportunity, Susan charged at John Norris.

“Gasp!”

John dropped the two pistols he was holding as his wrist was struck by Susan’s baton. 

He tried to regain his stance and throw a roundhouse kick, but…

Bang!!

An energy projectile fired from Tessa’s left hand sent John Norris crashing into the spectator seats. 

It was the finishing blow.

John Norris, that guy, was all talk. 

If his name had been Chuck instead of John, the outcome might have been different.

“I controlled the power. He shouldn’t be dead.”

Tessa shrugged as she said this.

I found her calmness a bit puzzling. 

After all, isn’t she around the same age as Jin Seon-ah, in her mid-20s? 


Even Jin Seon-ah, who trained at the Unicorn Cathedral for five years, sometimes shows signs of being a novice. 

How can this woman be so composed and even control her power?

She seemed like a battle veteran. 

Could she have been trained in a secret organization like the Unicorn Knights?

It’s fascinating.

“Hiya!”

Bjorn, who had approached unnoticed, swung his axe at Tessa. 

It was a threatening close-range attack, but Tessa easily dodged and created some distance.

Bjorn’s speed was faster, likely due to his enhanced body from the axe. 

However, Tessa seemed to predict his next move as if she had precognitive abilities, dodging first and countering his attacks.

Surprisingly, Tessa’s combat experience seemed far superior to that of Bjorn, who had been an enforcer for a gang for ten years.

“Damn it!”

Bjorn, hit twice in the face by energy projectiles, snorted and slammed his axe into the ground.

The ground cracked, and red energy from the axe spread in all directions.

‘A wide-area attack?’

It looked like Bjorn’s ultimate move.

“Ugh!”

“…!”

Susan hid behind a pillar to avoid it, while Tessa evaded by running along the walls like a parkour expert.

The problem was that the energy spread so widely that it reached the space behind the magic mirror where I was.

“Damn it!”

Before the energy could reach me, a black sphere generated by the Bicorn Ring enveloped my body, protecting me from the impact.

The magic mirror was completely destroyed. 

Do I have to feel my life threatened even while recruiting bodyguards?

“Sigh, my luck.”

I peeked through the broken magic mirror to observe the situation.

Thanks to Bjorn’s wide-area attack, Tessa had gained enough distance and was now relentlessly attacking Bjorn.

Boom!

The energy projectiles created from her hands and feet relentlessly struck Bjorn’s body. 

Although Bjorn tried to endure, he was pushed back, likely having expended a lot of energy in his previous attack.

The red energy surrounding Bjorn’s axe had also diminished significantly compared to before.

“Damn it…”

Bjorn finally collapsed after being hit squarely in the chest by the purple energy. 

Tessa’s energy output had also decreased, indicating she had used quite a bit of her power.

Now, only Tessa and Susan remained. 

The winner was practically decided.

Both Tessa and Bjorn were impressive.

They were impressive, but neither seemed capable of defeating Kim Gabi or the Unicorn Knight. 

Kim Gabi, transformed into a toad monster, had an incredible physique.

Bjorn’s axe attacks and Tessa’s energy projectiles didn’t seem powerful enough to kill the toad monster.

‘Well, it can’t be helped.’

Even having candidates of this caliber was a blessing. 

Since they had only recently gained their abilities, they had the potential to grow stronger over time.

Before the final duel, which had an obvious winner, began.

“Whew.”

Tessa brushed the dust off her hair. 

A wing tattoo on the back of her neck, previously hidden by her hair, became visible.


A wing tattoo on the back of her neck?

“Damn.”

A character setting my friend Jimin told me about came to mind.

The rival of the Unicorn Knight and one of the Four Heavenly Kings of supervillains.

Tessa was undoubtedly the ‘Pegasus Knight.’
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Pegasus Knight. 

I’ve heard enough about her to know the basics.

She was said to be a baby abandoned in front of the Unicorn Cathedral. 

Raised by the cathedral’s people who pitied her, she excelled in almost every aspect and was considered the next Unicorn Knight until the true heir, Jin Seon-ah, appeared.

Pegasus Knight had spent almost her entire life training to become the Unicorn Knight. 

When her life’s goal was thwarted by an unexpected rival, she left the Unicorn Cathedral in great anger.

Her only desire is to personally cut off the head of the Bicorn Knight to prove that she is superior to the current Unicorn Knight, Jin Seon-ah.

To achieve this, she uses any means necessary to gain power and put the Unicorn Knight in difficult situations. 

Jimin described Pegasus Knight as such a character.

Since Jin Seon-ah spent five years at the Unicorn Cathedral before returning, Tessa must have spent the last five years outside the cathedral as well. 

Did she gain practical experience during that time?

But what intrigued me the most was something else.

‘Why did she apply to be a bodyguard?’

I was curious about her purpose and reason. 

Did she think she needed the support of a powerful person to steadily gain strength?

No, that doesn’t make sense either. 

If she wanted a real power figure, she would have gone under a foreign politician, not the head of a small business in Korea.

Coming all the way to a distant country like Korea… Ah.

‘Unicorn Knight.’

Did she come to Gachon City on purpose, knowing that it would become a hotspot for supervillains? 

Let’s keep an eye on her for now.

“Not easy, huh.”

Susan, glancing at the completely knocked-out Bjorn, slowly approached Tessa with her baton and riot shield. 

Despite the grim situation, her refusal to give up was the mark of a true professional.

“Let’s make it fair. I won’t use my powers.”

Tessa raised her fists leisurely. 

A hint of competitiveness flickered in her purple-glowing eyes.

The sight of two Western women, one as agile as a leopard and the other as robust and sturdy as a male bodybuilder, approaching each other was quite impressive.

Soon, the two women, moving cautiously, clashed.

Tessa easily dodged Susan’s swinging baton and delivered a kick, while Susan blocked Tessa’s fast and threatening kicks with her riot shield, looking for an opportunity to strike.

Thunk! Thunk!

Each time Tessa’s kick hit the shield, Susan’s body flinched. It was like a hectopascal kick.

Was Tessa’s kick that powerful, or was it the cracks in the riot shield caused by John Norris’s bullets?

Susan’s riot shield couldn’t withstand Tessa’s fierce attacks and shattered.

“Ugh!”

Susan, visibly startled by the unexpected breakage of her shield, hesitated for a moment. 

In an instant, Tessa closed the distance, grabbed Susan’s baton, and struck her face several times.

Whack! Crack!

“Gasp.”

Susan collapsed, bleeding from her nose. 

Game over.

“Wow.”

I couldn’t help but be impressed. 

This crazy woman fights incredibly well.

What on earth do they teach at the Unicorn Cathedral to produce such killing machines? 

Is it a warrior training academy or what?

Is this what it takes to survive as a virgin in this harsh world? 

Are they strong because they keep their purity, or do they keep their purity because they are strong?

I can’t tell.

Even though she was strong, she wasn’t at the level of the current Unicorn Knight or Kim Gabi… But since she was one of the Four Heavenly Kings, she might get stronger later. 

She’s a growth-type villain.

“Excellent. Very impressive.”

It was time for me to step in. 

To appear important, I clapped my hands and revealed myself.

Since the magic mirror was broken, I could naturally step through it. 

Thanks, Bjorn, you axe-wielding maniac.

“My name is Yoon Do-chul. I am the president of Happy Burger and, starting today, your employer, Tessa.”

Tessa looked at me with her characteristic empty eyes and expressionless face.

No, she wasn’t completely expressionless. 

It was a small change that an ordinary person wouldn’t notice, but her eyebrows slightly raised. 

She seemed a bit surprised, but why?

“As I mentioned, the salary will be double the industry standard, and it can go up to triple based on my satisfaction.”

I extended my hand towards her, requesting a handshake to establish mutual trust.

“…Alright.”

Tessa nodded slowly and reached out her hand.

In that brief hesitation, I could glean a bit about her.

‘You’re not used to talking to men… especially handsome ones, are you?’

Her noticeably flushed cheeks, the cautious grip on my hand, and her wandering eyes confirmed my suspicion.

This woman is indeed a virgin.

‘And yet you applied for a close bodyguard position with a male employer? You really have no plan, do you?’

It must be her first time touching a man’s body outside of combat. 

Otherwise, her heart wouldn’t be pounding loud enough for me to hear.

‘This is kind of funny.’

Even though she’s one of the Four Heavenly Kings of supervillains and has adapted to the outside world for five years, she’s still a product of the Unicorn Cathedral.

‘But at least she’s willing to shake hands.’

Jin Seon-ah would never have accepted. 

Maybe it’s because she’s a defector that she’s not as rigid as Jin Seon-ah.

“Looking forward to working with you.”

“…Ah, yes.”


I smiled gently at Tessa, who was still looking at her hand clasped in mine, unable to meet my eyes.

This is an opportunity. 

A chance to make someone who could become as strong as the Unicorn Knight completely loyal to me.

Tessa had a personal grudge against the Unicorn Knight and the cathedral, not a cruel nature like Kim Gabi, so she wouldn’t threaten my safety.

“T-Rexler? We don’t need someone like that anymore. We’ve got a badass warrior woman here who’s going to get insanely strong. Tell him to come back after evolving into a glowing T-Rex.”

“Let’s discuss the details in the office. Cheolsu, clean up here.”

“Yes, sir.”

I left the cleanup to Cheolsu’s gang and departed.

In the end, Tessa became my bodyguard, but I didn’t just let the final candidates go.

You can’t just send away talents who came all the way from a foreign land. I tried to hire them for other tasks with slightly reduced contracts.

“No thanks. There are other jobs out there.”

Bjorn refused and returned to his home country. 

It was a position as the head of security at Happy Burger headquarters, with a substantial contract and salary, but it didn’t seem to satisfy him.

In my opinion, this guy is destined to become a villain. 

I can already see him getting smashed by another hero in the future.

I just hope he doesn’t go around killing people indiscriminately.

“I’ve changed my mind. Fighting under someone else’s command doesn’t suit me. But if you ever need my ‘main job,’ call me anytime. I’ll provide ‘services’ at a reasonable price. I’m very thorough with my work.”

‘It’s all about the money, and he calls it a service.’

John Norris left his business card and departed. 

After all his bluster, he was the first to get knocked out, and he kept clearing his throat out of embarrassment.

Although he was ultimately blocked by the shield and superpowers, he was a precise shooter. 

I decided it would be good to maintain a relationship with him, so I gave him plenty of gifts.

“…Are you sure about this? As you know, I was fired from ‘Stronghold.’ While I might be okay as a personal bodyguard, rejoining a security company might attract unwanted attention from industry people.”

Even if such pressure comes to Ms. Susan, I will do my best to block it. 

I am confident in my ability to do so.

“It doesn’t matter.”

“In that case…”

Susan was hired as a consultant for Cheolsu’s security company. 

Despite being a good fighter, she was nearly zero as a bodyguard, so she would be training Tessa and Cheolsu’s gang.

She accepted the job coolly, even though the salary was several times lower than that of my personal bodyguard. 

It seemed Susan was quite desperate.

Anyway, I was satisfied with recruiting at least one person. 

Susan’s experience would be a great help to Tessa.

“So, where are we going?”

Tessa, now sitting next to me with the driver, asked. 

The bodyguard suit suited her quite well.

“To the cinema. You’re watching with me, Tessa.”

I answered while sitting in the VIP seat of the Happy Burger car.

“…Together?”

Tessa raised her eyebrows in surprise. 

Despite her usually expressionless face, she had a surprisingly rich emotional expression.

“You know today marks the end of your probation period, and you’re now my close bodyguard, right?”


The probation period was only three days. During that time, Tessa received basic training from Susan.

“After the movie, we’re going to my house. It’s time to move your stuff. You also need to provide security.”

I had no intention of letting this precious asset slip away. 

I planned to thoroughly win her over so she couldn’t leave.

I may not be as experienced as the original Yoon Do-chul, but I’ve met quite a few women.



 
  
    Chapter 41. The Boss’s Bodyguard (5)


I entered the cinema with Tessa.

“There’s no one here.”

Tessa blinked her big eyes at the empty cinema.

Of course not. 

I rented it out.

“It’s nice and quiet.”

I casually walked to the so-called ‘best seats’ in the back center and sat down.

Tessa hesitated for a moment before carefully sitting one seat away from me.

“…What are you doing?”

It’s not like it’s COVID times, so why sit a seat away?

I know it’s because you’re shy. 

But you’re my personal bodyguard, hired for a lot of money. 

You need to provide close protection. 

Think of it as an employer-employee relationship, not a man-woman thing.

Of course, I hope you do think of it as the latter. 

That’s why we’re here.

You’ve left the Unicorn Cathedral, so there’s no need to keep your purity, right? 

You can at least have some contact with a man.

After some hesitation, Tessa sat in the seat next to mine. 

It was amusing to see faint emotions flicker across her usually expressionless face.

[When life is tough and overwhelming, eat a burger! Buy a Happy Burger Noblesse set and get a random goodie! Have a ‘Happy’ day!]

The screen was still showing ads. 

Not just any ads, but Happy Burger ads.

[When life is tough and overwhelming, eat a burger!..]

Not once, but five times in a row.

I heard that cinema business isn’t what it used to be, so I asked them to run our ads well in exchange for some money. 

They seem to be quite serious about the promotion.

But five times is a bit much, isn’t it? 

People might start talking about ad monopolies.

Anyway, now’s the perfect time to strike up a conversation while the ads are playing. 

I looked at Tessa, who was sitting next to me, stiff as a statue.

“This might be sudden, but you speak Korean very well. Where did you learn it?”

What I’m really curious about is something else. 

Why was Jin Seon-ah chosen as the Unicorn Knight instead of Tessa… questions like that.

But it’s not the right time to ask that now.

“…I learned it where I grew up.”

Her personal information said she was from a monastery, but the truth is probably the Unicorn Cathedral.

“Oh, I saw on your application that you speak other foreign languages too. Did you learn them all there?”

Tessa is proficient in 24 languages. 

She must have received rigorous education at the Unicorn Cathedral from a young age.

…Jin Seon-ah only knew Korean and English, so is Tessa special?

“Yes. There was someone who traveled around the world, so I picked them up…”

“Wow! That’s amazing. I can only manage English, Chinese, and Japanese, and even then, just basic conversation.”

And that’s because I learned them informally as part of the food cartel, so there are many flaws. 

In fact, I mostly learned slang and swear words.

Stuff like ‘chao ni zuzong shiba dai’ or ‘ni bami,’ ‘baida mena,’ and ‘kichigai.’

“It’s nothing special. I learned them from a very young age.”

“Ahh…”

Chao-ni-whatever means something like ‘I’ll curse your ancestors up to the 18th generation,’ but it’s something you say when it’s a life-or-death situation where one of you has to die to settle things. 

I’ve actually seen people who cursed each other fight with knives until one of them died.

Seriously, these uneducated bastards only know how to use filthy language. 

No wonder they grow old acting like shameless gangsters. 

I should just ruin them… Breathe. 

Calm down. 

At least I should use proper, polite language.

“Do you watch movies often?” 

I asked Tessa, who was glancing curiously at the large screen. 

“I like them, but I don’t watch them often.” 

“Really?” 

Of course. 

I didn’t think the Unicorn Cathedral would be showing many movies. 

At most, they’d screen wholesome, educational films like The Sound of Music or something.

That’s why I picked a PG-15 romance movie. 

She’d obviously be sensitive to any sexual content. 

I couldn’t risk showing her an R-rated movie and having her run out of the theater. 

“So, it’s been a while since you’ve been to a movie theater?” 

“…Actually, it’s my first time.” 

“Really?” 

I expected that. 

Even after leaving the church, she didn’t seem like the type to seek out a movie theater on her own.

Maybe she watched movies at home through OTT services, but probably not. 

As soon as the small talk ended, the movie began.

The title was I Want to Eat Your Pancreas. 

It’s one of those films where many women say they cried their eyes out after watching it. 

If she had a normal sense of sentimentality, she’d probably enjoy it.

I want to use this movie to gauge what kind of person Tessa really is. 

Is she the ruthless Pegasus Knight from the original story that Jimin told me about, or is she just someone pretending to be strong while actually lost and aimless?

Based on the personal information in her application, I thought it was the former, but seeing her reactions in person, I started to think it might be the latter. 

I wanted to be more certain.


Since we’re here, I might as well watch too.

[The Pancreas is responsible for digesting food and absorbing nutrients.]

[It’s an essential part of the body.]

Hmm, a bit boring.

Teenage romance, huh? 

Definitely not my type of movie. 

Maybe I would have liked it ten years ago, but now, after all I’ve been through, it feels a bit bland.

It’s all because of the food cartel. 

Watching their atrocities killed my romantic cells.

I watched the movie half-heartedly while observing my bodyguard’s reactions. 

Tessa, with her eyes wide open, seemed to be enjoying it. 

That was a relief.

The movie had already reached its climax.

[Can I cry loudly and for a long time…?]

[Go ahead.]

[Hooeaaaahhh!!!]

What is this? 

If you’re going to cry, just cry. 

Why ask for permission? 

Is this an era where even crying needs approval?

And what’s with the sudden random murder? 

Is this movie set in Gotham City or Gacheon City?

“Tsk.”

Maybe it’s because I wasn’t paying full attention, but I couldn’t get into it. 

How about Tessa’s reaction?

“…!”

Her tightly closed mouth, trembling eyes, and constantly twitching hands.

How deeply moved she must be. 

She remained stiff, holding back tears until the end credits rolled.

“How was it?”

I asked after getting up from my seat.

“…It was alright.”

She was so immersed that her eyes were red, yet she said it was just alright. 

She’s quite shy.

At this point, Tessa didn’t seem to be the ruthless Pegasus Knight from the original story.

If this appearance is all an act, there’s no way I could tell.

Let’s just think she still has some innocence left.

“What part did you find alright?”

“Ah, the part where the protagonist sincerely confesses to the heroine and gives her flowers, and also when they go to the festival…”

She talks a lot. 

How much did she enjoy it? 

I checked the time as we slowly left the theater.

If we leave now… good. 

It should be fine.

We exited the theater and got swept up in the crowd. 

Tessa, now more alert, kept a sharp eye on our surroundings.

“…..”

Without moving my head, I glanced at her face.

Tessa, I’ve been curious about you since the moment I first saw you. 

Why did you come to Gacheon City? 

Why did you apply to be my bodyguard?

Are you hiding your true intentions and approaching me? 

It’s okay if I probe a bit, right? 

Even if it’s not, there’s no choice. 

Something’s about to happen soon.

“Oh! Oppa? What are you doing here?!”

Good. 

Perfect timing.

I widened my eyes as if surprised and looked for the source of the voice. 

Oh, the sisters I’m looking for are over there.

“What, Seojeong? Oh, hello, Seon-ah.”

I spoke as if I knew nothing, but in reality, I knew everything. 

I knew that Seojeong and Seon-ah were coming to this theater to watch a movie today and that the movie would end around this time.

It’s not that I stalked them or anything.

[Seojeong: Oppa, I’m going to the movies with my sister at 3 PM~! It’s a shame you can’t join us ㅠㅠ] 

[Seojeong: (Movie poster photo)] 

[Seojeong: This is the most fun movie these days. You should watch it too, oppa!]

She sent those messages herself.

I just went to the theater closest to Seojeong’s house and watched a movie that was showing and ending around the same time.

“…?”

Tessa, who had been watching Seojeong and me greet each other indifferently, now had a curious look in her eyes. 

Seon-ah, who had sighed softly while looking at me, also stopped and made a sound of surprise when she saw Tessa.

“Do you two know each other?”

“Oppa, who is she?”

Seojeong and I spoke simultaneously. 

I was looking at Seon-ah, and Seojeong was looking at Tessa.

“Oh, this is the bodyguard I mentioned before. Her name is Tessa.”

I answered first.

“Oh… hello. Sis, do you know her?”

Seojeong, bowing her head in greeting, looked at her sister with curious eyes.

“J-just a little?”

“So, are you friends?”

“Th…that’s right?” 

A flustered Suna flounders and greets Tessa. 

“Ah, hi? It’s been a while.” 

“…Yeah.” 


Tessa nods, trying to suppress her anger. 

Her usual poker face has long since broken. 

Both of them are terrible at managing their expressions. 

They call themselves friends. 

Smile, you idiots. 



 
  
    Chapter 42. The Boss’s Bodyguard (6)


Since their group had grown to four people, they moved to a café. 

Yes, it was the same café where the neighborhood ladies had come to gossip last time. 

After getting a severe scolding from the head office, they hadn’t shown their faces since.

“So, is she the friend you met during that, temple stay thing?” 

Seo-jeong asked, sipping her coffee through a straw and glancing at Tessa. 

Jn seon-ah, who was meeting Tessa’s indifferent yet clearly sharp gaze, nodded.

“Temple stay…? It’s not a temple, but a monastery… Yeah, something like that. You could call her a friend.”

Tessa let out a small scoff at the word ‘friend.’ 

It was so faint that only I, sitting right next to her, could barely hear it.

A brief silence followed.

Well, of course, their relationship would be awkward. 

Tessa had trained her whole life to become a unicorn knight, while Jin seon-ah, an outsider, had been chosen by the cathedral instead.

To Jin seon-ah, Tessa might just be an uncomfortable person, but to Tessa, Jin seon-ah could be a mortal enemy.

“How have you been?” 

Jin seon-ah broke the silence, not wanting to appear hesitant in front of her younger sister. 

The problem was that the quick-witted Seo-jeong had already grasped the situation.

Seo-jeong, looking back and forth between Tessa and Jin seon-ah, cautiously sipped her coffee and gave me a look that said, ‘Isn’t this a big deal?’

I nodded to reassure her. 

No matter how crazy these two women were, they wouldn’t fight in front of their employer and her younger sister.

If I didn’t have that much discipline in the first place, I wouldn’t have been able to get to this place.

“…So-so.” 

Tessa shrugged, not even touching the mango smoothie she had chosen herself. 

She was pretending to be relaxed, but her trembling hands under the table revealed her deep anger. 

It was a stark contrast to her earlier awkwardness when she had tapped the display with her long, white finger, unfamiliar with the kiosk.

“It’s already been five years. What have you been up to?” 

Jin seon-ah asked. It wasn’t just a polite question; she seemed genuinely curious. 

Despite their current awkward (for Jin seon-ah, hateful for Tessa) relationship, they had once been comrades at the same cathedral.

“I’ve been in Los Angeles. It’s a big, complicated, noisy city.”

Tessa’s response was filled with reluctance, as if she was forcing herself to answer.

“…..”

“It wasn’t easy to adapt. I made a lot of mistakes. It was the first time I realized what the world was like. You know? I was born and raised in the monastery. It was… no, it was very frustrating.”

Jin seon-ah probably knew that Tessa’s resentment was directed at a specific individual rather than the world or the cathedral.

“What brings you here?”

Perhaps Jin seon-ah thought talking about the past would be bad for both of them. 

She changed the subject. She might have noticed me and Seo-jeong watching them.

“You heard earlier. I’m here to guard Mr. Yoon.”

“I know that. I mean, why did you come all the way to Korea?”

Yeah, that’s a question I wanted to ask too.

Did Tessa come to Gacheon City to take revenge on Jin seon-ah, who became a real unicorn knight? 

Or, as per my hypothesis, did she come because she knew Gacheon City would become a hot spot?

I thought about it for a long time and concluded that neither was true.

I clearly heard from my friend Jimin that the Pegasus Knight appeared after defeating the Cookie Maker and had power comparable to the Unicorn Knight from the beginning.

If that’s the case, the Pegasus Knight appeared with strong power at least in the middle of the story, but it’s not even the middle yet, and Tessa isn’t that strong either.

Would Tessa have a reason to come to Gacheon City when she hasn’t gained the power to rival the Unicorn Knight, meaning she hasn’t even become the Pegasus Knight? 

Even though she knows she could get beaten up if she messes around?

It seems like the original plot has changed because of what I’ve done, but I’m not sure exactly why.

“…I caused some trouble. It became hard to stay in Los Angeles.”

I cautiously guess it’s because of her aggressive actions as a vigilante.

You can tell just by looking at what the Unicorn Knight did to end the food cartel. 

Tessa must have tried to annihilate her enemies as she learned in the cathedral and made a mistake.

“So, I ended up looking for a high-paying job. It’s not like I came here because I wanted to see you.”

“…..”

Looking for a high-paying job, just like that? 

I was momentarily stunned.

So, the Pegasus Knight came early simply because I was recruiting bodyguards? 

So, there’s no conspiracy at all?

This just makes it a coincidence.

Judging by Tessa’s expression, she didn’t seem to be lying. 

After observing her for a few days, I could tell she didn’t have the knack for lying like I did.

Should I say she’s honest, like a single woman who’s never been in a relationship? 

No offense or discrimination intended.

“I see…”

Jin seon-ah nodded as if she understood.

Anyway, the future has changed because of what I’ve done. 

The important thing is that the situation hasn’t changed significantly.

I don’t know the original flow of the story anyway. 

Even if the future has changed, it won’t cause me any trouble. 

I just need to keep doing what I’ve been doing.

Thinking that way made me feel a bit more at ease.

I went out for a bit of fresh air. 

Tessa and Jin seon-ah were muttering something.

“You seem to be eating well. You’ve gained a lot of weight.”

Tessa looked at Jin seon-ah, who was munching on a macaron she had ordered for dessert, with disdain. 

Jin seon-ah, flustered, quickly swallowed the macaron with a choking sound.

“You… you seem to have had a hard time. Your dark circles are down to your chin.”

“That’s nonsense. How can dark circles go down to your chin? That’s ridiculous.”

“Then why are you touching under your eyes?”

“Just eat some blueberries, and it’ll get better soon. It’s still better than gaining weight, right?”

“And you look completely worn out.”


What are these guys doing? This isn’t child’s play…

I turned towards the kiosk. 

If I went over now, it would just be awkward for everyone.

“Fat…?”

“Sagged…” 

I can hear their voices from here. 

Are they not mortal enemies yet? 

It seems like there’s a possibility for their relationship to improve. 

I ordered dessert and sat back at the table. 

The two women were quietly exchanging glances. 

“Seeing how immature they are, they must be your friends. Yeah, definitely.” Seo-jeong later came to me and said that. 

Ugh, pathetic women. 

Unless they’re killing someone, they’re just like the neighborhood fools. 

That evening, Tessa moved her belongings into a room I wasn’t using for her close protection duties. 

I gave her the second largest room after mine. 

It’s practically a luxury studio with a bathroom, dressing room, and balcony. 

“…It’s nice.” 

Tessa, who had only stayed in cheap inns since coming to Korea, seemed a bit uneasy about living with a man but was quite satisfied with the room. 

Even though we live in the same house, we won’t run into each other much. 

The house is so big that unless we come out to the living room on purpose, it’s hard to see each other. 

I opened a bottle of 30-year-old whiskey in the kitchen near the living room. 

It’s not too expensive, so I can enjoy it regularly. 

The snack was truffle pasta. I made it myself. 

Just put some sliced truffles on fusilli pasta, and it’s done. 

I also prepared various types of Italian salami as a side dish. 

I waited for the truffle aroma to spread. 

It tastes better when it cools down a bit and thickens. 

After a while, I heard the door open, and Tessa appeared in light protective gear. 

“Are you having a meal?”

I don’t think she came for the truffle pasta, she seemed to be here to guard me in case I got into an accident. 

Although it’s unlikely I’d have an accident while eating alone at home, she seemed to be taking her first close protection duty seriously.

“Please, have a seat.”

“I’m on duty, so I’ll stand.”

“Would you like some, Tessa?”

“No, thank you.”

“Or maybe a glass of whiskey? It’s quite good.”

“Really, I’m fine.”

Of course, I didn’t ask to share the meal. 

I was just testing if she was doing her job properly. 

If she had said ‘yes,’ I would have scolded her, if not fired her.

‘At least she knows the basics.’

It seems Susan taught her well. 

Maybe I can forget the pathetic behavior I saw at the café earlier.

After a few sips of whiskey, I spoke up.

“Tessa, how much do you know about the Unicorn Knight?”

“He’s the hero of Gacheon City.”

Tessa spoke as calmly as usual. Still, I could see she was trying hard to suppress her emotions.

“Then what do you think about the Unicorn Knight?”

“…As you know, I also worked as a vigilante. I think he’s someone similar to me.”


She couldn’t lie, so she cleverly avoided the question. 

Smart.

Alright, let’s get to the point.

“The Unicorn Knight and I are in a cooperative relationship.”

Since we’ll be seeing each other often, I decided to tell her quickly.



 
  
    Chapter 43. Jinsang (1)


The owner of Happy Burger is both the manager of Gacheon City’s underworld and an ally of the Unicorn Knight.

Tessa took my shocking announcement more calmly than I expected.

“I had a feeling. I did some research before coming here.”

It seemed she had her own connections. 

She said she received a lot of information about Gacheon City and the Unicorn Knight before coming to Korea.

She thought that if there was an underworld manager in a city with a Unicorn Knight who kills criminals without hesitation, they must be on the same side.

I was relieved that Tessa didn’t show any hostility towards me. 

Maybe she didn’t mind the ally even if she disliked the Unicorn Knight.

…Suddenly, a thought crossed my mind. 

Just as I might be trying to recruit Tessa to become the Pegasus Knight, could Tessa have applied for the bodyguard position to recruit me, the Unicorn Knight’s ally?

If that’s the case, I should give her extra points for intelligence.

“Still… I never imagined someone like you would be an ally of the Unicorn Knight. I thought it would be… different.”

Are you indirectly asking how someone like me, a scoundrel, could team up with the Unicorn Knight?

“Well, there were various circumstances.”

Maybe I’m being too negative, so let’s move on. 

I might be paranoid because of Jin seon-ah.

“Would you like to hear a bit?”

I took a sip of whiskey and started to tell her why I became the manager.

Saying I ‘told her’ might be an inappropriate expression.

 Most of it was just ‘plausible lies’ I had prepared in advance, similar to what I said when I first met the Unicorn Knight.

I was an orphan… I became a gang boss, but I wanted to protect this city… those kinds of clichés.

“So, you became a dark knight to protect Gacheon City?”

I observed Tessa’s face. 

Maybe it was her high nose, but she had a sophisticated and beautiful appearance.

Since her default expression is a blank face, there wasn’t a dramatic change, but her slightly widened eyes suggested she was quite impressed. 

At least it wasn’t a bad reaction.

“Dark knight. It sounds awkward but nice.”

She gave a small smile, looking a bit embarrassed yet slightly proud.

“Tessa, I heard that you also grew up without parents from a very young age.”

It’s a sensitive time. 

I didn’t want to say ‘orphan’ directly, as it might upset her, so I phrased it more gently.

After all, she’s also from “that cathedral.” Her trigger points might be different.

“Just an orphan.”

She seemed to find my caution amusing, as she let out a small laugh.

It’s the first time I’ve seen her laugh.

“It doesn’t feel like someone else’s story. I grew up alone too. I feel a sense of kinship.”

You might wonder why I’m saying such unnecessary things. 

But every journey begins with a single step. 

This is part of the process to win Tessa over.

Getting drunk and doing something impulsive? 

It’s obvious she wouldn’t prefer an adult’s way like a one-night stand.

Opening up slowly like this is what single women who’ve never been in a relationship want. 

Like a scene from a romance drama.

“…There were people in the monastery who played the role of parents. It might be a bit different from your situation.”

Rather than drawing a line saying she’s different from me, it felt more like she was being considerate, suggesting that my situation might have been harder.

What is this? 

She’s quite thoughtful. 

Is she really the character who became a supervillain out of jealousy for the Unicorn Knight?

I like her. 

At least she seems easier to communicate with than that blockhead Jin seon-ah.

I’ve decided.

Tessa, I’ll support you with all my might. 

I’ll invest everything you need.

What I want is safety. 

Looking at it more broadly, it could be the safety of this world, which might face destruction. 

The world needs to be intact for me to live comfortably.

It’s just a matter of defeating the supervillains and the Vicon cult. 

If the Pegasus Knight has the power to replace the Unicorn Knight, there’s no reason not to support them. 

After driving out all the villains, it might even be possible to use Tessa to keep Jin seon-ah in check.

Let’s dig a little deeper here.

“Roles, huh. But they’re not your real parents, are they?”

Even if the people at the cathedral played the role of parents, they wouldn’t have given you special treatment like a real child. 

You were just one of the kids they took care of. Isn’t that right?

“Yes. They can’t be my real parents…”

Tessa looks at me with eyes full of melancholy. 

I am reflected in her pupils. 

Tessa, who used to find it hard to make eye contact with me, seems to have found this moment of empathy very helpful in closing the psychological distance between us.

“What did you do at the temple? Language studies?”

“I studied languages and also received martial arts training.”

“Martial arts training? Like Shaolin Temple? That’s unusual.”

“Shaolin Temple… It’s somewhat similar. The people at the temple said that in order to protect oneself in this harsh world, one must constantly train.”

“How did you end up doing vigilante work in Los Angeles?”

“I was trying to follow the teachings I received at the temple… but looking back now, it wasn’t something someone who left the temple on their own should have done. I realized that too late.”

I had many conversations with Tessa, who had opened up to me, and I gathered a lot of information about her. 

Although terms like ‘Unicorn Cathedral’ or ‘Unicorn Knight’ didn’t come up, I was able to infer a rough picture based on the information my friend Jimin had roughly told me.

This woman also seems to have been very lonely and in pain over the past five years.

“Just one drink. Just one. You should drink at times like this.”

The atmosphere had relaxed a lot.

I offered her some whiskey. 


Even though she was on duty, I coaxed her into having just one drink, and she reluctantly agreed.

“…Alright.”

Tessa cautiously approached and emptied her glass. 

She sipped it like a cat or dog drinking water, as if she had never had whiskey before.

“Ugh.”

Tessa frowned and wiped around her mouth. 

Maybe I should have mixed it with tonic water or soda.

Her cheeks turned quite red, and her eyes seemed a bit glazed… but she’s an adult, so it should be fine.

Surely, she wouldn’t get drunk from just one sip, right?

“Tessa, what do you want to do? You can think of it as a goal rather than a job.”

A sudden question here. 

I forced her to drink partly to ask this question when she was fully relaxed.

“I…”

Tessa stopped talking and drank a lot of water. 

I waited for her to gather her thoughts.

“There is a friend, no, a person I want to defeat. I want to beat that person to prove that I am superior. And… I want to see the people who didn’t choose me regret it. It would be satisfying to see them beg for forgiveness.”

So, your goals are regret, devastation, and obsession? 

Quite a dark set of goals.

Well, fine. 

I’ll help you. 

Let’s achieve those goals together.

Just as I was about to wrap things up and head back in.

“Ugh, ugh…”

Tessa, who had been looking at me with dazed eyes, suddenly gagged and staggered.

Ah, did I give her something too strong? 

I guess I didn’t account for the tolerance of someone who doesn’t drink often because I’m used to sipping whiskey alone all the time.

“Ugh.”

“It’s okay. It’s okay. Take it slow.”

I helped the staggering Tessa to her room. 

Fortunately, she didn’t throw up.

Anyway, I’m satisfied that I confirmed Tessa has the same goals as in the original story and that I’ve closed the psychological distance between us.

I’ll talk about my other goal of collecting Vicon items and increasing Tessa’s combat power later.

…I hope she doesn’t mind me using Vicon items.

Creak-!

The door of the notorious prison, known for housing only the most dangerous criminals, opened.

“Ah, the weather is nice.”

A man in his mid-40s to 50s, covered in tattoos on the left side of his face, stretched as he walked out with a guard. 

He exuded a dangerous aura.

“Well then, take care. Live long and prosper.”

The tattooed man muttered under his breath, ‘Enjoy rotting here for the rest of your life,’ and bowed to the guards before leaving. 

The guards watched him with disapproving faces.

“Have you arrived?”

Men who had been smoking near the prison approached him. 

They looked just as rough as the tattooed man.

“Long time no see?”

The tattooed man glanced around with gleaming eyes.

“Why are only you guys here? Where’s Chun-bae? And why isn’t Kim Moon-soo here? He should have at least brought some tofu.”

“Chun-bae has been out of the game for a while. As for Moon-soo…”

The tattooed man clicked his tongue before hearing the rest.

“Damn it. I told him to lay low. Who got him? Those smugglers?”

“…..”

The men silently nodded.

“I knew it. Moon-soo got taken down by some punk… Fine, let’s go. We’re wasting time.”

The tattooed man grumbled as he got into the car.

“Where to?”

“Where else? To Gacheon City.”

“Boss, going there now is dangerous. Haven’t you seen the news about the Unicorn Knight…”

“I know. I know. Just drive.”

The man at the wheel started the car without a word.

“Don’t worry. I’m not going in blindly. I have a plan.”

The tattooed man took a cigarette from the man in the passenger seat and continued.

“You know those guys who used to back up Wajack Toast? They reached out.”

“…!”

Fwoosh!


As soon as the tattooed man put the cigarette in his mouth, it lit up on its own. 

The tattoo on the left side of his face twitched.

“They said they’ll support us with everything they’ve got. What do you think? Want to check out the goods?”

The tattooed man exhaled smoke and grinned wickedly.

It wasn’t until the next day that it was revealed that Jin Sang-bae, the deputy boss of the Gacheon Family, had been paroled.



 
  
    Chapter 44. Jinsang (2)


“…What? You’re going to France for a vacation?”

I asked back as soon as I heard that thunderous statement.

“Yes. It’s vacation time, so my sister suggested we go on a trip together… We’ll be there for 6 nights and 7 days.”

Seo jeong just blinked as if wondering if there was a problem.

“Really…?”

Wow, seriously? 

6 nights and 7 days? 

You’re taking a whole week off?

Our great protector of Gacheon City is going to France with her sister to eat lots of delicious food. 

Strengthening the bond of sisterhood, she says.

[One of the factions of the Baikon cult has been spotted in France. We must eliminate them now.]

She explained it like that later, but it didn’t make me feel any less uneasy.

Even though we killed Kim Gabi and captured several minor villains, the Cookie Maker, who is said to destroy Gacheon City in the middle part, is still at large. 

What if he shows up while the Unicorn Knight is absent?

[Although I said 6 nights and 7 days, I’ll return immediately after eliminating them.]

[I’m not just the Knight of Gacheon City, I’m the Unicorn Knight. I can’t just look after Gacheon City.]

[That’s why you’re the manager, to prepare for such situations. I’m sorry, but I need you to handle this.]

So she says.

I couldn’t complain too much since it wasn’t something I couldn’t understand. 

I had no choice but to diligently patrol and play Tessa’s Raising RPG.

Thanks to Tessa, I can now handle most villains, if not supervillains. 

There’s nothing more reassuring than having a superhuman on my side.

Although I can’t say for sure that she’s on my side, there’s also Amy, who gained healing abilities.

I would like to bring her to our side if possible (not to put her in dangerous situations), but given Amy’s moral nature, I’m cautious that she might despise me if she finds out I’m a mob boss. 

Her young age is also a concern.

Ah, there’s another superhuman I’ve recently been in contact with. 

Like Amy, I can’t say she’s on my side yet, but I’m slowly working on it.

“Thank you so much! I really thought I was going to be in debt forever!”

The woman known online as ‘Rockslide,’ Seo Hee, expressed her gratitude to me.

“I didn’t realize I had destroyed so many things while rolling around…”

She had lost control of her powers in the middle of the road, destroying several shops and public facilities. 

Although she didn’t go to prison due to the lack of intent, she would have had to live with a debt too large for a young person in their 20s to repay alone. 

If I hadn’t paid the money for her, that would have been the case.

“It can happen.”

She accidentally destroyed the city, but she’s not a villain. 

So she can always be on my side.

“I’ll work hard to repay you! Trust me!”

Seo Hee confidently pounded her chest. 

When I first saw her in the detention center, she was so scared, but now she was quite loud.

“As I said before, there’s no need to repay me. Think of it as a company benefit. Haha.”

Of course, that’s nonsense. 

What company pays off debts as a benefit?

Seo Hee’s mother works as a full-time employee at a Happy Burger chain. 

I used that as an excuse to make contact with her.

“Still, I have to repay you! Nothing in this world is free! After I graduate from university, I’ll work at Happy Burger…”

“No, really. It’s fine. Really.”

Geez. 

Working at Happy Burger? 

Come on.

She has the power to crush almost anything while rolling around, and she wants to sell hamburgers? 

That’s a waste of talent.

“If it really bothers you, please seriously consider the proposal I sent you.”

“Oh, that? Of course! If something like that really happens, and I get the opportunity, as you said…”

It will happen. 

Definitely. 

So don’t worry.

What am I talking about? 

Of course, it’s about the ‘Hero Management Bureau.’

The Hero League project is actively progressing in the United States. 

If the Hero League appears and gains a lot of public support, the Korean government will immediately start working on it.

In a few months, they’ll probably create a K-Hero League. 

Unlike the free country of the United States, it will be thoroughly operated as a government agency… but that’s unavoidable.

“The opportunity will come. Don’t underestimate yourself, Seo Hee.”

The Unicorn Knight is so independent that it’s obvious she won’t join the Hero Management Bureau. 

She might even consider it a nuisance and unnecessary.

But I’m different. 

I want to get close to the Bureau’s staff and heroes. 

They might save me someday.

I supported Seo Hee because she might become one of the Bureau’s heroes. 

She’s a superhuman with quite powerful abilities, so I’m sure they’ll send her an invitation.

“How have you been lately?”

“Me? Oh, I’ve been well! Yesterday, I had beef with my parents…”

Geez. 

Maybe it’s because she’s as clueless as she looks, but it’s hard to have a conversation with her.

“No, not that. I mean your ability control.”

“Oh…! It’s gotten much better!”

She said that sometimes she experiences an intense, inexplicable impulse, and if she doesn’t resist it and lets herself go, she transforms into a giant boulder.

She’s trying to control that impulse.

It would be great if she could not only control it but also enter that excited state artificially.


You know, like that green giant from the series, what was it, Marvel? 

It would be amazing if she could transform and rampage freely like him.

“That’s good to hear. I’m glad.”

Anyway, I’ve planted enough seeds. 

If things go well, I might be able to place a few of my people in the Hero Management Bureau.

Things are also progressing well with Tessa.

“Good morning, boss.”

“You don’t need to be so formal. You can call me Do-chul.”

“My, my name? That’s a bit…”

“Why? Are you going to say that calling each other by name is something only lovers do? That sounds like something Tessa would say.”

“No, it’s not. Don’t tease me.”

She became my bodyguard (probably) to win me over as an ally of the Unicorn Knight. 

Since I hired her with the intention of making her my ally, there shouldn’t be any trouble.

The problem is that Tessa is excessively shy…

“Oh, sorry.”

Whenever our hands accidentally touch, she gets startled and looks at me nervously. 

It’s cute, but I wonder how she planned to win me over like this. It’s just amusing.

At least with me, she can talk and joke around. 

I heard she keeps a stern face all day in front of other men.

Once, I left Cheol-su and Tessa alone in a room for about 30 minutes.

“Boss, what’s with that woman? She kept glaring at me the whole time. It was like she was ready to kill me if I moved a finger. What did I do wrong? I really want to know.”

Cheol-su complained, thinking she was competing with him for the position of right-hand man.

I still can’t quite get a handle on it. 

Instead of training as a Pegasus Knight, I think I need to upgrade my social skills first. 

As my bodyguard, I’ve been making him meet various people, but the results are not very promising.

It’s somewhat better with women, but I still don’t understand why he gets so cold when he’s with men. 

Is it because he’s still not fully out of the church’s influence? 

If I push too hard, it might backfire, so I’m trying to slowly build his social skills.

While I was working on various things and waiting for the Unicorn Knight to return, Cheolsu came to my house around 11 PM.

“Boss, we have a big problem.”

Cheolsu came to my house around 11 PM.

“Jin Sang-bae and his men are holding out at our first branch. They say they won’t leave until you arrive.”

“Jin Sang-bae?”

That’s the name of the now-defunct Gacheon Family’s underboss. 

He’s known as a complete lunatic, and I’ve heard he’s quite a fighter. 

There’s even talk that the Gacheon Family’s rapid downfall due to the Neo-Nazi attack was because Jin Sang-bae got caught in their conspiracy and was imprisoned.

Of course, that’s just typical gangster bravado. 

There’s no way a single guy like him could stop someone like Angela, who’s enhanced.

“What about the staff?”

“We’ve evacuated everyone. The store is closed.”

“Let’s go.”

Although I don’t do much gangster stuff due to circumstances, I’m still sitting in the boss’s seat. 

If I don’t step in here, my reputation in the underworld will take a big hit.

I led the retired soldiers to the first branch with Tessa and Cheolsu. 

Inside the store, Jin Sang-bae’s men had taken over the area with tables, surrounded by my subordinates.

“Hey~! Our Do-chul! Over here, over here!”

A thug with half his face covered in tattoos waves at me. 

Sitting at the middle table with two half-dressed women on either side, that guy is Jin Sang-bae. 

He sure has a vicious look. 

“Well, he’s quite handsome. Should Uncle check if your junk has grown?” 

“Why are you so interested in my junk?” 


I walked over slowly and sat across from him. 

“Did you come here to suck me off?” 

I gave a small laugh.

I’ve met scarier people to be intimidated by someone who just looks vicious. 

Now, gangsters like him are just boring.



 
  
    Chapter 45. Jinsang (3)


“Did you come to suck up?”

Hahahahaha!

My subordinates laughed loudly at my words, except for Tessa, who stood beside me with an embarrassed expression.

They weren’t laughing because my joke was genuinely funny, it was a tactic to assert dominance. 

When someone becomes a laughingstock in front of others, they usually become intimidated or agitated.

In that sense, Jinsangbae, who didn’t even blink, was definitely not an ordinary person.

Ah, what a pity. 

If he had gotten excited and attacked, I would have crushed him. 

Of course, that’s just my intention, I don’t actually plan to bury him here.

Happy Burger No. 1 is located in the middle of the city. 

If there’s a knife fight here, no matter how much we try to cover it up, rumors will inevitably spread. 

That would be the end of my expansion into the legitimate world.

“Wow, I like your eyes. I underestimated you because you’re a gigolo, but I like you.”

Jinsangbae smirked. 

The Chinese character tattoo on his face twitched.

The Chinese characters on his face mean ‘Ghost without a Shrine’ (無祀鬼神). 

It refers to a ghost with no descendants to perform ancestral rites. 

It’s like introducing himself as a psycho gangster with nothing to lose.

“Is that so? I don’t like you. Chunbae, Sangbae… Ugh, damn. Why do all the guys with such ugly faces have names like that? Just go around and announce that you’re gangsters.”

Although he pretended to know me earlier, this is actually our first meeting.

Before I possessed Yoon Do-cheol, he had fully entered the underworld after the collapse of the Gacheon Family. 

Before that, he had no contact with Jinsangbae, who had been in prison.

I wondered for a moment why he had called me. 

Was it to take revenge by taking down the organization leaders who were close to him after I absorbed the Gacheon Family? 

It’s unclear. 

If he wanted revenge, a surprise attack would be more effective. 

Why is he openly provoking me? 

“Our boss Yoon has quite a sharp tongue. What’s wrong with my name? My parents gave me a good one.” 

Does he have something to rely on? 

He should know that I’ve taken over the underworld of Gacheon City. 

“Why don’t you tell me why you’re here if you’re not even going to eat a burger?” 

“Young man, you’re quite prickly.” 

Jinsangbae clicked his tongue and continued. 

“Hey, do you like noir movies?” 

“No.” 

What kind of random question is that? 

“I like them. They’re cool.” 

This guy is really out of his mind. 

“…..”

“Red lights flashing at night, betrayal and bloody battles in the cold and ruthless streets, and the loyalty among men! The world of gangsters! That’s a man’s dream.” 

Jinsangbae spoke excitedly while fondling the women beside him. 

Their faces were marked with fear and resignation. 

They seemed to be night workers, and it looked like Jinsangbae had treated them quite harshly. 

It was hard to see because of the makeup, but they had bruises on their faces. 

Jinsangbae, who was actively harassing the women, shouted at my subordinates. 

“You traitors! Let’s talk openly! You’re doing this because you want to live in style, right?” 

A former member of the Gacheon Family flinched under Jinsangbae’s gaze.

“Jinsangbae, stop messing around and get to the point. Why are you here?” 

“Yoon Docheol, are you really a gangster?” 

Jinsangbae suddenly dropped his smirk and glared at me. 

With his white-rimmed eyes, he looked like a ruthless killer. 

“You don’t drown people, you don’t sell drugs, you don’t collect protection fees, and you don’t even run shady businesses. So why did you even become a gangster?” 

Ah, so this is the angle he’s taking? 

I knew someone would bring this up eventually, but I didn’t expect it to be this guy, not even from the same gang. 

“Fine, let’s say everything else is whatever. But how can you not run a shady business? You absorbed Wajak Toast, so aren’t you supposed to be running something like a hostess bar or whatever? Finding a red-light district in Gacheon City is like pulling stars from the sky. Do you know how much trouble I went through to find these b*tches?” 

Jinsangbae grinned, holding two women by the waist. 

“Docheol, just like hunters catch animals, farmers till the fields, and politicians lie as naturally as they eat, gangsters need to do gangster things to be called gangsters.” 

Jinsangbae slowly stood up from the other side of the table. 

“Hey, I know your situation, alright? While I was locked up, I heard some strange girl showed up in Gacheon City, right? Some knight or something? That’s why you’re like this, isn’t it? Am I right?” 

“Don’t come any closer.” 

As his face got closer, Tessa stepped in at just the right moment. 

If she hadn’t, I would’ve punched him in the face myself. 

“What, is she your girl? She’s not bad looking, but hiring a woman as your bodygua—” 

“If you shove your face in one more time, I’ll shoot you.”

Tessa gathered purple energy at her fingertips. 

Her eyes glowed the same purple hue as the energy, making her look quite intimidating.

It seems that crude expressions like ‘yeokal’ (derogatory term for a woman) and ‘jotjip’ (derogatory term for a place) really angered her. 

Perhaps because she’s not used to such language, she couldn’t handle the native gangster lingo.

“Whoa, whoa, okay. Calm down, calm down.”

Jinsangbae raised both hands and backed off. 

Even a psycho gangster is scared of a superpowered person.

“Anyway, listen up. I have a way to deal with that woman. There are people who will help us. Let’s handle it together and split Gacheon City fifty-fifty. What do you say?”

“Hah.”

Ah, I get it. 

This bastard. 

I wondered what he was plotting, and it was this?

This time, I approached him and whispered softly.

“Did you team up with the Bicorn Cult?”

“…You knew? Did that knight tell you?”


Jinsangbae’s face, which had been relaxed all along, crumpled. 

This idiot thought I wouldn’t know about the Bicorn Cult?

In his mind, it seems he thought I was being used by the Unicorn Knight.

Now I see the picture. He used his brain a bit.

“You deliberately showed up in France, didn’t you? To lure the Unicorn Knight and make contact with me.”

Those Bicorn Cult bastards, I wondered why they were so quiet, and it turns out they were plotting this behind the scenes.

It seems it’s time for the main villain forces to start moving.

“France? What are you talking about?”

“If you don’t know, forget it.”

Well, what would a gangster like him know about the Bicorn Cult anyway?

He’s probably just a disposable pawn.

While the Unicorn Knight is out of Gacheon City, they use Jinsangbae to indirectly contact me and incite betrayal. 

Even if the negotiation fails, the risk of failure is low.

He’s quite cunning. Nasty bastards.

“Well, since you seem to know a bit, I’ll be straightforward. When the knight returns, you just need to lure her in a specific direction. We’ll handle the rest.”

It’s a tempting offer. 

If I didn’t know that the Unicorn Knight is the protagonist of this world, I might have considered it. 

But that’s not the case.

“What are you going to kill her with?”

“That’s a secret.”

Sigh, this idiot who talks about noir films is useless.

“Sangbae, you shouldn’t be in business. Can you tell someone you’re proposing to work with that you have secrets? Can you?”

I mocked him.

“So, are you not going to do it? Are you going to keep being a lackey under that woman?”

With those words, my phone vibrated. 

The task I assigned earlier must be done.

“Sangbae…”

I clicked my tongue and showed him the phone screen. 

The notification was from the Crime Prevention Network site.

“What should we do? It seems I found out your secret first.”

Before arriving at the first branch, I had my captains search Gacheon City. 

I told them to report immediately if they saw any unfamiliar people or suspicious movements, and it seems they already spotted them.

I pressed the call button in front of Jinsangbae.

[This is Squad Leader 8. We saw some foreigners loitering around the port with blood packs, so we secretly followed them… These Yankee bastards are definitely cultists. They went into an abandoned house and started some weird ritual, splattering blood everywhere. I already informed the police, so they should arrive soon.]

In fact, I had been checking the messages continuously. 

What Squad Leader 8 was saying now was just a summary of the situation.

“Did you hear that? The police are coming soon. Your Bicorn friends are about to get caught doing their nonsense.”

What Jinsangbae and the Bicorn Cult overlooked was the existence of my gangster patrol, which I created to patrol the neighborhood and act as a villain alarm.

[Ah, the police have arrived. They’re taking those guys away. They might just get questioned and released, but still…]

Seeing no resistance, it seems they were non-combatant followers. 

Maybe the high-ranking villains haven’t appeared yet since it’s still early.

Whatever they were planning, it’s over now.

“Did you plan to catch her with some shaman ritual? Are you a shaman or what? Tsk. Idiotic bastard.”

I am the Big Brother of Gacheon City, and the gangster patrol is my all-seeing network. 

No one can plot anything strange in Gacheon City without my knowledge.


“Do you still see me as just a gangster?”

If I were unaware of the situation, it might be different, but as long as I’m aware of the threat, I can always catch them.

“Still don’t get it? Gacheon City is mine.”

I tapped Jinsangbae’s face, the side without the tattoo.

“I’ll give you exactly three hours. Take your men and quietly leave Gacheon City. Before I chop you up and scatter you at Gacheon Port.”



 
  
    Chapter 46. Jinsang (4)


Jinsangbae’s complete defeat was due to seeing me as just an ordinary gangster boss. 

He might have been a bit more advanced among gangsters, but that wasn’t enough.

In an era where even gangsters conduct themselves as respectable businessmen, watching old-school noir films from the 80s is why he’s getting screwed. 

He should have spent that time on business or studying.

“Hahahahaha!”

In the tense atmosphere before the storm, Jinsangbae suddenly burst into laughter.

“Wow, you got me good. You’re quite something!”

Jinsangbae, with his hands on the shoulders of two women, slowly stood up.

“Alright, you win. A guy who doesn’t even eat burgers should leave now.”

“Wait.”

I stopped Jinsangbae, who was naturally trying to leave with his subordinates.

“That ring is quite pretty, isn’t it?”

I glanced at the ring on Jinsangbae’s right hand. 

Earlier, my attention was on his face, so I didn’t notice, but it’s quite a rare item.

“Since I spared your life, you should pay for it. Leave the ring.”

It’s a ring that looks exactly like the Bicorn item I’m wearing. 

Although not identical, Jinsangbae’s ring also has a small engraving of a two-horned horse, just like mine.

It seems he got it from the Bicorn Cult, and it’s too valuable to let go. 

Since I successfully completed the ‘mission’ of dealing with the ghost without a shrine, I deserve a ‘reward.’ 

That ring is mine now.

Jinsangbae hesitated. 

He seemed to have a rough idea of what the ring was.

“What? Don’t want to? Then stay here until the three hours are up.”

“Tsk.”

Jinsangbae clicked his tongue and took off the ring, throwing it to me. 

I caught it and put it on my ring finger.

It fits well.

“Boss…! It’s dangerous!”

“It’s okay. It’s just a ring.”

Tessa was greatly surprised during the process, but I brushed it off naturally. 

It’s not good to talk about Bicorn or anything like that in front of the subordinates. 

That’s why I whispered when I mentioned the cult.

Tessa noticed my signal and nodded, going along with it. 

Still, she couldn’t completely hold back her words, and her pouting lips looked a bit cute.

“Alright. Now get lost.”

“See you next time.”

I sent Jinsangbae away. 

His lackeys left quietly, watching our members’ reactions.

Who the hell are those guys? 

Except for a few who stuck close to Jinsangbae, they didn’t seem to be former Gacheon Family members… And they couldn’t be Bicorn Cult followers either. 

Did he hire mercenaries or something?

“Cheolsu, did you memorize their faces?”

“Yes. I’ll look into it later.”

“Good.”

He’s reliable as always.

If an organization from another city supported Jinsangbae to get some benefits, I plan to exact bloody revenge.

I might as well use this as an excuse to take over other cities. 

My organization is strong enough for that.

“Alright! Let’s just say there was a bit of a commotion.”

I led the members out of the first branch. 

Although they had occupied it without permission, they hadn’t caused any major damage, so we could clean up and leave easily.

“Boss.”

Tessa, who had been glancing at the new ring since earlier, spoke up as soon as we got home and were alone.

“Yes?”

“How do you know about the Bicorn Cult? Did you hear it directly from the Unicorn Knight?”

I expected her to ask. 

But I didn’t expect her to provide the model answer herself.

“That’s right. How did you find out, Tessa?”

Actually, I was going to ask her too. I was curious about her reaction.

“I have some entanglements with them.”

She didn’t reveal that she was from the Unicorn Cathedral. 

Well, I understand. We need to build more trust.

“Boss, that ring is made by the Bicorn Cult. It contains magic.”

“I know that much. Here, look.”

I removed the invisibility from the ring on my index finger. 

Since she was no longer affiliated with the Unicorn Cathedral and didn’t seem to care much about virginity, I decided it was okay to show her.

Anyway, she would find out eventually if we stayed together. 

It’s better to give the impression that I told her rather than her discovering it.

“Boss! How could you do something so dangerous!”

Tessa, more surprised than before, grabbed my right arm and pulled me. 

Her sudden action made my body jerk forward.

What’s with her strength?

“Tessa…”

“Oh…! I’m sorry.”

Realizing how close our faces were, Tessa stepped back.

“It seems the Unicorn Knight only gave you a rough explanation, so I’ll explain it in detail.”

With her face flushed, she began to explain again.

“Items imbued with Bicorn’s magic consume the user’s soul. The corruption of the soul is the price of power.”

Hmm?


“An ordinary person would fall into a critical condition or become a slave to Bicorn after using that magic just once. The boss is still fine because you only used the ring’s camouflage function, not its full power…”

Even after the chase with Kim Gabi, I tested the shield function of the ring alone in the hospital room.

Should I mention this?

…Let’s just be honest. It’ll make things easier later.

“I’ve actually used it. More than dozens of times.”

Tessa was diligently explaining the penalties, but honestly, it wasn’t much. 

After using it five times in a row, I just felt a slight headache.

Oh?

Maybe because I’m a possessor, not a native of this world, I can bypass or partially ignore the price of power Tessa mentioned?

It’s a more convincing hypothesis than being a world-class scumbag.

“You’re lying, right? There’s no way your soul could survive.”

It seems I need to show her to make her believe.

I took a knife from the kitchen and stabbed it into my abdomen. 

Before Tessa could stop me, a black sphere quickly enveloped me, blocking the attack.

“See? I’m fine.”

“That’s impossible. Your soul should be depleted…”

Tessa looked at me as if I were a creature that shouldn’t exist in this world. 

Well, being a possessor, that’s not entirely wrong.

“I don’t really know why. Maybe it’s something I was born with?”

I said lightly, fiddling with the second ring.

As I touched it, I got a sense of it. 

Unlike the Bicorn Shield, this is an item that is used actively rather than passively.

“…I’ve never heard of such a constitution.”

“Then I must be the first. Anyway, isn’t it a good thing? Now I can use their weapons.”

“…Boss.”

Tessa approached me with a calm but serious look I had never seen before.

“This might be a really, really big imposition, but I have to ask you one thing.”

“Go ahead.”

“Are you… a Bicorn Knight?”

Tessa stared at my face, as if trying to dig into my innermost thoughts.

I felt a bit nervous. 

No matter how skilled a liar is, they can’t help but flinch or avoid eye contact in front of those eyes. 

It would definitely show.

But my answer isn’t a lie. 

I have nothing to fear.

“How could that be?”

I met her eyes and smiled softly.

“If I were a Bicorn Knight, I wouldn’t have driven away that bastard Jinsangbae.”

After a moment of hesitation, Tessa spoke.

“The Bicorn Cult has many factions. Since they aren’t unified, they often engage in factional fights. It’s possible that the faction behind Jinsangbae is different from yours. But…”

She smiled faintly.

“You’re not that kind of person, boss. I believe you.”

The reason for activities like volunteering at the orphanage, visiting hospitalized police officers, and sending support funds to small business owners? 

Simple. 

It was to quickly build trust in a short time. 

To create the illusion of, ‘Ah, this person must be a good person.’

Tessa, who has been moving with me for the past few weeks, couldn’t help but be fooled. 

Of course, the fact that I’m not a Bicorn Knight is true. 

I’m just a poor person who was suddenly possessed.

“Thank you for believing in me. And…”

I revealed to her my ambition to gather Bicorn items and confront them.

“Of course, the Unicorn Knight wouldn’t like it if I revealed everything… So I was going to collect them secretly. Well, I was going to, but I ended up telling you today, Tessa.”

Here, I added a statement to create a sense of bond, implying that only she knows my secret.

“It’s okay. I don’t think badly of it. I also believe that if it’s to defeat evil, we shouldn’t be picky about the means.”

Yeah. 

That’s why she fought the Unicorn Knight without hesitation in the original story.

“Don’t worry, I’ll help you.”

“Haha, hearing you say that makes me feel so reassured, Tessa. I knew I had a good eye for people.”

I didn’t expect it to go this smoothly.

Anyway, since Tessa’s Unicorn affiliation was low, we were able to finish the conversation smoothly.


…So, is that why Tessa didn’t make it as a Unicorn Knight?

“I’m planning to test the ring we got today. Is that okay?”

“Of course.”

I had also laid the groundwork to get Tessa’s help if needed. 

Now, shall we check its performance?



 
  
    Chapter 47. Jinsang (5)


It was time to test the performance of the newly acquired ring.

I went to the training room with Tessa. 

It’s soundproof and safe even if something breaks.

“Just in case, please stand back a bit.”

I raised my hand with the ring and closed my eyes. 

There’s no manual for this item, so I had to use it by feel.

“Hup.”

I focused my strength on my hand. 

It felt like a ring that needed to be used actively, but how exactly should I use it?

…Like ‘fire’?

As soon as I thought that, a black sphere shot out from the ring. 

Unlike the first ring I obtained, which enveloped my body, this one shot forward like a projectile.

Bang!

The black sphere exploded with a loud noise as soon as it hit the wall.

…Oh.

It didn’t have the same destructive power as the bomb I used to kill the Ninja Ramen boss, but it seemed sufficient to kill a large group of people.

With the Bicorn Shield and Bicorn Grenade, I was now both offensive and defensive, right?

I was pleased with the unexpected gain when…

Crack…

“…?”

The ring, which had been trembling after firing the sphere, suddenly crumbled like a pastry bitten into.

What is this? 

My attack item?!

“It seems it was a one-time use attack means.”

Tessa touched the powder (which used to be the ring) and shook her head.

“In a way, it’s obvious. They wouldn’t give something good to a collaborator, especially one they plan to discard.”

Well, that’s true… but it’s still a shame.

But since I couldn’t use it in actual combat without knowing what it was, it’s better to just let it go.

With the first ring, I had no choice because I was in a desperate situation.

“Tsk. It was good while it lasted.”

I shed a tear inside… no, a lot of tears, but I moved on with an awkward smile.

I’m not a pathetic man who clings to past events.

“I should have searched that bastard Jin Sang-bae’s body. There might have been something useful.”

“…Boss?”

“I’m joking, joking. Hahaha.”

Tessa, don’t look at me like that. I’m really joking.

“Boss, I found out which gang those thugs who came with Jin Sang-bae belong to.”

Cheol-su, who had been gathering information here and there for a few days, handed over a document.

This guy is bothering me with paperwork. I just asked.

“Which gang?”

“The Myeongdong Gapsoo faction.”

“It was those bastards?”

They are currently the most successful organization in Seoul. 

They are the second largest organization in Korea. 

You could say they are the second-in-command in the underworld.

Originally, the Food Cartel held the top position firmly, but their power was reduced after the recent purge of the Unicorn Knights, which wiped out their executives.

Even so, because of its sheer size, it maintained its top position even after I absorbed it, but it seemed like the Myeongdong Gapsoo faction thought it was worth a try.

I can roughly see the picture.

Jin Sang-bae, backed by the Bicorn Order, must have been babbling about how he would take half of Gacheon City and generously reward them if they helped now. 

The Myeongdong Gapsoo faction must have been tempted and sent a few low-level thugs.

“These guys need to be taught a lesson.”

It might be a good idea to use this as an excuse to take over the underworld of Seoul as well.

For reference, Seoul in this world is not the unrivaled top city of Korea like on Earth. 

Although it is still the capital, its influence has been significantly taken by Gacheon City, which has transformed into an international city.

Think of it like Washington D.C. and New York City in the United States. 

The capital is Washington, but New York leads in population and influence. 

It’s just like that.

“So, should we gather the soldiers and attack?”

This is a bit of a dilemma. 

Is it the right decision to send Cheol-su’s gang to Seoul at this point when the Bicorn Order is moving?

I don’t think so. 

With Jin Seon-ah leaving Korea, the only ones who can protect me are Tessa and Cheol-su.

The Bicorn Order might try to entice someone else with a new proposal or take direct action. 

They might even try to kill me, treating me as a nuisance.

“What’s the rush? Let’s take it slow.”

“Shall we?”

“First, redirect all the security company guys to our headquarters. For the time being, tell them not to wander around and just guard me and the headquarters.”

“Understood.”

Cheol-su left.

“When is that Jin Seon-ah coming?”

With Tessa briefly away, I could grumble.

When I contacted Jin Seon-ah about the recent issues with the ghost warrior and the Bicorn Order, she said:

[…Really? It looks like they’re wrapping up their power struggle and focusing on the holy war. I’ve almost finished things here, so just wait a bit. I’ll definitely be there within two days, even if it takes longer.]

It was like saying, ‘I have to do what I have to do.’ 

Even though it was their plan, she probably wanted to annihilate them since she had caught wind of it.

“Just come already. I’ll give you a piece of my mind.”

With that resolve, I checked the tasks I had to handle today. 

There were a ton of them, as usual.

“So, you came back empty-handed? No, you lost the ring I gave you and even our followers.”


In a dark room, a woman with a veil over her face scolded Jin Sang-bae.

“Well, that’s how it went. The guy has his people planted all over Gacheon City. He even has a psychic with him. There was nothing I could do.”

Jin Sang-bae shrugged. 

For a man once called a scoundrel, his reaction was quite bland.

“What are you going to do now?”

The veiled woman asked in a displeased voice.

“Well… It seems dangerous to go to Gacheon City without preparation, so if I go again, I’ll need to gather more people. It would also be good to bring some tools… You guys will support that, right?”

“Mr. Jin. Don’t forget that the task I entrusted to you was a negotiation proposal.”

“Who said I was going to war? It’s a negotiation, a negotiation. It just needs a bit of force.”

“Hah.”

The veiled woman sighed.

“Ah, that bastard Yoon Do-cheol mentioned France. He seemed to know what you guys were secretly doing there.”

Jin Sang-bae just smirked.

“France? Are you saying Mr. Yoon knows about the Bicorn Order?”

“That’s right. He didn’t seem like a puppet or a figurehead as you described, but more like a collaborator.”

“…He doesn’t seem to be an ordinary person. He seems to know a lot.”

“Exactly~ So, you need to give me more support to do anything…”

“I’ll handle it myself.”

“What?”

Jin Sang-bae, who had been lounging around, glared at the veiled woman.

“Hey, miss. Are you saying you’ll fight Yoon Do-cheol directly with your people?”

“Is there any reason I shouldn’t?”

“Don’t do that. Leave it to me. My specialty is fighting. Do you want me to kill Yoon Do-cheol? Fine. I’ll do it. Gathering people is easy. There are so many thugs all over the country. Just support me with money and weapons…”

“Lies.”

With that word, the veiled woman slowly stood up from her chair.

“…..”

Jin Sang-bae felt a change in her demeanor.

“You have no intention of fighting properly. It’s obvious you just want to take the money and run. You’re probably more concerned about rebuilding the Gacheon Family. Did you think I wouldn’t see through you?”

“What is this girl talking about?”

“How are you going to deal with Mr. Yoon?”

“How? I’ll take the guys and…”

“Hmph.”

The veiled woman scoffed.

“You. You’ve become afraid of failure. Your experiences in prison and the downfall of your organization have made you weak.”

“I called you because you were supposed to be a mad dog… but now you’re not even as good as a guard dog.”

“Damn it. Just because you have a mouth…”

As Jin Sang-bae stood up abruptly, the woman removed her veil, revealing her face.

“…What the…”

The woman had dark skin and each of her eyes had two pupils.

Two eyes and four pupils. Jin Sang-bae shuddered at the bizarre sight. 

An unknown power swept over him.

“You are nothing more than lowly scum without any dignity. You don’t even deserve to live… but that’s okay. I’ll make you useful.”

The woman, a high-ranking member of the Bicorn Order, took out a straw doll from her bosom.

“Damn it!”

Sensing a chilling aura, Jin Sang-bae drew the knife from his waist and tried to stab her. 

The woman squeezed the straw doll tightly.

“Ugh!”

Jin Sang-bae’s body froze as if time had stopped.

“Did you think you could defeat me? With the tattoo I gave you?”

The woman smiled softly.

“What the…?”

“Boss!”

The subordinates who had been watching from behind tried to rush in, but the followers of the Bicorn Order blocked them.

“Just watch.”

The followers’ hollow eyes turned towards them. 

They held futuristic weapons that the gangsters had never seen before.

“My name is Mambo. From now on, I am your master.”

The woman, who introduced herself as Mambo, approached Jin Sang-bae.

Frozen with his knife drawn, Jin Sang-bae was sweating profusely. 


He wanted to speak, but his mouth wouldn’t open.

“Repeat after me. The mind is an infinite space, without limits.”

Mambo placed her hand on Jin Sang-bae’s forehead.

“…The mind is an infinite space, without limits.”

As he repeated the words, Jin Sang-bae’s eyes turned black.



 
  
    Chapter 48. Mambo (1)


While waiting for the Unicorn Knight to return to Gacheon City, I did some combat training with Tessa.

“Boss, are you sure this is okay?”

“Yeah, it’s fine. If you’re ready, go ahead and shoot.”

I raised my hand, wearing the Bicorn ring, and waited for Tessa’s attack.

Today, we aim to test the durability of the Bicorn shield and the destructive power of Tessa’s psychic abilities. 

Since I’ve already revealed that I’m using Bicorn items, I might as well test everything that can’t be done alone.

“Understood. Let me know if it seems dangerous. I can make the projectile disappear midway.”

“Alright.”

Tessa’s eyes turned a light purple as she raised her fist. 

Purple energy enveloped her fist.

“How strong should I make it?”

“Since it’s the first shot, make it the weakest.”

Although I said it was a durability test for the Bicorn shield, it’s actually a test to see how much it can block psychic abilities.

I’ve already tested it against knives and guns. 

I even shot myself in the thigh a few times, believing that Amy would heal me safely. 

It could block one or two shots without any issues.

The problem is psychic abilities. 

I don’t see them as physical forces like bullets or knives.

Otherwise, it doesn’t make sense. 

How can a shield that can block cannons be cut by a primitive weapon like a spear? 

And what about teleporting by spitting slime?

Since it’s not based on physical force, it should be measured differently. 

In game terms, knives and guns are physical attacks, while psychic abilities are like magical attacks.

“I’ll count to three and then fire.”

“Go ahead.”

“Three. Two… One.”

Tessa, who had been asking various questions out of concern, finally fired her energy.

Whoom!

Just before the projectile hit, the ring trembled, and a black sphere formed. 

Since it was the weakest attack, it should be able to block it. 

I expected the projectile to bounce off…

“Huh?”

The projectile collided with the sphere and was absorbed into it. It was sucked in with a “slurp” as soon as it touched.

What’s going on? 

When I used knives, guns, and blunt weapons, it only deflected them, not absorbed the physical force.

“Stage one is a success.”

“…..”

Tessa seemed relieved, her face more relaxed than before, but I couldn’t help but furrow my brows.

Why? Is the Bicorn shield’s ability to deflect physical force and absorb psychic abilities?

No. 

It definitely deflected Kim Gabi’s toad tongue. 

It’s a supernatural creature’s tongue, so it can’t be considered a physical attack.

Has the shield’s ability been enhanced? 

Maybe I’ve become more skilled at using the Bicorn shield.

‘Ah, it’s frustrating not having a clear answer.’

I know it’s impossible to fully understand the mechanism. 

How can you analyze magic scientifically? 

You can only make rough guesses.

It was frustrating, but… still, the ability has been enhanced. 

Let’s consider it a good thing.

“Is Tessa okay? It seemed like it absorbed the energy Tessa fired.”

I can’t let Tessa’s power be drained. 

It’s Tessa who has to fight the supervillains, not me. 

I can’t be the boss and still be out in the field. 

That’s why I run the security network and put on a show. 

Fighting is for the warriors, not for a commoner like me.

“It’s okay because it left my hand the moment it was fired. It’s like a bullet.”

That’s a relief.

“Please make the second attack with medium power.”

“Got it.”

Vroom!

I easily blocked the second attack as well. 

It absorbed Tessa’s energy again.

“You’re blocking well. Shall we try the strongest attack now?”

“…Can I know how strong it is?”

Hearing ‘the strongest attack’ makes me nervous. 

If I can’t block it, won’t I be obliterated?

“Do you remember the final test at the gym?”

“Yes, I remember.”

Tessa, Susan, John Norris, and Bjorn. 

How could I forget them after just a few months?

“Do you remember when I pinned the big guy with the axe to the wall?”

“Ah.”

“It’s about that level.”

So, it’s doable… right? 

At least it’s not at the level where my limbs will be blown off like a bomb. 

Considering that Tessa isn’t an extremely powerful superhuman right now, it makes sense.

“I think it’ll be okay.”

Tessa nodded and focused energy on her fingertips. 


After a moment, energy, darker in color than before, was fired at me.

Seeing it absorb the energy upon contact, I thought I blocked it well again, but…

Crack!

“Ugh!”

The shield couldn’t withstand the energy and formed a small crack. 

It hadn’t fully absorbed Tessa’s energy yet.

Is the shield going to break completely? 

If I get hit by that, I might not explode, but I’ll probably end up with fractures and be out of commission for 10 weeks.

I tried to do something, but suddenly, I felt my strength draining away.

Vroom!

The cracked part of the shield suddenly repaired itself. 

What is this?

“…Boss, did you just infuse it with magic power?”

Tessa raised her eyebrows, confirming that the shield had absorbed all the energy.

“Ah, no? Magic power?”

Infuse it with what? 

I don’t even know how to use that.

“You just infused the shield with magic power and repaired it.”

“It’s not that…”

I explained that my strength drained away and it happened automatically.

“Automatically? Can you use magic power without learning it…?”

Tessa just looked puzzled.

“Can you sense magic power, Tessa?”

“No. Only unicorn knights have that ability, I think.”

“Ah… I see.”

I knew it, but I pretended not to.

“You seem to have a very unique constitution, boss. Maybe…”

Tessa, deep in thought, spoke again.

“Maybe you’ve acquired some kind of mystery.”

“R-Really?”

I don’t think so. I’m just an ordinary possessor.

“Yes. It might be a mystery related to magic power. That’s why you can use items imbued with its power even without having any of it yourself.”

“Is that possible? Any precedents?”

“No precedents, but I don’t think it’s impossible. Mysteries, or what we call superpowers, come from dimensions or external worlds that humans can’t perceive. So, anything is possible.”

“…It could be possible.”

Not bad. 

Explaining possession is a headache, so it’s better to let her misunderstand.

After a long contemplation, Tessa looked at me.

“Boss, actually…”

She confessed that she grew up in the Unicorn Cathedral, an organization opposing Bicorn, and left five years ago to become a vigilante.

I thought it would take a long time to hear this truth directly. 

Maybe after several sparring sessions, she was convinced I wasn’t part of the Bicorn Order.

“I see. No wonder you know so much. So, the opponent you want to defeat is…”

“Yes. The Unicorn Knight. My goal is to reclaim the honor and glory she took.”

But Tessa, if you say it like that, I can’t help but ask this.

“Wait a minute. Didn’t you say you and Jin Seon-ah stayed at the same temple for a while? So that temple is the Unicorn Cathedral…?”

Tessa nodded.

“Yes. Jin Seon-ah is… the Unicorn Knight.”

So, she finally says it. Well, fine.

“Seon-ah is… the Unicorn Knight?”

I acted surprised, fearful, and doubtful. 

I avoided eye contact, thinking someone as sharp as Tessa might see through my act.

“I know you’ve been restricted a lot because of the Unicorn Knight.”

Tessa revealed several truths. 

Of course, I already knew everything.

“I will surpass the Unicorn Knight and set you free. So please help me, boss.”

Tessa… do you think now is the right time? 

Turning me from a collaborator of the Unicorn Knight into your spy and ally?

Fine. 

I’ll cooperate. 

But remember, it was you who asked for help, not me.

“Tessa, what are you planning to do?”

Oh, this is too good. 

Everything is going according to my plan.

I asked with a serious face, trying to hide my smile.

“I will destroy the Bicorn Order and defeat the Bicorn Knight. I plan to do it with minimal harm to the world.”

“…Wait, wait. Let me think. I’ve heard too much to digest.”

I pretended to be in agony, covering my face with my palm. 

After pretending to think for about five minutes, I spoke.

“…Alright. Let’s do it together.”

I reached out my hand to Tessa. 

She hesitated, then smiled (she tried to smile brightly, but it didn’t work well) and took my hand.


“I will help you achieve your goal of keeping people from falling into the wrong path, boss. No, I will make it happen.”

Her hand, despite the calluses, was very warm and soft.

What’s this? 

Why is she trembling?

Is it still that hard for her to touch a man’s hand?



 
  
    Chapter 49. Mambo (2)


Let’s get one thing straight first. 

“To achieve the goal you mentioned, Tessa… I need to become stronger than Jinseon, no, the Unicorn Knight, right?”

Just building a higher reputation won’t surpass the Unicorn Knight. 

In the end, I need to become stronger. 

“…For now, yes.” 

Tessa showed a hint of uncertainty. 

She must know painfully well that with her current skills, she can’t match the Unicorn Knight, no matter what. 

“Jinseon possesses armor and a spear imbued with the divine power of the Unicorn. So, ordinary mystic powers can’t compete with her. Mystics stronger than divine power are very rare.” 

Tessa’s words sounded like an excuse, but it was also important information. 

If you can’t overpower the divine power infused in the Unicorn’s armor and spear, you can’t defeat the Unicorn Knight. 

You need an extremely powerful mystic or another divine power. 

So how did the original Tessa become a supervillain on par with the Unicorn Knight? 

Did her current mystic powers grow? 

“Tessa, your ability, the mystic power, can it grow? Does it get stronger the more you use it…?” 

“Well…” 

Tessa sighed mid-sentence. 

“I don’t know. I’ve tried meditating and using my mystic powers beyond their limits, but it doesn’t seem to get stronger.” 

She seemed unsure herself. 

So did the original Tessa acquire divine power? 

Since she’s the Pegasus Knight, maybe she got it from Pegasus. 

“Do you know anything about Pegasus?” 

Of course, I don’t. I only heard about the original story from a friend. 

And even then, I only half-listened, so I only remember the protagonist’s name and the nicknames of the four supervillains that Jimin mentioned hundreds of times. 

If I knew everything, I would have caught the Cookie Maker and recruited Tessa right away. 

I would have monopolized all the opportunities… 

Damn, it makes me angry just thinking about it. 

“Pegasus? The winged horse from fairy tales?” 

She seemed completely clueless. 

“Does the god Pegasus not exist?” 

“Uh… as far as I know, no. I’ve never heard of it in the church.” 

Seriously, there’s a Unicorn and a Bicorn, but no Pegasus? 

The setting is so arbitrary. 

“Where did you get the tattoo on the back of your neck, Tessa?” 

“Oh, this?” 

Tessa moved her hair to show the tattoo on the back of her neck. 

A pair of wings appeared. 

“It’s not a tattoo, it’s a birthmark. I’ve had it since I was a baby.” 

“That’s quite interesting.” 

There’s no way such a birthmark exists in the world. 

It’s clearly a foreshadowing that you’re special. 

“Oh, it’s not a mystic power. The church checked it several times, but there was no reaction.” 

So it’s not that either. 

Then what is it? 

This is frustrating. 

Tessa’s training plan isn’t going to be easy. 

“I’m… sorry.” 

Maybe because I was lost in thought, Tessa, who was watching me, apologized.

“I believe there’s a reason this mystic power chose me out of so many people. It may be insignificant now, but… someday, I will definitely become as strong as the Unicorn Knight. I feel that way. It’s only been a few months since I acquired this mystic power, so please believe in me.”

She must be nervous, talking so much. 

Does she think our cooperation might fall apart?

“It’s okay, Tessa.”

I smiled kindly, what I call the ‘reassuring smile for women.’

“Let’s find a way together. We’re allies, after all.”

I know the future where Tessa becomes the Pegasus Knight. 

I believe that by using the resources I have, we can find the path to that future without delay.

“Thank you, boss. I will definitely repay you.”

I received Tessa’s heartfelt gratitude.

Even if it means working hard until then, it’s not so bad. 

If I think of it as earning Tessa’s trust, it’s worth it.

*

[I’ll be back in two days. The job is done, but there’s some cleanup left. So please wait a little longer.]

The next morning, I got a message from the Unicorn Knight. 

She said she had destroyed the French branch, one of the factions of the Bicorn Order.

I already knew about it before she told me. 

The news was all over about several buildings in Paris being devastated.

The Bicorn Order was reported as an unidentified terrorist group. 

Whether the government knew their true identity or not, they didn’t seem to want to reveal it to the public.

[Unfortunately, I couldn’t capture the leader of that faction. But I thoroughly destroyed their infrastructure, so they won’t be causing trouble in France again.]

“Well done.”

As expected, the Unicorn Knight is a massacre-destroying killer. 

It’s reassuring to have her on our side.

[Was there anything unusual today?]

“Not yet. Jin Sang-bae was driven out of Gacheon City without a peep, so he’s probably coming up with a new plan.”

I ran the anti-gang squad full-time and searched the city, but there were no strange movements.

I was worried they might use other means, like political pressure, instead of physical force, but that wasn’t the case either.

It might be a premature judgment, but it seems the Order hasn’t allied with any political forces in Korea. 

If they had, they would have sent someone more powerful than a gangster like Jin Sang-bae, maybe the mayor of Gacheon.

I don’t have much power in politics yet, so if that had happened, I would have definitely lost. 

Even a shadowy power can’t stand against the legitimate force of the law.


[Anyway, just hold on until tomorrow. I’ll contact you again at this time tomorrow.]

“Alright. Finish up well and come back.”

We exchanged some pleasantries and ended the call. 

I’ll betray her later, but there’s no need to show hostility now. It’s not like I’m planning to kill her.

I want just one thing.

After the holy war, I want to push the Unicorn Knight, who always criticizes me for not being ‘Unicorn-like,’ out of my way.

Tessa didn’t seem to want to kill Jin Seon-ah either. 

She just wanted to prove herself and make the church and Jin Seon-ah feel regret, devastation, and obsession.

While working with Secretary Park, Tessa was by my side. 

[Boss! We have a big problem!] 

I received a direct call from the Security Network. 

If it’s coming directly to me, it must be urgent. 

“What is it?” 

[Filipino thugs are causing chaos after taking drugs. They’re shooting in the club!]

“What?” 

Filipino thugs. 

It refers to drug dealers from the Philippines. 

Angela suspected that the gang spreading cheap drugs in the club was the same one that attacked Youth Burger. 

Surprisingly, it turned out to be a real organization. 

We had wiped them out while taking over Gacheon City, but it seems some remnants were still left. 

“What kind of weapons do they have?” 

[They’re indiscriminately shooting with pistols!] 

This is a mess. 

How do they plan to handle the aftermath? 

“Contact the police.” 

These are dangerous individuals with firearms, so the SWAT team will arrive. 

They should be able to handle it safely. 

I don’t need to intervene. 

[I’ve called them! They said they’ll be here soon!] 

Just as I thought we had handled it, there was a loud crash outside the window. 

I immediately checked the situation outside. 

“What the…” 

Three large trucks had simultaneously broken through the walls surrounding Happy Burger’s headquarters and entered. 

“What are you doing!” 

An employee on guard duty angrily approached to confront them. 

The man who got out of the driver’s seat ignored the employee and lifted the cover of the truck’s cargo area. 

Screech- 

“…Crazy.” 

Bulletproof vests, gas masks, various firearms. 

Several people were fully armed inside the truck’s cargo area. 

“Huh? Why are there guns here…” 

“Hey! Get back! Move back!” 

I shouted at the employee who still hadn’t grasped the situation, but it was too late. 

Rat-a-tat-tat! 

Bullets from the assailants’ machine guns tore through the employee’s body. 

He’s definitely dead. 

The attack didn’t end there. 

The assailants continued shooting in all directions as they approached the headquarters entrance. 

Bang! Crash! 

Oh, bullets are even flying through the windows here. 

I moved to a place where the bullets from outside couldn’t reach, avoiding the broken glass. 

“Boss, what should we do!” 

Secretary Park hurriedly approached me, flustered. 

Tessa was waiting for my orders with sharp eyes. 

“Lower the firewalls on the first floor and call the security team. We need to evacuate the employees to the upper floors.” 

First, we need to get the civilians and soldiers out. 

“Understood!” 

Secretary Park went out to give the orders. 

Shortly after, the firewalls installed in the headquarters were activated simultaneously. 

I’m glad we installed them, thinking something like this might happen. 

“The windows are too big and close. You should move to another place.” 

Tessa suggested leaving the office. 

“Got it.” 


Before leaving, I peeked outside to check the situation. 

I saw the leader of the assailants approaching. 

His eyes were pitch black, as if filled with ink. 

“Oh, damn.” 

This is serious. 



 
  
    Chapter 50. Mambo (3)


I quickly scanned the enemy’s armament and numbers. 

About fifty enemies emerged from three trucks, armed with machine guns, shotguns, and even flamethrowers. 

They seemed to have brought every weapon capable of causing massive damage.

Tatata-tang!

I couldn’t check further due to the machine gun fire. 

The only notable thing was that everyone except Jin Sang-bae was wearing gas masks.

“Crazy bastards in the middle of the city…”

There’s no need to analyze further. 

It’s clearly an attack by the Bicorn Cult. 

They probably let Jin Sang-bae’s face be seen to announce their attack. 

The fact that they mobilized the Filipino drug addicts is also likely a scheme by the cult.

Except for the Unicorn Knights, the police SWAT team is the most powerful force in this city. 

What are the chances that they would be tied up at such a convenient time?

[Ah, ah. This is an emergency. To all employees and customers at Happy Burger headquarters…]

I heard Secretary Park’s voice coming through the speaker as I racked my brain. 

Could Tessa and Cheolsu’s team defeat fifty heavily armed thugs, more thoroughly equipped than the SWAT team? 

Even after running dozens of simulations, the results weren’t positive.

Only the Unicorn Knights or supervillains could possibly manage that. 

So, we need to hold out until the SWAT team arrives, but that’s also a problem. 

It would take them hours to subdue the Filipinos and get to Happy Burger headquarters.

Damn, we’re in a dilemma.

“Boss, it’s dangerous here.”

“Got it. Let’s go.”

We had to move. 

I left the office with Tessa.

“President Yoon!”

Secretary Park, who had just finished the broadcast, was returning.

“Where did you evacuate the employees and customers?”

I couldn’t hear the entire broadcast while brainstorming. 

Multitasking in a crisis isn’t easy.

“I evacuated them to the duty room on the fifth floor! A few people were missing, but they seemed to have escaped through the back door before the firewall came down!”

Secretary Park, drenched in sweat, reported while panting heavily.

“The duty room? That’s good.”

“Yes!”

It’s a hidden corner, and the room is larger than expected, accommodating many people. 

The fact that it’s on a higher floor is also a plus. 

It would be best if the thugs didn’t reach the fifth floor, but you never know.

“Let’s go to the central monitoring room. We need to check the cameras and cut the power.”

I knew where I needed to go. 

First, we had to cut the elevator power so the thugs would have to use the stairs. 

That way, we could barricade the stairs and attack them unilaterally. 

We could also monitor the enemy’s movements from the control room and provide real-time assistance to Cheolsu and the security team.

I headed to the central monitoring room with Tessa and Secretary Park.

“Ah, boss.”

An employee who stayed in the control room greeted me. 

He was the manager who could control the entire monitoring room.

“Thanks for staying. Let’s hold them off together.”

I patted his shoulder. 

Honestly, I thought he would have fled. 

If there are captains who abandon ship, there could be managers who abandon the control room.

This employee would be promoted and receive a bonus for holding his position in such a dire situation. 

That is, if I survive.

“Please.”

I assigned him several tasks, including blocking the elevator. 

I also didn’t forget to text the Unicorn Knights. 

They probably wouldn’t come, but I had to let them know I was in danger.

[Brother, I’ve gathered the team in the hall on the second floor. What should we do?]

Cheolsu contacted me. 

It seemed he had finished his preparations.

“Is Susan there too?” 

[Yes.] 

“Did you bring the guns?” 

[Of course. I brought all the ones hidden in the security room. But can we really shoot them? The aftermath might be…] 

“Do you think we can take those bastards down with batons or tasers? I’ll handle the aftermath, so don’t worry and just shoot.” 

It’s ridiculous to worry about the police when we’re about to die. 

We need to survive first. 

We can make excuses later. 

“The elevator has stopped, so barricade the stairs to the third floor and fight. If it doesn’t work, just retreat.” 

[Got it.] 

“Do you need more people? I’ll send some employees your way.” 

I’m talking about the employees who used to be gangsters. 

They might not be able to shoot, but they can help build barricades or bring supplies. 

They need to contribute in times like this. 

“We need more hands to build the barricades.” 

After contacting the vice president to send the gangsters down, I turned on the news on my phone. 

[Breaking news. Armed thugs are attacking the Happy Burger headquarters…] 

Maybe because it’s in the middle of the city, the police cars were already surrounding the Happy Burger headquarters. 

They couldn’t enter because of the cult’s henchmen guarding the main entrance on the first floor. 

…If we hold out, the SWAT team or the anti-terror unit will come. 


“Should I go down too?” 

Tessa, who was watching the situation unfold, asked. 

“Let’s wait and see.” 

We can’t use our best asset too soon. 

Tessa can’t keep firing projectiles indefinitely. 

Bang! 

“…!” 

I saw through the camera that the enemies blew up the firewall blocking the center of the first floor with bombs. 

The water in the cup rippled as if multiple bombs exploded simultaneously. 

“Well, they would have bombs.” 

I expected this. 

It wouldn’t make sense for the main villain’s forces not to have them. 

Still, the firewall bought us some time, so I’m satisfied. 

The enemies infiltrated through the cracks in the firewall. 

Confirming that the elevator wasn’t working, they headed for the stairs. 

One of the team members Cheolsu sent down to buy time fired at them. 

The bullet hit the enemy, specifically Jin Sang-bae at the front, right between the eyes… 

“What the…?” 

He didn’t fall. 

Despite blood pouring from his pierced head, he kept firing the machine gun in the direction the team member had gone. 

Fortunately, the team member managed to escape through the stairs. 

“They seem like zombies. It looks like a high-ranking member of the Bicorn cult personally intervened.” 

Tessa said. 

“Is that even possible?” 

Zombies, really? 

“It’s my first time seeing it too. There’s a record of the Bicorn side using voodoo to control zombies in a holy war five hundred years ago, so I only know about it from that.” 

Tessa narrowed her eyes as she watched the enemies. 

“Now that I see it, the other enemies are also moving slightly sluggishly like Jin Sang-bae. They are likely all zombies.” 

It’s already tough dealing with ordinary people, but fully armed zombies? 

And fifty of them at that. 

Damn, the world is really out to get me. 

“How do we kill them? Do we have to shoot their heads?” 

“They’ll keep moving unless you kill the sorcerer. Otherwise, you have to dismember them completely to incapacitate them.” 

So, Cheolsu and the others can’t hold out for long. 

Even if they barricade and shoot, the zombies will just keep advancing while taking all the hits. 

My head throbbed at the worst-case scenario. 

I had to inform Cheolsu, so I contacted him. 

[Zombies… The world has really gone mad.] 

“Indeed.”

I’m going crazy too. 

The cult’s zombie squad heads for the stairs. 

The only relief is that they all went to the second floor together instead of scattering to search each floor. 

Are they planning to check each floor thoroughly before moving to the next? 

Very meticulous. 

Anyway, it was fortunate as it gave us time to build barricades. 

It was after Cheolsu informed me that the barricades were set up. 

-Mr. Yoon. 

A woman’s voice came through the speaker. 

It was quite a sweet voice.

-My name is Mambo, one of the apostles serving the Great Stallion. 

I quickly checked the camera in the broadcasting room. 

What? 

There’s no one there. 

“What was that voice from the speaker just now? There’s no one in the broadcasting room.” 

I asked Tessa, Secretary Park, and the manager. 

“Voice?” 

“I didn’t hear anything.” 

Secretary Park and the manager’s reactions were indifferent. 

What? 

So, I was the only one who heard it? 

At that moment. 

“Boss!” 

A startled Tessa grabbed my right arm tightly. 

“…?” 

“…Are you okay?” 

“Yes? …My arm hurts, but that’s it, right?” 

Tessa, who was checking my expression, sighed in relief. 

“I don’t know how they targeted you, but it seems the cult used hypnosis on you. You must have resisted because you possess some mystical power.” 

“That’s something.” 

If it weren’t for Tessa, I would have struggled due to lack of information.

-Foolish one who refused the opportunity, I can feel your fear from here. You must be regretting it. It’s not too late. Confess your sins to me. 

I briefly explained Mambo to Tessa and checked the camera again. 

Bang! 

The zombies blew up the firewall on the second floor and searched the entire floor. 

They would move to the third floor after making a round. 

[Brother, this might sound a bit rustic… but if things go wrong, please take care of my mother.] 

Cheolsu seemed to have made up his mind. 

I sighed, unable to find the right words. 

“Boss.” 

Tessa pointed to a screen. 


Unidentified small objects were hopping over the police cars in front and entering the Happy Burger headquarters. 

I zoomed in on the camera to see what they were… 

“Cookies?” 

What? 

Why are they here? 



 
  
    Chapter 51. Mambo (4)


Dozens of small cookies (?) leap over police cars and head towards the Happy Burger headquarters. 

The nearby police officers tried to stop them, but the cookies moved faster. 

Watching this scene through the camera, I couldn’t help but be flustered.

“Cookie Maker?”

Living, moving cookies. 

No matter how I think about it, it has to be the work of the Cookie Maker. 

Why is the one who has been hiding all this time moving now? 

And why when I’m in danger?

“What the heck is going on?”

Did I do something to earn points? 

Or is it that the Cookie Maker is actually part of the Bicorn Cult and is coming to make sure I’m dead?

“Sir, sir! The living cookies are climbing the stairs.”

The manager, sweating profusely, said while watching the camera. 

The cookies were heading towards the stairs leading to the third floor, where they encountered zombies.

-Mr. Yoon, where are you hiding in the president’s office? Or… what the heck. Why are there cookies?

Judging by the reaction of the woman who identified herself as Mambo, it seems the Cookie Maker isn’t part of the cult.

“To control fifty zombies and use targeted hypnosis, the distance…”

Tessa, who had been muttering as if calculating something, had a gleam in her eyes.

“The one called Mambo is very close… maybe even inside the headquarters.”

“Inside the headquarters?”

I questioned while keeping my eyes on the camera. 

The fight between the cookies and the zombies had just begun. 

How could I look away from such an unbelievable scene?

The zombie army fired bullets at the cookies. 

The cookies dodged and closed the distance.

In the original work, the Cookie Maker’s cookie soldiers appeared as supervillains, even at the level of the Four Heavenly Kings, so I naturally thought they were enemies. 

But seeing this, it seems like they came to save me.

“So, they were in the headquarters even before the zombie army arrived?”

“Given the circumstances, that’s highly likely.”

Tessa explained that to control that many zombies and use hypnosis magic, the caster must be within 300 meters. 

The magic used by the Bicorn Cult isn’t omnipotent, so no matter how full of magic power they are, there’s a set effective range.

Tessa continued.

“They must be hiding in a place without cameras. For example, the bathroom.”

She said she had already checked all the cameras installed in the headquarters. 

Besides the people gathered in the fifth-floor duty room and the security team and gangster employees who set up barricades on the stairs to the third floor, there was no one else.

“Could Mambo be among the company visitors in the fifth-floor duty room?”

“You can’t draw a magic circle and chant spells in a crowded place.”

“Ah.”

I imagined Mambo hiding in the bathroom, drawing a magic circle and chanting spells. 

It’s a bit ridiculous.

“We need to find them while the cookies are buying us time.”

At Tessa’s words, I turned my gaze to the camera on the stairs. 

The fight between the zombies and the cookies was still ongoing.

A cookie hit by the concentrated fire of the zombie army shattered into pieces. 

But that wasn’t the end. 

Unlike the near-immortal zombies, the cookies were truly immortal.

The shattered cookie reassembled in mid-air as if time had rewound. 

This is called Cookie Respawn. 

The resurrected cookie immediately attacked the nearby zombie.

“Crazy.”

That attack was truly horrific. 

The cookie climbed up the zombie’s body, removed its gas mask, and slipped into its mouth. 

After a while, the zombie’s body swelled up and exploded. 

Several zombies were neutralized in this way. 

The fight between the cookies, which could regenerate even after being shot to pieces, and the still numerous zombies was evenly matched.

Facing over fifty fully armed zombies with just about ten cookies. 

I realized again why the original cookie maker was part of the Four Supervillains.

[Brother, what’s going on? Should we join the fight?] 

“Wait for now.”

I ordered Cheolsu to stand by and made eye contact with Tessa. 

“Then, Tessa, you should check the restroom.”

Tessa is the only one who can fight Mambo here. 

“Should we send Cheolsu and the team too? They might not be much help, but at least they can shoot.”

“We need your power, boss.” 

“…What?”

Are they asking me to fight directly? 

I’m not Detective Seo Do-cheol from the violent crimes unit, but Yoon Do-cheol, the owner of Happy Burger. 

I haven’t neglected my physical training, but I’m not at the level to fight a supervillain like Mambo. 

I’m not even that good at shooting.

“You possess the guardian ring imbued with the power of Bicorn. You can quickly recover with its magic and block Mambo’s attacks several times. It will be a great help.”

That’s supposed to be for emergencies, not for fighting. 

Well, given the situation, there’s no choice. 

Staying here means death anyway.

“Let’s go then.”

Mambo wouldn’t expect us to attack first. 

They don’t know I have the ring, so I might be able to catch them off guard at a crucial moment. 

How could they predict this? 

They don’t even know that my bodyguard, Tessa, is from the Unicorn Cathedral. 

The difference in information can turn the tide.


I left the central monitoring room to Secretary Park and the manager and went outside. 

“Let’s start from the 5th floor.” 

“Okay.”

We moved cautiously, checking the restrooms. 

Even during this, the sound of gunfire from the lower floors made me anxious. 

When we were about to check the women’s restroom on the 4th floor, we heard a mumbling sound from inside. 

I swallowed hard and looked at Tessa, who nodded and gathered energy at her fingertips.

Just as Tessa was about to open the door and launch a projectile, Bang! 

The restroom door shattered with a black wave. 

Mambo had struck first. 

Tessa quickly moved to avoid it.

Buzz! 

I was safe because the black sphere activated and absorbed the wave.

“Foolish.”

Mambo emerged from the black smoke. 

She was a young black woman wearing a striped T-shirt. 

I didn’t realize she was a foreigner because she spoke Korean so fluently.

“Coming to me on your own… huh?” 

Mambo’s eyes widened as she saw the Bicorn shield covering my body. 

“How did you receive His grace…?” 

“It activated on its own when I put it on my finger.” 

I wiggled my hand with the ring to draw her attention. 

Tessa didn’t miss the opportunity and launched a projectile. 

“…That’s a ring given to the elite followers of the cult.” 

A black sphere enveloped Mambo’s body and deflected the projectile. 

She had a ring similar to mine on her index finger. 

As expected, you had one too. 

I figured.

“Even if you don’t know where you got it or how to use it, it’s just a mass-produced version.” 

Mambo fired a darker wave than before. 

“Get behind me!” 

The range was enough to cover the entire space, so it seemed impossible for Tessa to dodge. 

I had to block it. 

Tessa nodded and hid behind me. 

Bang! 

The Bicorn shield surrounding my body collided with Mambo’s black wave, and my shield began to crack. 

“See? If I put more power into it, it would easily… huh?!” 

Mambo’s confident expression crumpled in an instant. 

My shield quickly restored itself as soon as it started to break. 

I forced a smirk to taunt her. 

“This has a regeneration function. Didn’t you know?”

Actually, I didn’t know until a few days ago either. 

I’m glad I had a mock battle with Tessa. 

“Just hold on a bit longer.” 

Tessa, standing behind me, gathered energy again. 

It seemed she was planning to fire at maximum power. 

“You’re not even a follower of His, yet you can wield His power at will? Nonsense! Heretic! Heretic!” 

Mambo screamed and fired waves in succession. 

My Bicorn shield repeatedly broke and restored itself, absorbing the attacks. 

I felt my energy draining, but it wasn’t significant enough to worry about. 

At first, I trembled in fear, wondering when it would be destroyed, but by now, I was confident that Mambo’s attacks couldn’t completely break my Bicorn shield. 

“What are you doing? It’d be faster if you came and punched me yourself.” 

I pretended to yawn, further provoking Mambo. 

“You’re the leader of the French faction, right? Did you come to Korea after sacrificing the French guys for this? You sacrificed all your subordinates, but you can’t even break a ring.” 

Oh, that felt good. 

This is the perk of being possessed, damn it. 

Finally, Tessa, fully charged with energy, fired a projectile at Mambo. 

Unable to withstand the maximum output projectile, Mambo’s Bicorn shield cracked and shattered. 


The ring on Mambo’s index finger turned to ashes and disappeared. 

“This can’t be… this can’t be… could it be, you are-” 

Mambo’s words were cut off. 

Tessa, who had rushed forward, drew a dagger from her waist and slashed her throat. 

Slash!



 
  
    Chapter 52. Mambo (5)


Mambo, who had threatened me with a zombie army, hypnosis, and Bicorn shockwaves, died without even leaving a will. 

Blood gushed from his mouth.

“Serves you right.”

It was a fitting end for a cultist who worshipped a beast that favored non-virgins. 

A high-ranking member of the Bicorn cult, but nothing special?

I approached Mambo’s lifeless body, hoping to obtain a new Bicorn item.

“Wait a moment.”

Tessa stopped me and pointed to a spot. 

The empty space next to Mambo’s corpse blurred, and something appeared with a pop.

It was a gauntlet made of an unidentified metal.

“…A gauntlet?”

It resembled the iron gloves worn by medieval knights. 

However, this one had a mechanical feel, as if it was made with modern technology.

Why did this suddenly appear?

“It’s a relic of the Bicorn cult,” Tessa began to explain.

The gauntlet was one of the relics possessed by the leaders of each faction within the Bicorn cult. 

Unlike the cheap rings I had or the ones Jin Sang-bae had, this was a genuine mythical item imbued with the divinity of Bicorn.

“Only those recognized by the leaders of each faction and who gather all the relics can become a Bicorn knight.”

Tessa added that wearing all the Bicorn relics would grant power comparable to the armor and spear set of a unicorn knight.

…If I gather them all, I could become the strongest. 

Isn’t this like the Infinity Stones from the Marvel series? 

That lazy writer copied it again.

“I see.”

I asked why the relic appeared as soon as Mambo died. 

Honestly, I was more curious about this than the relic’s lore.

“I heard that once you become the owner of a Bicorn relic, you can store it in a subspace. When Mambo, the current owner, died, it must have automatically popped out from the subspace.”

“Why didn’t Mambo use such a precious weapon before he died?”

“Maybe he wasn’t qualified to use it.”

Qualified? 

Did he need some kind of special certification? 

I moved towards the Bicorn relic in the form of a gauntlet, thinking trivial thoughts.

“Boss, this time it might really be dangerous. This is on a different level than the guardian ring.”

“It’s okay.”

I had a feeling it would be fine. 

This was an instinctive sense beyond logic or reasoning. 

As a possessor, I would be fine touching it.

I lightly touched the gauntlet. 

With a tingling sensation like being electrocuted, the gauntlet automatically attached itself to my right arm.

“…Oh?”

It worked as expected.

“To be able to handle a relic… This is unprecedented. Although it cannot exert direct physical force, its potential might be very high.”

Seeing the usually calm Tessa get all worked up is amusing. 

I wanted to learn more about this and that, but I have a lot to handle from now on. 

I’ll have to find some time later. 

“Enter the subspace.” 

With that thought, my guardian ring disappeared like it turned transparent.

“Come out.” 

It reappeared slowly. 

Convenient for storage, indeed. 

Anyway, I killed a Bicorn cult executive and collected a relic, hindering the completion of the Bicorn knight’s full set. 

Should I just collect all the Bicorn relics like this? 

Neutralizing a Bicorn knight, one of the Four Supervillains and a strong final boss candidate, and strengthening my power. 

It’s a win-win. 

Truly, it’s a lucky break. 

Of course, the Bicorn cult will attack even more fiercely to retrieve the relics, but we’ve already crossed the point of no return. 

Since we’re fighting, I decided to mess them up thoroughly. 

Above all… 

‘Those bastards are going all out. You want to do this? Fine, let’s do it.’

Do you know how much money went into remodeling this building? 

I worked so hard to make this place look like the headquarters of a proper organization, not some shabby gang hideout. 

The paint hasn’t even dried yet, damn it. 

I can’t just sit back when they pick a fight like this. 

I had no intention of getting involved in the holy war between Unicorns and Bicorns. 

I was just going to support the Unicorn knights as a sort of gang crime prevention unit. 

So, you started this. 

“It’s time to clean up.”

I put the gauntlet back into the subspace and examined Mambo’s corpse. 

“At least Cheolsu and the others didn’t fire their guns, so if I explain the woman’s body well… huh?” 

Mambo’s corpse twitched, then turned into purple energy and headed towards Tessa. 

It got absorbed into her. 

Both Tessa and I were speechless at the bizarre sight. 

“…Absorbed?” 

Seeing Tessa’s eyes glow light purple like when she uses her powers, I muttered briefly. 

Purple energy. 

Isn’t that the color symbolizing Tessa’s superpower or mystery? 

I can’t think of any other reason why Mambo would turn into that color energy and get absorbed by Tessa. 

It’s confusing with all these weird things happening in this comic-like world. 

“Boss.” 

Tessa, who had been clenching and unclenching her fists while emitting light from her eyes, focused energy on her fingertips. 


The energy formed into a sphere instead of a projectile and wrapped around her body. 

What is this, a shield? 

“Could it be…” 

Tessa nodded. 

“It seems my mystery… has been enhanced.” 

Her ability, which could only gather energy and shoot projectiles, now included creating a shield like my Bicorn shield. 

Could it be that killing someone with a mystery enhances one’s own mystery? 

I’m not sure if this is because I killed a Bicorn cult executive or if it applies to other superhumans as well, but I feel like I’ve found a clue to Tessa’s leveling up. 

Mambo, you bastard, you dropped a lot of loot as compensation for wrecking our headquarters. 

Thanks, man. 

I offered a silent condolence to her, who left no corpse as she was converted into Tessa’s mystery. 

While I was rejoicing over the unexpected gain, I heard a light thud as various animal-shaped cookies appeared. 

They were the subordinates of the Cookie Maker who protected me from the zombie horde. 

It seems they came here after jumping over Cheolsu and the team while the zombies were deactivated after Mambo’s death. 

-What’s this? What’s this? It’s President Yoon! Yoon Do-cheol? Is that really him? 

-Looks just like the photos! 

-He’s fine! Mission complete~! Let’s go back!

The cookies, who had walked over, glanced at me and then retreated. 

They must have come on the Cookie Maker’s orders to protect me. 

“Wait! Hey, wait a minute!”

I tried to ask them something, but they left without listening. 

I thought they would at least say something like ‘We saved you, so reward us later,’ but they just left. 

Will the Cookie Maker contact me later? 

I hope the reward isn’t something too difficult to fulfill.

“Brother! The police are coming up! I don’t know what happened there, but if there’s anything that shouldn’t be seen, hide it quickly…”

With Cheolsu’s message, the Happy Burger terror incident came to an end. 

The media reported that the zombies attacking the Happy Burger headquarters were suddenly stopped by cookies. 

It was portrayed as just another superhuman battle, which is common these days.

The zombies were either gangsters like Jin Sang-bae or foreigners of unknown nationality, but no information about them was found, as if their identities had been erased.

*

A black beast of the night roams the universe. 

The beast’s body wasn’t always this huge. 

The corruption justified under the advancement of civilization and technology fattened the beast’s body. 

Now, it casts shadows over numerous planets, becoming a cosmic order and concept.

A being that desires the spiritual evolution of all intelligent life forms, the end of their childhood. 

The Great Stallion. 

The Sower. 

The Purity Plunderer. 

Known by various names, its true identity is a god called Bicorn.

A light streak stops Bicorn’s seemingly unstoppable rampage.

-Ooooh…

Drawn by the dazzling light, Bicorn extended its massive head with two horns. 

It wanted to reach out, but it couldn’t because it was holding too much. 

The light streak dodged the horns lightly, blinked mockingly a few times, and disappeared without a trace.

Fascinated by a being it had never seen before, Bicorn chased the light streak, which fled here and there, observing other planets. 

Thus began the long and enduring conflict between the two beings.

“Damn it.”

What kind of crappy dream is this?

I woke up feeling my lower body was wet. 

It seems like I’m done sleeping for today. 


The cause is obvious. 

I summoned the invisible guardian ring and the Bicorn gauntlet. 

They greeted me with an ominous black glow.

“Why am I getting a world-building explanation in the middle of the night… seriously.”

Is this why my parents told me not to pick up abandoned things?



 
  
    Chapter 53. Conglomerate (1)


“Who would be curious about this kind of thing…”

I grumbled as I got out of bed. 

Being almost 30 and having wet the bed, I had to immediately take care of it by hand-washing the sheets.

“So, what am I supposed to do about this?”

It seems clear that the Bicorn relic I wore showed me a distant past through a dream. 

The question is, why did it show me that? 

In typical comics, when a villain shows their past to someone, it’s usually to bring them to their side or to justify their actions. 

But what it showed me was just the beginning of this fight.

“Why did it show me following the Unicorn around? Self-aggrandizement?”

The reason wasn’t grand at all. 

To put it bluntly, it was just obsessive stalking. 

Maybe it showed me this with a special intention? 

Or perhaps the memories of Bicorn embedded in the relic are showing themselves to the wearer at will. 

It’s quite inconvenient that anything can happen in this comic-like world. 

You can’t definitively say something is impossible.

It would be nice to have a status window like the possessed characters in other works to guide me.

“Why can’t I have a status window too, damn it.”

Cursing the unknown entity that possessed me, I took off my wet pajamas. 

Before Tessa could find out, I hurriedly did the laundry – I had installed a washing machine and dryer in the master bathroom just in case – and came out.

“Phew…”

I calmed my startled heart with a drink. 

I was scared that it was trying to brainwash me by showing me something in my dream. 

I thought I was in big trouble because I couldn’t move my body like I was paralyzed.

Is this a temporary phenomenon? 

Or will this happen every time I get a Bicorn relic?

I waited until sunrise, thinking about all sorts of things.

* 

As always, no answers came. 

I had dealt with the Bicorn cult faction that attacked me, and the Unicorn knights had returned to Gacheon City. 

It’s time to start moving.

“Cheolsu, you were picking your nose behind the barricade while my company was getting wrecked, right? Now it’s time to work.”

“No, brother, it’s not like I wanted to…”

“And then you said, ‘Please take care of my mother, sob sob!’ Enough, get ready to go. I’ll give you a vacation after the job is done, so take this chance to be filial.”

“That’s upsetting, really.”

I sent Cheolsu and the fallen soldiers to Seoul. 

It was to deal with the Myeongdong Gapsoo faction that tried to attack my organization with Jin Sang-bae and the Bicorn cult.

“But what did these arrogant bastards rely on to strike first?”

After calling people to investigate, I found out that their combat power was lower than the organizations that used to belong to the food cartel. 

There was no need to go as far as the Neo-Nazis; it was cut off at the Huoguo Huoguo Triad level.

“Make sure they can’t act up again by breaking all their limbs.”

“Yes, sir.”

We will raid their business and completely destroy it.

And after some time, we’ll turn their business into our Happy Burger store. 

This is a backdoor-style merger and acquisition. 

After getting beaten up, they’ll call for help saying, ‘Sorry about that! If we keep fighting like this, it’ll only end in disaster, so let’s negotiate!’ 

When negotiating, just make sure to grab as much territory as possible.

“Tessa, let’s do some self-improvement together.”

Due to the terror attack and damage, the Happy Burger headquarters is under construction, so we’ll be working from home for a few months. 

I stayed home with Tessa, practicing how to use the new items and abilities we acquired. 

The gauntlet’s effects were indeed worthy of being called a relic.

“Who is it?”

[It’s the manager from Jimin Bakery. I saw the news and wanted to check if you’re okay.]

“Oh, yes. Haha. I’m fine.”

I received many concerned messages from various people.

“Boss! I’m sorry I couldn’t make it that time! I was practicing my ability control at the facility… If I had known, I would have turned into a rock and rolled right over!”

“It’s okay, it’s okay.”

I felt proud, realizing I hadn’t lived in vain.

[Yoon Do-chul. How’s your body?]

“It aches all over. Whose fault do you think that is?”

[…The Bicon cult.]

“Of course.”

I also received a call from the Unicorn Knight. 

After whining a lot, they seemed apologetic.

Anyway, Yoon Do-chul won’t forget this incident.

Even while resting, I didn’t forget to keep an eye on the world’s happenings.

[Elijah Jung, CEO of Radamus Group, has officially announced the ‘Hero League,’ a group of superpowered individuals. Many who are known as superheroes for their vigilante activities around the world have joined…]

Finally, the Hero League has appeared. 

Thanks to the data sent by super hacker Kelpie, I could confirm that Western superpowered individuals like T-Rexler, Fatal Shot, and Deep Sea Princess have officially made their appearance.

I took this phenomenon as a sign that the story was entering its mid-phase. 

World-building usually starts in the middle phase.

[The Hero League has declared war on the terrorist group ‘Superhumanists.’ They are coordinating with police forces in each state…]

Superhumanists. 

As the name suggests, it’s a group of superpowered individuals who are drunk on their superiority. 

They became famous for their logic that ‘superpowered individuals are chosen by God, so you should worship us, not politicians or corporate leaders,’ and for their terrorist attacks against politicians and large corporations.

They started as a small group of minor superpowered individuals, but now they have gathered many with powerful abilities, making them more dangerous than past groups like Al-Qaeda or IS (Islamic State of Iraq and the Levant).

When I was hiring superpowered bodyguards, many assassination attempts by superpowered individuals failed. 

But I heard that these guys succeeded in every assassination attempt, possibly because they recruited superpowered individuals with professional assassination skills.

These bastards have killed over thirty politicians and corporate executives recently. 

If it weren’t for the Unicorn Knight, they might have taken the main villain role in this comic.


[The Hero League’s Fatal Shot has successfully killed Bio-Bane, a key figure in the terrorist group Superhumanists. Bio-Bane, who caused numerous casualties over the past few months, was revealed to be a member of the Chechen Mafia…]

The Hero League and the Superhumanists fought battles that were close to war for several days. 

Many YouTubers started covering their exploits and clashes professionally.

[Today’s Hero League news that everyone has been waiting for!]

Unlike the Unicorn Knight, the Hero League is a government-sanctioned legal force, and their exploits have been widely publicized through mass media and YouTube. 

The heroes of the Hero League quickly became global superstars.

[T-Rexler has captured ‘Ozymandias,’ who played the role of the brain for the Superhumanists. Ozymandias, who possesses powerful mind control abilities, was orchestrating the assassination plan of the U.S. Democratic Party’s floor leader…]

“If the mastermind is caught, it’s over.”

In the end, the superhuman war concluded with a decisive victory for the Hero League. 

No matter how powerful a group of superhumans is, it’s impossible to defeat an equally strong opponent, especially one sponsored by major corporations and the state.

From the beginning, none of the supervillains I remembered were associated with the Superhumanists. 

They also had no connection with the main villain force, the Bicorn cult.

I had never even heard of this Ozymandias guy from my friend.

The Superhumanists were essentially a benchmark for measuring the Hero League’s combat power from the start.

…That’s what I thought until a few days ago.

[Breaking news. The vehicle transporting the terrorist mastermind Ozymandias was hijacked by an unidentified armed group. The nearby stationed military forces were dispatched but were defeated after a battle…]

An armed group capable of defeating the military, especially the U.S. military. 

No matter how I think about it, it can only be the Bicorn cult.

Was this all part of the Bicorn cult’s buildup? 

I’m worried about how this incident will unfold in the future.

The debut of the Hero League ended with a sense of unease.

“Boss.”

The Myeongdong Gapsoo gang, who had been beaten up by Cheolsu, finally requested negotiations. 

They suggested a meeting between the leaders and even invited a mediator.

“The person participating as a mediator is…”

Cheolsu handed me a business card.

“Who is this guy to get involved in a gang fight, tsk.”

I could only click my tongue after checking it.

“She’s a daughter of a conglomerate family.”

Not just any conglomerate second generation.

[Korean Business Association – External Cooperation Team Leader Kim Saeryeon]

The Korean Business Association, known as Hansaryeon, is the real ruler of Korea. 

They are part of a conglomerate cartel scarier than the food cartel.

“Why are conglomerates getting involved in gang fights? Aren’t they ashamed?”

These Myeongdong Gapsoo gang bastards. 

I wondered what kind of backing they had, but it seems they were just doing the dirty work for the conglomerates .

How well did they suck up to the conglomerates for them to send one of their family members as a mediator?


It’s common for conglomerates to hire gangsters for illegal activities (buying drugs, retaliatory assaults, or contract killings), but it’s rare for them to get directly involved like this.

Since the situation has escalated, I guess I have to go.

“Tessa, let’s go on a business trip for the first time in a while.”

“Yes.”

With the Bicorn items and Tessa, there shouldn’t be any problems, right?



 
  
    Chapter 54. Conglomerate (2)


“Are you President Yoon? Wow, you’re tall and handsome~! Just like the rumors.”

At the negotiation site with the Myeongdong Gapsoo gang, a soft voice greeted me as I entered with my bodyguard, Tessa. 

I checked the owner of the voice. 

It was Kim Saeryeon, the daughter of a conglomerate family, who was neatly dressed and looking at me.

I heard she was in her early 30s, but she looked like she was in her early 20s, probably because she took good care of herself.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Kim Saeryeon, the team leader of the External Cooperation Team at the Korean Business Association. Ah, you can sit here.”

Kim Saeryeon led the meeting in a comfortable and soft tone, as if she were at a neighborhood gathering. 

She didn’t seem afraid of gangsters at all.

“Let’s start with a meal. This restaurant is really delicious. It’s worth the money.”

Her eyes seemed to say, ‘Do you think you can do anything to me? If you don’t want to end up broke, just listen to me quietly.’

‘What a bitch.’

It’s understandable. 

How could a mere gangster boss touch a conglomerate, the top of the top in Korea?

Gangsters are just pawns used for illegal activities when needed. 

And that’s actually true.

On the other hand, the chairman of the Myeongdong Gapsoo gang was nodding stiffly at Kim Saeryeon’s words, glancing at me occasionally.

“Why is this bastard so nervous while eating… Disgusting old man. Should I gouge out his eyes?”

I chuckled and muttered softly.

“…..”

The chairman of the Myeongdong Gapsoo gang lowered his eyes and focused on his meal. 

It seems he heard me well.

Seeing it in person makes it clear. 

The chairman of the Myeongdong Gapsoo gang, the oldest gangster organization in Seoul, has become a toothless tiger. 

He must have thrown away his pride and everything else while licking the conglomerate’s boots.

An old man in his 60s is causing trouble for everyone by being unnecessarily greedy.

“Let’s proceed as quickly as possible since everyone is busy.”

The Myeongdong Gapsoo gang offered a few buildings and one area in exchange for us stopping our attacks. 

They even offered to remodel everything if we wanted.

“Our Korean Business Association has also prepared a few small gifts for President Yoon. I hope you like them.”

In addition, they offered several government projects and overseas expansion routes provided by the conglomerate cartel.

They set up the negotiation so that we couldn’t refuse.

“Sounds good.”

I agreed immediately. 

After all, we started this fight to get these benefits. 

We can’t go for total destruction. 

If we destroy the Myeongdong Gapsoo gang completely, I would have to manage Seoul, and I don’t have the capacity for that yet.

Everything has a process. 

It’s only been a few months since we swallowed up Gacheon City and the food cartel. 

If we expand too much while we’re still stabilizing, we’ll burst and die.

“Wow, President, you’re so decisive. I like it.”

I responded to Kim Saeryeon’s smile.

“But isn’t this too much? I’m worried we might choke on it.”

There’s always a reason for such generosity.

Are they trying to make me their pawn instead of the declining Myeongdong Gapsoo gang? 

Or is it because of ‘those guys’?

“Oh, you shouldn’t choke on this~ You’re destined for greater things.”

Kim Saeryeon gave me a sidelong glance, signaling the old gangster to leave.

“Since the negotiation is over, I’ll take my leave. Goodbye.”

The chairman of the Myeongdong Gapsoo gang left with his bodyguards. 

Only Tessa, Kim Saeryeon, her bodyguards, and I remained.

“Well, it’s nothing special.”

Kim Saeryeon took something out of her pocket.

“Some of our investors want to work with you, President Yoon. They’re quite important clients.”

Then she handed me a card.

The card had a black horse with two large horns drawn on it. 

Damn, it’s the Bicorn cult again.

It seems like the Happy Burger headquarters’ recent show of force failed, so they’ve switched back to a conciliatory approach. 

Since the French faction led by Mambo was wiped out, it must have been done by another faction. 

“As expected, you figured it out right away.” 

Kim Saeryeon gave a faint smile at my reaction. 

“Don’t worry, it’s just me and my bodyguard here. I heard your first meeting with them wasn’t great. But…”

“Do you know who these people are?” 

I waved a card in front of her. 

How much does the conglomerate cartel know about the Bicorn cult?

Are they just business partners? 

Or have they been absorbed by the cult’s forces? 

“Well, they’re a wealthy and well-connected overseas religious group? Honestly, I don’t know much. Just bits and pieces I’ve picked up.” 

Kim Saeryeon continued. 

“They said they wanted to recruit President Yoon and asked for our help. They invested in us, so we can’t just sit back, right? We have to at least pretend to do something.” 

Is she considering the level of a dumb gangster with only an elementary school diploma? 

Unlike a typical conglomerate, she’s trying not to beat around the bush and is using simple words.

Is there no direct contact between the Bicorn cult and the conglomerate cartel yet?

I need to find out more. 

“What do you think?” 

I asked what the conglomerate cartel, Saeryeon, thought about contacting me.

After a brief pause, Kim Saeryeon took a sip of tea and spoke. 

“I had the opportunity to meet them, and… it was really unsettling. Their eyes were all glazed over, and they were very stiff. It didn’t feel like they were just religious people… it was more like a creepy vibe. So I looked into them from various angles.” 

“…..”

“You’re on the side of the Unicorn Knights, right?” 


Now she’s just going all out. 

I nodded silently. 

“Ah, I thought so. I saw a video of the Unicorn Knights in action. They’re incredibly strong.” 

“…That’s true.” 

“Even the military wouldn’t be able to handle them. They can fly through the sky.” 

“…..”

I could roughly guess what she was going to say next. 

It’s strange not to notice when she’s saying this much. 

“So… do you want to be secret friends?” 

“…What? Ah.” 

What kind of secret friends? 

Is she a crazy woman trying to lure a minor? 

“Let’s help each other discreetly.” 

I was taken aback by the cheaper expression than I expected. 

I decided to think it’s because she’s trying to be considerate of a gangster. 

“Our side can’t afford to be burdened by any faction. We want to have insurance just in case.” 

Kim Saeryeon tapped the table with her fingers. 

So, they’re planning to support whichever side wins, whether it’s Bicorn or Unicorn. 

Typical cunning K-conglomerate.

This must be the will of the entire conglomerate cartel.

In a way, it’s a relief. 

It means Korea hasn’t fallen into the hands of the Bicorn cult yet. 

“Well, they wouldn’t have expected a holy war to start in a small country like Korea, right? They must have planted insiders in powerful countries like the US or China.” 

It’s easier for me if the conglomerates just play it safe and watch.

At least they won’t be able to exert direct political pressure.

“Sounds good. Let’s do that.”

“I’m glad President Yoon is someone I can communicate with.”

Kim Saeryeon and I smiled at each other simultaneously. 

It was a business smile, the kind only business people—or rather, business humans—can make.

“I’m just a team leader, so there’s not much I can do personally. And…”

Kim Saeryeon explained what she could and couldn’t help with.

“I’ll inform them that the second negotiation has failed. Thank you for taking the time.”

Kim Saeryeon finished the briefing and started to get up with her bodyguard.

A few days ago, I would have been satisfied with the current situation and left. 

I don’t have the power to shout at the conglomerates to stop playing both sides and stand with me.

…A few days ago, that would have been the case. 

But not now.

I can’t end it like this.

“Team Leader Kim Saeryeon, if it’s not too much trouble, may I ask a personal question?”

“Yes?”

For the first time, a look of confusion appeared in Kim Saeryeon’s eyes.

“Ah, if it’s something I can answer.”

“Do you have someone you’re currently dating?”

I asked with a charming smile that could captivate any woman, except perhaps someone as tough as Jin Seon-ah.

“…What, are you hitting on me, President Yoon?”

Kim Saeryeon laughed and said.

“Not at the moment.”

“Then, have you had any dating experience?”

“Of course. At my age, wouldn’t I have had at least one boyfriend?”

“Really?”

Damn! Caught you, you non-virgin!

I finished my calculations a moment ago. 

After exchanging glances with Tessa, I summoned the Bicorn Gauntlet.

“What the… Ugh!”

While Tessa subdued the bodyguard, I stood up and grabbed Kim Saeryeon’s shoulder with the gauntleted hand. 

She could only widen her eyes in surprise at the sudden situation.

“Obey.”


I said softly. 

Kim Saeryeon’s eyes glazed over as she heard my voice.

“…Yes, master.”

The name of the holy relic I obtained after killing Mambo is… ‘Gauntlet of Obedience.’

This is my trump card.



 
  
    Chapter 55. Conglomerate (3)


I figured out how to use the Gauntlet of Obedience after working from home with Tessa for a few days. 

At first, I thought it had defensive capabilities, like the Guardian Ring, or offensive abilities, like the Insult Vessel Ring. 

I even tried using it in the training room, aiming at targets, but it turned out to not be a physical effect item. 

After a few trial-and-error attempts, I discovered that the gauntlet’s ability was ‘mind control.’ 

It made the person who came into contact with the gauntlet obedient and allowed me to control them at will. 

However, there was a special condition attached to it. 

The condition was that this ability could only be used on non-virgins. 

While it didn’t work on Tessa, it worked well on Cheol-su and some members of the Gangster Crime Prevention Team. 

Even with that condition, it was still an incredibly useful item. 

Honestly, of the enemies I had to deal with, who hadn’t had sex at least once? 

Bad guys are usually the ones who eat well, sleep well, and have sex often. 

The real issue was that the ability only triggered when I touched the target with the hand wearing the gauntlet… but well, I’d just have to subdue them and make contact.

“Kim Sae-ryeon, tell me your most intimate secret.” 

From her gaze, it seemed like the gauntlet’s power had worked well, but I couldn’t let my guard down. 

This mind control ability varied depending on the person. 

For Cheol-su (7 partners), it took a bit longer to take effect, but for Doopal (over 40 partners), it worked instantly. 

It seemed like the fewer partners a person had, the more resistant they were, and the more they had, the more susceptible they became. 

Kim Sae-ryeon responded right away, like Doopal did. 

“I’ve had five abortions…” 

What the hell. 

“That’s enough. Don’t go any further.” 

Anyway, Kim Sae-ryeon, like Du-pal, was very susceptible to mind control (super non-virgin). 

“What’s your position within Han-sa-ryeon?” 

“I’m quite high up among the middle managers.” 

Huh? 

Didn’t she say before that her title was just Team Leader and that she couldn’t do much? 

See, you can’t trust chaebol. 

“How could a mere Team Leader achieve that?” 

“My father holds a high-ranking position. He trusts me.” 

“Oh.” 

Now it makes sense. 

“What’s the extent of the influence of the Bicorn Church in Korea? Just tell me what you know.” 

“It’s extremely minimal.” 

Apparently, Korea is already saturated with cults, making it hard for the Bicorn Church to expand its religious influence. 

Moreover, they lack connections in business or politics. 

There are also few Koreans affiliated with the Bicorn Church. 

Was the president of the Wajak Toast Company the only one making any headway? 

“Especially the large cults with ties to local politicians are constantly trying to keep foreign religious groups like the Bicorn Church in check…” 

These crazy cults… Turns out, you guys are the real guardians of Korea. 

I briefly considered teaming up with the likes of the Gu-se-pa, the United Church, or JMT, but after thinking it through, it seemed like a combination destined for ruin, so I gave up on the idea. 

“Recently, they have been trying to expand their influence by contacting our organization, Han-saryeon.”

So, contacting the conglomerate cartel Han saryeon was Bicon Cult’s trump card. 

Han saryeon is just biding its time after calculating the risks, so it’s practically powerless. 

No wonder the French faction and Mambo resorted to force so abruptly.

“From now on, I will give you orders.” 

“Yes, master. I will obey.” 

“First, you will report all important information from Han saryeon to me, focusing on the Bicorn Cult.” 

“Understood.” 

“Second, act as usual, but meet me secretly once a week. Can you do that?” 

“Of course.”

I asked for weekly meetings because the brainwashing might wear off without me knowing. 

Since I got this ability only a few weeks ago, I haven’t had time to check its maximum duration.

After giving a few more detailed orders, I started brainwashing the bodyguards. 

Kim Sae ryeon’s pupils became dull right after being brainwashed, but this was only temporary. 

After a few hours, her eyes would return to normal, but the brainwashing would remain. If she acted as usual, no one would notice.

Oh, just in case, let’s add one more order. 

“Do you often have direct contact with the Bicorn Cult?” 

“No. Usually, it’s phone calls or sometimes video calls. Only those in higher positions than me meet them directly.” 

“Just in case, wear sunglasses during video calls.”

The Bicorn Cult members, who were the original owners of the Gauntlet of Obedience, might notice subtle differences in Kim Sae ryeon’s expressions or eyes.

“Understood.”

The business was done. 

Still, since I met a mid-level manager of Han saryeon, should I dig a bit more?

“Have you heard of the ‘Hero Management Bureau’?” 

“Yes. It’s a government project.”

Ah, I knew it! 

I thought these guys would know.

I used my connections to gather information, but there was too little available. 

With the Hero League already appearing, it was about time for the Bureau to show up, but not knowing exactly when was frustrating. 

It was clear that only the powerful and the conglomerates were sharing this valuable information.

“How much do you know?” 

“That’s…”

Kim Saeryeon spilled all the information she knew.

“So, they will recruit sponsors in two days and superhumans a few weeks later?” 

“That’s what I know.”

Great. 

I’ll bribe my way in and become a founding member.

I’ve saved money for this moment. 

I can invest generously.


“Also, organize and send me information about the Bicorn Cult members you’re in contact with.”

I need to prepare to strike first at those sneaky bastards who suddenly show up and hit me.

Did they think I’d just keep taking hits? 

Just wait. 

I’ll uproot everything.

“Understood.”

I asked a bit more and then left.

I intended to take over a few businesses from the Myeongdong Gapsoo faction but ended up gaining a conglomerate friend, or rather, a conglomerate slave. 

What a great haul.

*

In an era where crimes involving superhumans are on the rise, it’s been three weeks since the Korean government’s ambitious K-Hero League project, the ‘Hero Management Bureau,’ was announced in the media. 

Various companies jumped in to get a piece of this lucrative business, and the public eagerly awaited the emergence of new heroes.

Today marks the end of that wait and the day to showcase the new order needed for this era. 

Officially named the Superhuman Crime Management Bureau, the organization is known to the public and the media as the Hero Management Bureau.

[Heroes to counter superhuman crimes will soon make their appearance. This is truly a historic moment.]

The female announcer’s excited voice heightened the atmosphere.

A big event broadcast live on national television. 

Who said the era of TV broadcasts was over?

The debut of the Hero Management Bureau was drawing massive viewership and capturing the attention of many.

I was also watching the live broadcast on a 100-inch TV at home with Tessa.

“It’s about to start.”

“I’ve never seen you this excited, boss.”

“Really? Hahaha.”

Of course, I’m excited. 

This is the moment my second goal, after allying with the Unicorn Knight, is being achieved.

Since my possession, my vague goal was to become a partner of the Hero Management Bureau, and I’ve reaped more than I expected.

[It’s starting!]

Soon, heroes wearing visor masks appeared in front of the camera. 

They said they wouldn’t reveal their faces and real names for privacy, but I didn’t expect them to wear masks.

Is this normal because it’s a hero show?

[Bambolina!]

With a powerful call, a woman stepped forward. 

She created colorful balls in the air and sent them flying into the sky.

[Bang!]

The balls exploded in the air, creating a firework-like effect.

Is her ability to summon exploding balls? Then she’s a dealer.

[Wow!]

As Bambolina bowed, a thunderous cheer erupted. 

She smiled with satisfaction and exited, and the next hero appeared.

[Gargoyle!]

A statue that looked like a mix of a demon and a dinosaur. 

He literally looked like a gargoyle.

This guy is obviously a tank.

Several more heroes appeared, but I was waiting for a specific hero.

[Landslide!]

Dong Seo-hee appeared hesitantly. 

Even with her face covered, her timid personality was evident.

Our Landslide is famous for the video of her being carried by the Unicorn Knight, so she didn’t showcase her abilities like the other heroes and exited quickly.

I’m her sponsor.

To be precise, she’s one of the two heroes I’m sponsoring.

Who’s the other one, you ask?

[Saintress!]

With the call, a small girl in a robe-like outfit appeared, emitting white light from her hands.


Who is she? 

Of course, it’s our little friend Amy.

Happy Burger is registered as a major partner of the Hero Management Bureau, and I’ve placed two heroes I have connections with in the Bureau.

I chuckled sinisterly to myself.

Since it has come to this, it wouldn’t be bad to gradually take over the Bureau for my peace… no, for world peace.



 
  
    Chapter 56. The Worst (Not Really) Manager (1)


I definitely didn’t force Amy to register as a hero with the Bureau. 

A gentleman like me would never impose such a thing on a minor.

“Amy is still young, and her abilities aren’t suited for combat, so she’ll only be involved in support roles. I’ll be her manager and stay with her for a while. Tessa will be with us too, so there’s no need to worry about safety.”

I simply asked her what she thought about this opportunity. 

That’s reasonable, right?

“A hero? Like the Unicorn Knight? …Me?”

As expected, timid Amy initially denied it, saying it was impossible. 

But after giving her some time to think, she contacted me again a few days later.

“It’s something only I can do, and it’s a good thing… I want to do it.”

“Amy!”

Damn! 

I believed in you! I was so happy to hear that brave answer.

“But… you’ll be my manager, right? You’ll be with me?”

“Of course.”

Since the headquarters is in shambles, there’s nothing much to do for now. 

Secretary Park and the vice president can handle Happy Burger’s operations, and Cheolsu can manage the gang prevention squad.

Both areas can run for a few weeks without me, so it’s fine. I just need to check in occasionally.

I could have set things up to run completely without me, but I didn’t do that on purpose.

A system that can replace the leader at any time? 

That means anyone could backstab me and take over. 

Only a crazy person would create such a system. 

To stay firmly in control, I need to emphasize my importance.

“I’ll stay with you until you get used to the Bureau’s work, so don’t worry.”

Even though she wanted it, I feel a bit guilty about making a kid do this. 

So, I’ll stay with her as much as possible and help out.

…Besides, it’s important to build ‘connections’ with the Bureau’s officials and heroes. 

I plan to make a proper introduction during this opportunity.

“In that case… Mr. Yoon is a good person, so I trust him. Please take care of our Amy.”

After getting permission from the orphanage, I officially started the ‘Make Amy a Hero’ project.

“Wow, it really turned out just like you said, boss! Of course, I’ll do it! I can handle my abilities well now!”

Recruiting ‘Landslide’ Dong Seo-hee was simple. 

I had laid the groundwork well, so she came over easily. 

It seems money is all it takes.

I wanted to include the strongest and ‘for now’ my ally, the Unicorn Knight, but…

“The Hero Management Bureau? It sounds good, but in the end, it’s just becoming a government agent. No thanks. I don’t mind you supporting them, but don’t neglect managing Gacheon City.”

As expected, the Unicorn Knight stuck to her lone wolf ways, just like in the original story.

Honestly, I understand to some extent. 

If you have the power to fight the military, you wouldn’t want to be a government lackey. 

She has the pride of being the Unicorn Knight, a divine being, and thanks to the world-class hacker Kelpie, she isn’t lacking in information. 

So, from her perspective, there’s no merit in the position.

Anyway, the debut of the Hero Management Bureau, broadcast live on national TV this evening, was a success.

The next morning, Tessa and I headed to the Hero Management Bureau headquarters. 

Instead of being in Gacheon City, Korea’s largest city, it was established in Seoul, where many conglomerates and politicians reside. 

They used the excuse that ‘Gacheon City is fine because the Unicorn Knight is there,’ but the intention was too obvious. 

They just wanted to protect the wealthy first.

“Ah, you must be President Yoon Do-cheol of Happy Burger. And the person next to you is your assistant. You may enter.”

The security was tight, as expected for a building housing superhumans. 

We waited on the first floor of the Bureau headquarters for Amy and Dong Seo-hee.

Heroes affiliated with the Bureau must live in the headquarters. 

The Bureau’s officials claimed it was for safety, but it was clearly for efficient management.

“Ah, these bureaucrats and their ways. Why don’t they just put bomb collars on them for control?”

I was starting to get a bit annoyed. 

After all, these were my people and Korea’s heroes, and they deserved better treatment.

“If they were my employees, I’d just use the Craftsmanship Infusion Rod…!”

Although I sent Amy and Dong Seo-hee to the Bureau for profit, I don’t take my relationship with them lightly.

As I always say, I believe there are things more important than money. 

That’s my safety and peace, in other words, a state of ‘tranquility.’

What good is having a lot of money in this messed-up world? 

The Unicorn Knight and the Bicorn Cult, who have the power to control the world, can’t be bought with money. 

Even if it’s not those two forces, if you fall out of favor with a powerful superhuman, you could be killed without a sound.

A life without safety and peace is just miserable. 

I would never take lightly the benefactors who might ensure those two elements. 

They should always be treated as VIPs.

“Brother!” 

“President!”

After a short wait, Amy and Dong Seo-hee appeared. 

They looked excited, unlike their nervous and stiff appearance on TV yesterday. 

These lucky charms, are they that happy?

“I watched the broadcast. You both looked so amazing, I was surprised.”

I greeted them with a charming smile.

“R-really? Did I look amazing? How much? How much?”

“My parents scolded me, asking why I looked like a drenched rat… hahaha.”

After a brief chat, I asked what I had been thinking about.

“How’s the accommodation here? Is it livable?”

If they had any complaints, I planned to file a complaint with the Bureau myself. 

No matter how government-affiliated the organization is, they can’t ignore the words of a partner company’s representative.

“Yes. I like having my own space. At the orphanage, I had to share a room with other kids…” 

“It’s bigger than our house, and a lady comes to clean if there’s time… to exaggerate a bit, it’s like heaven.”

“R-really?”


What is this?

Contrary to my expectations, both were satisfied with the Bureau’s accommodation system. 

They said they could even go out and visit the orphanage or their parents’ house regularly, so it was relatively free.

Still, it’s just a well-furnished university dormitory with good services… 

Maybe it’s because their previous environments were different from mine?

Well, I’ve lived as a small business owner (and gang boss) for over two years, but Amy grew up in an orphanage, and Dong Seo-hee as the eldest daughter in a poor family. 

The prerequisites for ‘happiness’ are bound to be different.

“Well, it’s good to hear that both of you are okay with it. I was worried you might feel lonely living alone, away from friends and family.”

“It’s fine. It’s not like we can’t see them at all.”

“Thinking of it as getting a job far away and living alone makes it easier~ …Oh?! It’s not just thinking, it’s real, isn’t it? Heroes are full-time employees, right?!”

Somehow, Amy seems more mature.

“I heard you’ll start your activities in earnest from tomorrow. As your manager, I’ll be with you both, watching over you. I’ll do my best to ensure you don’t face any disadvantages or get hurt.”

Of course, the minor tasks will be handled by the ‘real managers’ I employ.

The term ‘manager’ itself is almost a ruse. 

What kind of crazy small business owner would take on the role of a manager personally? 

The ‘Hero Management Manager’ is a position I created to interact with other heroes.

“I had to sweat it out negotiating with the Bureau for this.”

It’s not to use the ‘Gauntlet of Obedience’ on other heroes. 

I just want to get to know them. 

Isn’t it beneficial for both if I help them with difficult tasks?

Brainwashing is too risky. 

It might work on a cunning conglomerate woman like Kim Saeryeon, but using it on someone who isn’t hostile towards me could lead to irreversible consequences.

The gauntlet is a last resort, not the best option.

“I got permission for us to go out for dinner tonight. I know a great Japanese restaurant nearby. How about it?”

“Sounds good.”

“Japanese food? Does that mean sushi? I love takoyaki!”

I didn’t bother correcting Dong Seo-hee that takoyaki isn’t sushi. 

Maybe that’s why she got the ability to turn into stone.

I still think ‘Seo-hee the Headstone’ suits her better than ‘Landslide.’

“Alright, let’s go.”

We headed to a Japanese restaurant called ‘Sushi Ninja.’ 

It has no connection to the Ninja Ramen guys. 

I checked just in case, and it’s definitely not run by the Yakuza.

“Wow, I’ve never had this before.”

“Ugh. Using chopsticks is so hard. My mom used to remove all the bones for me at home.”


“…President, how do I eat this? I’ve never been to a Japanese restaurant even when I was in Los Angeles… Sorry.”

“…I’ll do it for you. Just a moment.”

I ended up playing the role of a babysitter for the three women who had never been to a Japanese restaurant. 

I never thought I’d be deboning fish for someone else.

Maybe I should have taken them to a traditional Korean restaurant for some cheonggukjang instead?
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I escaped to the bathroom after taking care of the women who had never been to a Japanese restaurant before. 

I’d been feeding them for over 30 minutes, so it was time for me to take a break. 

Standing in front of the urinal, I unzipped my pants. 

Drip drip! 

“Ah…” 

I came here to feed them something delicious, but what a hassle this turned out to be. 

If we had been eating Western food, I probably would’ve had to cut up all the meat for them with a knife. 

Next time, I’ll choose something even a fool could eat on their own—like black-boned chicken soup. 

While I was thinking about that and taking care of business, 

“Ahem.” 

A bald, shiny-headed, pot-bellied man with squinted eyes approached and stood right next to me at the urinal. 

Seriously? 

There are plenty of empty urinals, and he had to choose the one next to mine? 

I glanced over and recognized him as the head chef of this Japanese restaurant, ‘Sushi Ninja.’ 

What the heck is with this guy? 

Drip drip! 

In the quiet bathroom, the sound of two men urinating echoed. 

Not to brag, but mine was louder. 

“You’ve been peeing for quite a while.” 

The chef suddenly commented. 

“…It’s because I held it in for a long time.” 

I replied casually, figuring it’d be awkward to ignore someone standing right next to me. 

“I was quite surprised when you made the reservation. I didn’t think your network would reach all the way here…” 

“…?” 

“It’s an honor to finally meet you. I am Fujimoto of the Fudoryu School.” 

“Uh, what?” 

What the hell is this bald guy with squinty eyes going on about all of a sudden? 

“You’re excellent at pretending to know nothing. You almost had me fooled.” 

He chuckled. 

The bald, pot-bellied chef looked at me and smiled knowingly. 

But I honestly have no idea what he’s talking about. 

“I must inform you, Saburo and our Fudoryu School have no connection whatsoever. He’s merely a traitor who stole our secret techniques and fled, gaining a position in the yakuza for that ‘achievement’ alone.” 

Saburo… That’s the name of the ninja ramen shop owner I killed by blowing up the building above the bunker. 

Ah. 

Could it be…? 

The pieces started falling into place in my mind. 

This guy, who introduced himself as Fujimoto, must be part of a ninja group called Fudoryu. 

He must have assumed that I came here because of my conflict with the ninja ramen shop owner, Saburo. 

So now he’s explaining that they’re not on the same side. 

In reality, I’d just come here to treat Amy and Dong Seohui to an expensive meal… but there’s no need to explain that. 

It’d be embarrassing to say I showed up without knowing anything, so I might as well act like a big shot. 

I always thought the ninja ramen owner was just some crazy guy cosplaying as a ninja. 

I flashed a subtle smile at the chef, Fujimoto, as I zipped up my pants. 

“…..”

He glanced down at my ‘item’ before it went back into my pants, and his eyes widened slightly.

“They call him a traitor, not a rogue ninja.”

I blurted out anything to act like I knew what I was talking about. 

I remembered that term from a self-proclaimed rogue ninja I met during my school days. 

“He didn’t even complete the official training before running away, so he can’t be called a rogue ninja. A guy like him doesn’t even deserve to be called a ninja.” 

An unlicensed ninja? 

So that’s why he died so easily from the explosion.

“There’s no need to worry. Last time, 500 years ago during the Holy War, we sided with the Church due to the higher-ups’ obsession with immortality. But now, we are strictly neutral. So, if you could convey that to your knight, it would be appreciated.” 

The chef added his explanation. 

A ninja organization that’s been around for 500 years? 

Does that mean they use ninjutsu too? 

This world does have supernatural powers known as ‘mysticism,’ so it wouldn’t be too surprising if ninjas here could use techniques like that. 

Could there be other secret societies that have been around as long as the Unicorn Cathedral and the Bicorn Order? 

Maybe they’re just waiting for the right moment since it’s still early in the Holy War. 

‘Ha, it’s like I’ve stumbled onto a hint for a huge pain in the future.’ 

I felt like I had learned an annoying truth. 

“Understood. I’ll pass on the message.”

These guys even know about my cooperation with the Unicorn Knight. There’s no reason to be hostile. 

‘Once Amy and Dong Seohui finish their meal, I need to leave right away.’ 

I was about to leave the bathroom when he dropped another bomb. 

“You may already know, but the Triads have joined hands with the Church. The Yakuza and Neo-Nazis are also involved.” 

“…..”

I had expected them to return for revenge, but I didn’t think they’d team up with the Bicorn faction. 

“The Scarlet Lotus Gang has also been mobilized. There’s no need to worry since the knight is with you, but they won’t be an easy opponent. Even if it’s just artificially created, imitation mysticism can still be powerful when they join forces. That’s true for martial arts and ninjutsu as well.” 

What the hell is the Scarlet Lotus Gang now? 

This nerd keeps spouting things only he knows. 

I sighed internally. 

This whole situation seems way too big for some Korean mobsters to handle. 

…Then again, with Tessa and the Bicorn items I’ve got, calling it a “normal” situation would be a stretch. 

If they show up, I’ll just use them as experience fodder for Tessa.

“Well, I’ll be off then…” 

After dropping a whole bunch of cryptic hints, Fujimoto vanished with a puff of smoke, like ninjas do in other stories. 

Wondering where he went, I returned to my seat, only to find him back in the kitchen, cooking. 

‘Did that guy at least wash his hands properly?’ 

Feeling a bit uneasy, I finished the meal. 


From now on, I’m staying away from restaurants with “ninja” in their names.

*

“Your first mission as agents will be ‘patrolling the traditional market.’ It’s not a combat mission, so Saint Lys will be accompanying you. Since it’s your debut, you’ll be receiving a lot of attention, so make sure to manage your expressions at all times.” 

The government agent, adjusting her glasses, finished her brief explanation.

“Oppa…”

“There are so many cameras.”

Amy and Dong Seohui, both wearing visor masks, looked around with anxious expressions. 

Tessa and I were also wearing sunglasses as we moved. 

There were definitely a lot of eyes on us. 

The sound of camera shutters was no joke, as if they’d gathered every journalist in the country.

A patrol of the traditional market, huh? 

Isn’t this the kind of thing politicians do during election season? 

I couldn’t help but feel frustrated, thinking we might end up filming some cheesy ad with Dong Seohui eating soup and saying….. 

“The rockslide is really hungry.”

As expected, there wasn’t much to do. 

We just walked around the traditional market, striking poses with citizens and taking pictures. 

“Oh my, young lady, young men, come over here!” 

“I saw the news! You’re like the police, right?” 

“Was it Hihwalu? Here, eat this before you go.” 

All we did was eat the food the generous market grandmas handed out.

“Wow, thank you! I’ll eat well!” 

Slurp! 

Dong Seohui, of course, was actually eating soup. 

I couldn’t tell her to stop, especially in front of the cameras. 

The Hero League had a bloody debut event, battling ultra-humans, but here we are, K Heroes, doing traditional market tours. 

Maybe it’s because Korea is relatively safer compared to the U.S.?

I tried to ignore the sound of the cameras clicking and surveyed the area. 

It wasn’t just Amy and Dong Seohui patrolling; we were moving with other heroes and their aides too. 

In fact, it’s the aides who were more like managers, not me. I glanced at them.

“…..”

The aides avoided my gaze. Unlike them, who were ordinary civil servants or office workers, I was the CEO of a company, and not just any company but the primary partner of the Bureau. 

The status gap was too wide, so they probably didn’t even consider talking to me. 

Maybe they were also worried about saying the wrong thing and getting in trouble.

A little distance away, some of the aides exchanged glances. 

“Why is that guy here? Shouldn’t he be out playing golf or something if he’s the CEO?” 

“Beats me. Maybe he’s just really bored.” 

I heard them whispering, thinking I couldn’t hear because of the noise. 

I didn’t care about these nobodies. 

Instead, I approached the nearest hero. 

As the CEO of a partner company, I hadn’t really interacted with the other heroes before, so this was my chance to network.

“You’re Bombolina, right?” 

“Huh? Oh, yes, that’s right.” 

She turned her head toward me. 

Her eyes were hidden behind her visor mask, but I guessed she was in her early twenties. 

“I saw you at the debut ceremony. The fireworks you shot were really impressive.” 

“Really? It was nothing, though.” 

Though she said that, Bombolina scratched her head, looking a bit shy. 

‘Cute. She’ll be easy to win over.’ 

Her college-student-like reaction gave me confidence that I could charm her. 

Her cheeks were already turning red.

“I’ve been curious, why is your nickname Bombolina?” 

“Well… it’s a secret, but my name is Lina.” 

She whispered softly. 

“And since my ability is to make bomb balls… Bomb Ball! So, Bombolina! Clever, right?” 

“…..”

I forced a smile to stay polite. 


“Oh, that’s what it means. Haha, very clever.” 

“Right?!” 

We continued chatting casually. 

Amy, who had been glancing over at me and Bombolina, occasionally pinched her thigh, but I ignored it. 

This is business, little sis, back off for now.
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We patrolled several times over the week with that feeling. 

Initially, I thought these showy activities wouldn’t have any effect, but with multiple superhumans openly patrolling, crime rates dropped, and public safety improved more than usual. 

At least in the neighborhoods where it was announced that heroes would patrol, criminals didn’t dare to show up.

The goal of widely publicizing the management bureau and heroes through the media was also achieved, making it a great success. 

Bambolina and Saintress (Amy) already have fan cafes and fan YouTube channels. 

Despite their eyes being covered by visor masks, their beauty couldn’t be hidden. 

The number of members and subscribers is quite high, even twice as many as our Happy Burger’s official YouTube channel.

Damn. Although YouTube isn’t our main business, I worked hard on it for two years, and Amy surpassed it in just two weeks. 

Being the youngest hero and having a promising future, people are already showing interest in her.

“Brother, I have a fan YouTube channel now. Look at this. ‘Cute Saintress.’ That’s the channel name.”

The problem was that Amy knew about the YouTube and fan cafe and actively engaged in ‘ego searching.’ 

She seemed excited by the newfound attention.

“Amy, I think it’s better not to look.”

As you know, YouTube or fan cafe comments aren’t always clean. 

Even if the administrators work hard, they can’t delete all the nonsense.

“Okay… just this once.”

She said that but kept checking secretly. 

Eventually, Amy encountered the depths of the internet.

[No age is too early to be a hero] 

[I’m not into that] 

[Wakyapyaknongjukjubangjubangjjagjjagpoljagpoljagkongkongkonglol] 

[How tall is Saintress? (Important)] 

ㄴ[It’s not easy if you’re 140cm] 

ㄴ[140cm is too tall] 

ㄴ[Everyone, please hold your breath for 140 hours] 

ㄴ[Master, please commit suicide!] 

ㄴ[Why, why, why] 

[Looks good^^ Since she already has blonde hair and a flat chest, adding twin tails might suit her even more (or maybe not?) (smack)]

“Oh, brother~!”

After that, she didn’t look at it even without being told. 

We legally acquired Saintress’s fan YouTube channel and made it official. 

By regularly managing it, the comment section became clean.

Thus, Amy’s ego searching ended as a small incident.

“Gargoyle, your face is shining today as well.”

While moving with Amy and Dong Seo-hee, I also built light friendships with other heroes. 

They approached me first, asking or telling me various things, so it was easy to get close.

I plan to bring them all to our company when the re-contract season comes in two years. 

Of course, that’s just a hope, not a certainty.

“It’s just because I only take care of my face. It would be nice to do my body too, but it takes too long. Asking others to do it would be a nuisance.”

The over 2-meter-tall stone hero, Gargoyle, laughed. 

Despite his appearance, he was a thoughtful and delicate man.

Unfortunately, Gargoyle’s ability wasn’t divided into human and transformation types like ‘Rockslide’ Dong Seo-hee or ‘Gacheon Harbor Water Ghost’ Kim Gabi. 

He had been living in his gargoyle body since gaining his ability. 

He didn’t know how to return to his human form.

“At first, I resented the world. Why did it have to be me? Why did it have to be this form? But now, I believe there must be a purpose from the Lord. There must be something I have to do, which is why He made me like this.”

Gargoyle was a devout Catholic. 

Even in his stone body, he wore a cross necklace and recited the Lord’s Prayer.

Gargoyle. 

Despite various origins and legends, it fundamentally means a statue built to ward off evil spirits and protect the cathedral.

I don’t agree with Gargoyle’s opinion or believe in God, but I think there’s a reason he gained the ability to transform into a gargoyle.

Tessa, who wants to be as strong as a unicorn knight, gained the ability to become stronger by killing superhumans. 

Amy, who loves taking care of others, gained healing abilities. 

Kim Gabi, a murderer and swimmer who dumped bodies in the harbor, became a toad. 

Cookie Maker… well, maybe because he likes baking cookies?

Anyway, I don’t think it’s a coincidence that this ‘mystery’ called superpowers chose the person. 

It might have been possible because the superhuman’s nature, situation, goals, trauma, or desires matched the mystery.

This was just my brain’s speculation, not a world-building setting.

“Let’s check up to here and head back.”

We were moving according to the management bureau staff’s guidance.

“Oh, wait a minute. Yes. Yes. Yes?!”

The staff member who received a call from the higher-ups had a stiff face. 

It seemed something had happened.

“Agents! Please gather over here!”

The staff member, with a pale face, explained the situation after finishing the call.

“So…”

The remnants of the superhumanists who fled to Korea after being defeated by the Hero League were causing trouble. The police discovered them hiding near the airport.

“They are fighting in the city streets.”

Finally, the heroes had to face a real battle. We hurried to the airport.

“Once again, this is not a drill, but a real situation.” 

The staff member emphasized as he finished the briefing in the car. 

I reassured the tense Amy and Dong Seo-hee.

“Amy, as mentioned earlier, focus solely on treating the injured. Seo-hee, follow the team leader’s orders carefully. Without transforming, you are vulnerable, so make sure to stay protected by others.”

“…Yes.”

“Got it.”

There were five superhumanists fighting the police. 

Although few in number, they were all veterans skilled in using their powers for killing.

Even with the police and management bureau staff providing maximum support, could the inexperienced heroes defeat them?

“Tsk.”

I couldn’t send Tessa directly out of concern. 


Showing her killing villains in front of these people was not an option.

In the command center disguised as a cargo truck, I watched the live feed from the heroes’ helmet cameras with the management bureau staff. 

The heroes had safely arrived at the scene.

[Fortunately, there are no hostages. We can just throw the ball.]

[I will move the injured.]

[So… what should we do?]

Bambolina, Gargoyle, and Dong Seo-hee spoke in turn.

[We plan to deploy the barrier and proceed with suppression. Is that okay?]

The hero called the team leader asked the command center. 

He was the one directing the management bureau’s heroes on the ground, essentially the Captain Korea.

“Yes, you have permission.”

[Good.]

The team leader, having received the director’s approval, raised his hand high. 

A transparent dome-shaped barrier descended from the sky, enclosing the area where the superhumanists were rampaging to prevent police access.

“Ohh…!”

It was almost like deploying a domain.

The team leader’s nickname was Fortress. 

His ability was to create a dome-shaped barrier to protect allies or trap enemies. 

The barrier was said to be sturdy enough to withstand even an anti-tank weapon.

An ability that could influence a wide area. 

It was certainly versatile.

[Team leader, should I throw the ball right away?]

[Let’s do it.]

[Hiyah!]

Bambolina generated several bomb balls in the air and shot them towards the superhumanists. 

Despite the life-threatening situation, she seemed quite excited. 

Definitely not a normal sentiment. Could she be a psychopath?

The largest of the villains stepped forward and took the bomb balls head-on. 

With colorful sparks, the bomb balls exploded.

Boom!

The villain who blocked the bomb balls was unharmed. 

Perhaps he had body enhancement or shock absorption abilities.

[Wow, he’s really tough. I need to make the balls bigger.]

[No… I’ll do it.]

Dong Seo-hee stepped forward.

[I’m a hero too… If I turn into stone, there’s no worry… and I got paid a lot…]

Muttering something, she slowly moved forward.

That was all to reassure Dong Seo-hee, but anyone would think it was hypnosis.

[Well, let’s do it. If it’s Rockslide, there should be no problem.]

Team leader Fortress nodded. 

That was the signal.

Thunk!

Dong Seo-hee’s body glowed and transformed into a giant rock.

Rumble.

The rock slowly moved…

Rumble!

Gaining momentum, it started rolling quickly towards the target.

Dong Seo-hee’s ability. 

Although called ‘rock’ for convenience, it was actually an unidentified stone with unknown composition. 

Its hardness and weight surpassed any rock or metal on Earth.


It was a stone that even the Unicorn Knight couldn’t destroy. 

It couldn’t be an ordinary rock.

[Ugh, ugh-!]

Soon, the magical rock flattened the villain.

Like a pancake.
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Dong Seo-hee, who had transformed into a landslide, rolled forward, destroying everything in her path. 

Even precious public facilities built with taxpayers’ money were flattened equally before her.

“What the fuck!” 

The remaining four superhumanists, shocked by her overwhelming presence, scattered in all directions.

But their escape didn’t last long. Fortress’ barriers blocked them from all sides. 

“Urgh!” 

“Ugh!” 

One Western woman trying to flee was hit directly by Bombolina’s explosive, and another was crushed flat under the landslide, just like the first guy who died.

In an instant, three were dead. 

If they had been regular police officers, there would’ve been chaos about excessive force or murder charges, but these were government heroes. 

They had something akin to summary execution rights, so no one cared if a few villains died during superpower-related crime suppression.

You might think… 

“Can a country really function like this?” 

But in this world, Korea has no choice. 

Crime is already rampant, and now there are superhumans. 

If they didn’t act like this, the criminals would only become more brazen.

“Surrender! I surrender!” 

The oldest-looking villain, perhaps having lost the will to escape, raised both arms in the air and knelt down.

He looked experienced and seemed like the leader of the remnants, but his abilities appeared quite ordinary. 

The last remaining one, who hadn’t given up, enlarged his fist beyond his body and pounded at the barrier, but naturally, it didn’t even leave a scratch.

“You can’t escape, so just surrender. Ah… Maybe you don’t understand Korean? You two, surrender. No surrender, you die. Okay?” 

Gargoyle, who had finished moving all the injured, approached him, trying to persuade him in fluent ‘Konglish.’

But the guy, whose eyes had rolled back in rage, just spat out English curses and threw a punch. 

Thud! 

Gargoyle’s body shattered into pieces from the massive fist.

Unlike Landslide, Gargoyle’s body was made of actual stone. 

His durability was average, so once he took enough damage, he would break apart.

You might think…. 

“Isn’t that guy just a weakling, then?” 

But with powers like that, he wouldn’t be a hero in the Agency. 

Rrrr! 

The shattered pieces of Gargoyle’s body started reassembling like a puzzle.

That’s right. 

Gargoyle isn’t just an ordinary stone statue; he has self-repair abilities. 

As long as he doesn’t run out of energy, he’s practically immortal. 

I’ve heard that because his body is made of stone, he doesn’t even feel pain. 

He’s perfect for the role of a tank, taking hits on behalf of others.

“Shit…” 

Finally, after the last one surrendered, the situation came to an end.

Seventeen injured, including police officers and civilians. 

Three villains dead, two captured. 

Zero casualties on our side.

Thus, our first real battle ended successfully.

“There’s something strange on their foreheads.” 

Gargoyle, who was examining the two captured villains on the scene, reported the unusual finding to the control room. 

On their foreheads, hidden by their hair, there was a blue mark, like a symbol.

I immediately recognized what it was, having gathered information on supervillains from various sources, including the news. 

“It’s the mark of Ozymandias.”

Ozymandias, the leader of the superhumanists. 

People who fall under his mind control bear a specific mark on their foreheads.

As soon as I heard that, I thought to myself how inferior Ozymandias’ mind control was compared to my own Bicorn Gauntlet. 

My gauntlet only briefly causes a temporary haze in the eyes at first, but otherwise, there’s no visible trace.

“Ah…” 

The Agency staff watching with me in the control room nodded in understanding. 

“So they were under Ozymandias’ mind control, following his orders.”

“…It’s possible that Ozymandias, who escaped, might be planning a terrorist attack on Korea.” 

“That’s serious.” 

“We need to report this immediately.”

While the staff moved on, I couldn’t shake a sense of foreboding, knowing more than they did.

“…..”

The media was reporting that Ozymandias had escaped with the help of the superhumanist remnants, but I didn’t believe that was true. 

This was undoubtedly the work of the Bicorn cult.

Ozymandias, who was either captured or possibly cooperating with the Bicorn cult, had used his powers on these guys. 

If they had intentionally caused this chaos to draw the Hero Agency’s attention, then…

I didn’t know exactly what, but one thing was clear: the cult was planning something fucked up.

I wasn’t about to sit back and take it like what happened with Happy Burger’s headquarters. 

Next time, I’d make the first move.

As I was mulling over how to deal with them, fiddling with my phone, 

“Huh? What… what is that?” 

One of the staff pointed at the monitor, visibly panicking.

The bodies of the three dead superhumanist remnants were turning into purple energy and being transferred somewhere, a sight being broadcast live in real time.

‘Nice.’ 

This was definitely my doing. 

I had anticipated a few casualties in the fight and had sent Tessa in advance. 

Their bodies were being absorbed by Tessa, who had been lying in wait nearby.

“Heroes do all the work, and Tessa gets all the rewards. What a sweet deal.”

Although it wasn’t at Mambo’s level, absorbing three superhumans must have made her a bit stronger.

“Ozymandias must have pulled some trick, or maybe it was one of his subordinate’s abilities.” 

I feigned ignorance and played it off. 


Revealing anything here would only complicate things.

The three captured remnants of the superhumanists were immediately arrested and handed over to another agency (probably something like the National Intelligence Service). 

The media widely reported the heroes’ actions.

The Agency staff were busy searching for Ozymandias, but that wasn’t my concern. 

As things were wrapping up, I called Kim Sae-ryeon. 

“Hey, it’s me. Remember those things I asked you to look into? Can you send me a report as soon as possible?” 

[Understood, Master.] 

“Good.”

The bastards are strutting around like they own this country. 

This time, I’ll attack before the Bicorn cult does. 

You might ask, isn’t my combat power still lacking for that? 

You’d be right. In their main base, I wouldn’t get lucky like with Mambo.

That’s why instead of a direct attack, I’m going to use a strategy where the enemy defeats itself.

*

In a secret underground base at Incheon Port, members of the Bicorn cult chanted in unison, their eyes gleaming with the quiet fanaticism typical of cultists.

This place, secured with the help of Han Sa-ryeon, a conglomerate cartel, was the cult’s first foothold in their attempt to expand into Korea.

“Just as we expected, the Agency is on the move. They’re searching for Ozymandias.” 

One of the cultists, wearing a robe and a mask, reported to a woman in a mask that covered her entire face—a symbol that she was an apostle of the Bicorn cult and leader of one of its factions.

“Everything is going according to plan. Offer the superhumanists as bait and keep the Agency focused on Ozymandias.” 

“Understood.” 

The cultist nodded and withdrew.

The apostle stared at the magic circle being engraved on the ground by the cultists’ chanting. 

Once complete, the entire Incheon Port would fall under the Bicorn cult’s domain.

Another faction, which had contacts in the underworld, was expected to join soon. 

After making sufficient preparations here, they would strike. 

“Mambo was too hasty.”

The Bicorn cult had one goal: to kill the Unicorn Knight. 

Once she was dead, the holy war would end in Bicorn’s victory. 

Their objective was clear, and their target was singular. 

Could there be an easier or more straightforward goal than that?

Yet the holy war had always ended in Bicorn’s defeat, thanks to the overwhelming power of the Unicorn Knight and the superhuman allies who supported her. 

‘Those who were once captivated by the ideals of the Unicorn…’ 

In the past, there were those who, driven by notions of chivalry, heroism, and world peace, stood in the cult’s way.

The more an individual longed for unattainable ideals, the stronger they became. 

That’s why the Unicorn Knight’s allies were always powerful and dangerous. 

Unfortunately, such people no longer exist in the 21st century. 

500 years. It has been 500 long years. 

Science has advanced, and civilization has progressed, expanding human consciousness and evolving it in unprecedented ways. 

The so-called ‘romantic’ ideals have long been abandoned as irrational and outdated.

In this world, where the end of true youth has arrived, there’s no one left who would purely devote themselves to helping the Unicorn Knight.

‘Mambo must have thought the same.’ 

The Unicorn’s ally in Gacheon City also acted according to Bicorn’s ideology rather than the Unicorn’s ideals. 

Based on his life, it was inevitable.

That’s why Mambo had tried to lure the ally with various rewards, but in the end, he failed and died. 

Why? 

The apostle, who had been uncertain, recently learned the exact reason.

“Yun Do-cheol… He must truly be enamored by the ideals of the Unicorn. If not, he’s a disgusting idealist.” 

He was the one who had rejected the fantastic offer made in cooperation with Han Sa-ryeon. 

He wasn’t someone to be persuaded—he was a target to be eliminated.

“How should I deal with him?” 

The apostle was deep in thought when—

Bang! 

The ceiling of the secret base collapsed, and a figure appeared.


“W-What…!” 

The apostle, shocked, identified the intruder. 

That armor and spear—it was unmistakably the Unicorn Knight.

“…Found you.”

And with that, the Bicorn cult faction that had established itself in Korea was annihilated.



 
  
    Chapter 60: The Worst (Not Really) Manager (5)


The next day, I got a call. 

[It’s all taken care of. Thanks for the info.] 

“Okay.” 

Less than a day after I gave the information, everything was wrapped up. 

As expected of the Unicorn Knight. 

They’re amazing at total annihilation. 

It’s painful that the Unicorn Knight got their hands on the Bicorn relic, but it can’t be helped. 

If I left the church alone in order to try to get it myself, who knows what might have happened. 

‘Well, it’s not like I’m collecting the full Bicorn set anyway. No big deal.’ 

I’m only gathering the relics to hinder the Bicorn Knight and ensure my own safety. 

I’ll just shrug it off as a minor disappointment and move on. 

With one issue settled, now I just have to watch out for the criminals, including the ‘Crimson Chamber’ that the sushi ninja chef warned me about. 

I already contacted Cheolsu and the Anti-Gang Task Force, so they should be ready. 

“…..”

Still, I can’t help but feel uneasy. 

I wonder if those blockheaded gangsters can handle things without me. 

Unlike me, who graduated from university before being possessed, that place is full of people who barely finished elementary school. 

I need to wrap up everything I’m working on, so I’m planning to deal with the Management Bureau first and then return to Gacheon City. 

The timing’s good too, since the headquarters renovations are almost done. 

Lately, my main focus has been taking care of Amy and Dong Seohee’s mental health, ever since their busy schedules started after the so-called ‘Airborne Debut Battle.’ 

They’ve been dragged around everywhere and haven’t had proper rest. 

I was worried about Amy because she had to witness such horrors at such a young age, and I was concerned about Seohee because, villain or not, she killed two people by turning them into pancakes. 

That’s enough to mess up anyone’s mind. 

“When’s the last time you had some free time? Things have finally calmed down a bit, haven’t they?” 

Whenever things got a bit quieter, I called them in one by one to talk. 

It was something I should have done first, but the Bicorn Church and adjusting interview schedules caused delays. 

“Seohee, how are you holding up these days?” 

“Huh? Well, it’s been tough.” 

I knew she had concerns. 

“Getting called in for interviews all the time is exhausting… I don’t even get why I have to do makeup when half my face is going to be covered by a mask anyway.” 

“…..”

“Doesn’t this feel more like being an idol than a hero? And it’s not like I can even go around bragging that I’m an idol…” 

I listened to her complaints and asked how she felt about having killed two people. 

“They were villains. Both of them killed a lot of people, right?” 

“That’s true.” 

“Then… it doesn’t matter. I couldn’t feel anything when they turned to stone, and there’s no legal issue either.” 

“…..”

Should I say she has a strong mental fortitude or that she might have a slight psychopathic tendency? 

“Let’s arrange for some light counseling, just in case.” 

“Ugh… that’s a hassle. But fine.” 

I would bet Cheolsu’s life that Seohee’s psychopathy index is higher than most people’s. 

Anyway, she seemed fine. Next, it was Amy’s turn. 

“Amy, how have you been?” 

Among the people Amy treated at the airport, one had been shot and was in a critical condition. 

They were bleeding out, and even an adult would be traumatized by such a sight. 

I was worried that the experience might have affected Amy’s mental state. 

After talking with her briefly, I decided that if things seemed serious, I’d bring in a professional counselor, and if it was really bad, I’d even consider her retirement seriously. 

Of course, it’s my job to convince her not to, but that’s only for the worst-case scenario. 

“Oppa, I’m really okay. Bleeding people? I’ve seen plenty of that at the orphanage too. They weren’t shot, but I’ve patched up and bandaged kids who got into rough fights.” 

Amy responded cheerfully. 

I thought she might be putting on a brave face in front of me, but as we continued talking, she really seemed okay. 

“There was someone in a really dangerous situation, right? If I hadn’t been there, they might not have made it back to their family. That thought weighs on me a bit.” 

Amy took a deep breath and continued. 

“But still… I was happy. For the first time in my life, I did something that only I could do. It wasn’t just anyone who did it—it was something only I could do. Thanks to my ability, everyone was able to return home safely. That… that’s a good thing.” 

“…..”

Talking about this seemed difficult for Amy, and she stuttered a lot, but her sincerity came through clearly. 

She called it a good thing. 

Wow. 

I never thought I’d hear such cheesy words from a kid. 

Amy suddenly feels a bit distant. 

‘She’s really at a wonderful stage of her life.’ 

Don’t get me wrong. 

It’s just that my own personality is so twisted that hearing people say noble and admirable things makes my skin crawl. 

“I see. That’s a relief.” 

I gave her a soft smile without saying much more. 

I wonder if the original comic’s version of Amy worked for the Hero Management Bureau too. 

If it were this kid, I’m sure she would’ve tried hard to do good things.

It didn’t make me entirely happy. 

I thought about how painful the growing pains would be for this child as she experiences different things and comes to understand the world.

It might sound a bit strange now, but when I was a kid, I really loved superhero movies. 

I admired how heroes would stick to their beliefs and never compromise with evil, no matter the situation.

I stopped watching superhero movies after I got older. 

It wasn’t just that they felt childish—something about them started to make me feel uneasy and uncomfortable. 

I still don’t know why, even though I’ve thought about it a lot.

Maybe I’ve become too much of a realist?

Anyway, after that, even though I knew it was just a movie, I found it hard to stay focused. 

I used to scoff at the idea of real-life heroes, saying they’d probably be psychopaths or social misfits, but there was always a bitter feeling behind it.

“…Oppa, are you okay? Are you sick?” 

“Oh, I just worked a lot today and I’m tired. It’s nothing.”


Maybe this is why I can’t look Amy straight in the eyes. 

For the same reasons.

Ugh, I’m exhausted.

Fighting villains might be easier than this.

*

“Oppa, you’ll still visit sometimes, right?” 

“Yeah. Let’s go out for something tasty again when we meet.” 

I patted Amy’s head as she looked at me with sad eyes.

“Huh? Weren’t you going to be my manager for life?” 

“Seohee, I’m still the head of a company, you know. I can’t just disappear.” 

“I’m kidding, I’m kidding. But if the company blows up again, please be my manager!” 

“Haha.”

Funny, isn’t it?

I forced a laugh, even at Seohee’s tone-deaf, unfunny joke. 

If it were a guy, I would’ve slapped him.

I boarded the Happy Burger Car with Tessa, whom I hadn’t seen in a while. 

Even the driver was someone I hadn’t seen in a long time.

“Let’s go.” 

“Yes, sir.”

But no need for many words between us. 

I just gave him a light pat on the shoulder.

Today, I’m heading back to the company. 

The headquarters renovations are finally complete. 

I plan to personally oversee things (although most of it will be handled by Secretary Park) and attend a meeting for new menu development.

The vice president apparently had something brilliant planned, and I was curious to see what it was.

“Oh, President, it’s been a while.”

As soon as I walked through the front gate, a chubby man, Secretary Park, approached me with a cheerful face. 

I was glad to see him too; it had been a while.

“Secretary Park, how have you been?” 

“Ah, don’t even mention it. It’s been boring without you here, President. Haha.” 

“Haha.”

Unlike Seohee, we exchanged a proper adult conversation as we entered the meeting room. 

The meeting was set to start in five minutes. 

As I quietly took a seat, everyone greeted me with nods.

I couldn’t be bothered to respond to each one individually, so I just waved. 

That’s the beauty of being the boss.

“Let’s begin the meeting.”

The meeting began.

“This new product is…?”

Only one project remained, the one planned by the vice president himself. 

He seemed eager to present it personally, as he walked confidently to the screen. 

The first words out of his mouth were enough to shock me.

“How about we create a corporate promotional V-Tuber?”

What the… is he serious?

I almost said it out loud. 

A V-Tuber? 

Seriously, this guy must be out of his mind. 

I’ve been too lenient with him lately, and now he’s completely lost it.

“…A V-Tuber? You mean the kind I’m thinking of?”

I tried to stay calm, but it wasn’t easy.

“Yes. I’m thinking of making it a long-term project.”

The vice president played a video. 

It showed a character that looked like something out of a Japanese anime, waving at the audience.

“This is ‘Lotte-chan,’ the V-Tuber for one of the major domestic companies, Lotte. Lotte-chan…”

He continued explaining how most big companies now have corporate V-Tubers and how the interest in V-Tubers has grown recently, even making waves in the music industry.

“Happy Burger often collaborates with anime-style games, doesn’t it? We can use that advantage to attract not just gamers but customers who enjoy various subcultures as well…”


Hmm.

The guy sure talks a good game.

*

[Ah, hello~! I’m Burger-chan! Annyeong-hamburger~!] 

[…Is this live right now?]



 
  
    Chapter 61. Burger-chan (1)


“A VTuber?” 

Cheolsu blinked in surprise, poking his head out. 

Seeing a big burly guy like him doing that made me instinctively raise my hand, but I held back with superhuman patience. 

Still, since he took care of our city, Gacheon, while I was away, I’ll let it slide this once.

“Yeah, our vice president says he wants to create a VTuber. He wants it so much that if we run short on funds, he’s willing to cover the rest with his own money.” 

“That’s surprising. I thought he was more of a serious type.” 

“But do you even know what a VTuber is?” 

I had no clue either until the vice president showed me some video materials. 

Ever since my brain got sluggish—around the time I stopped watching superhero movies—I hadn’t paid attention to that kind of content at all. 

Who knew there was something like this, where you run a broadcast using an avatar straight out of an otaku anime? 

These days, voice-modifying technology is so advanced that I hear even a middle-aged guy with a beard could pretend to be a girl on-screen. 

At first, I wondered if this vice president was having a ‘midlife crisis’—you know, the kind where people start questioning their identity and decide they want to become a VTuber. 

But he waved off that idea, saying it wasn’t like that at all.

“Of course I know! It’s that popular thing with the kids these days, right? That thing!” 

Did this guy really know? 

It looked like he was pretending to know just to save face, but I decided not to point it out.

“So, we’ll need to recruit someone to become the VTuber, right?” 

“I’ve already thought of someone.” 

The vice president had already booked a set for filming. 

It’s a set filled with special equipment that you can rent if you just pay the fee, which is great because there’s no need to buy any of it. 

The only thing left is to find someone to operate the character (which they call a “pantegi” in the industry), but we haven’t even posted a job listing yet.

“Really? Who’s that? It’s not Tessa, is it?” 

“That’s nonsense. Do you think I’d ever do something as crude as flirting with strange men I’ve never met?” 

“Alright, alright. My bad.” 

Cheolsu quickly backpedaled when Tessa, standing behind me, flared up. 

This guy really doesn’t know who can take a joke and who can’t. 

I heard he started chatting with Susan, the consultant who had come in. 

Maybe his newfound confidence from talking to her made him forget the basic rule that ugly guys shouldn’t cross the line with their jokes?

“I’m thinking of asking someone I know. You know her too.” 

“R-Really?” 

Cheolsu gave me a look that clearly said, ‘So who is it?’ 

There was no reason to keep it a secret. 

It’s not like this is some top-secret project.

“Seojeong.” 

Our Happy Burger promotional VTuber will be none other than Jin Seojeong, the younger sister of the Unicorn Knight.

“What?! You mean the girl living in that villa with her sister?” 

“Yeah, that’s her.” 

“Oh…” 

There’s no grand reason behind it; it’s just a way to provide some legal financial support. 

Jin Seon-ah has been working part-time at Happy Burger’s first branch to earn money, but it’s not enough for her and her sister to live comfortably. 

The damn church doesn’t seem to support their own knight properly either. 

But if we send them a few hundred every month from this side, things should get better. 

You’ve got to take care of your people.

Strike while the iron is hot, as they say. 

After chatting with Cheolsu for a bit, I headed over to Seojeong’s house at the arranged time.

“Oppa!” 

“Hello.” 

Seojeong and Jin Seon-ah greeted me. 

It had been a while since we last saw each other, so even that damned Unicorn Knight… no, Jin Seon-ah, looked just a tiny bit pleased to see me.

“…Hey.” 

“Sigh… yeah, hello.” 

The chill between Jin Seon-ah and Tessa was still palpable. 

Should I be grateful they don’t completely ignore each other? 

It’s a joke that they still claim to be friends while acting like this.

“Oh, right! Oppa… I heard everything from Amy!” 

We were having a nice chat, catching up, when Seojeong suddenly stiffened her expression, curling her lips into a ‘ㅅ’ shape. 

“Huh? Heard what?” 

“That you’ve been hitting on Bombolina! Neglecting your manager duties!” 

Wait, what is she talking about? 

Why would I hit on that crazy explosion-fanatic with terrible naming sense? 

“It’s not like that. I just had a quick chat with her because I noticed she wasn’t happy with her current sponsor.” 

To be exact, I subtly led her to that dissatisfaction, but still. 

“It wasn’t just a quick chat! I heard you talked all day!” 

“It’s not like I had much else to do during patrols. I also talked a lot with Gargoyle and Fortress.” 

Gargoyle is a quiet guy, and Fortress is a reserved middle-aged man, so naturally, I ended up chatting with Bombolina more. 

That young woman, being fresh to the workforce, was chattering about how she wanted to run her own business someday, and honestly, even I was getting tired at one point.

“They said your eyes were sparkling during the conversation!” 

“Why would my eyes sparkle? Amy must have seen wrong.” 

“They said you kept smiling like you were really happy.” 

“Nah, it was just a business smile.” 

“They said you even laughed at her unfunny jokes.” 

“Well, if I didn’t, the mood would’ve dropped.” 

“Hmph…” 

Seojeong, who had been glaring at me with a sulky expression, finally nodded.

“Alright. Since it’s you, I’ll trust you.”

Phew, winning the trust of a young fan is this hard. 

Being good-looking isn’t all sunshine and rainbows.

That aside, Amy… I didn’t expect her to blab about everything like a gossiping bird. 

I’ll have to give her a small scolding next time we meet.


Taking advantage of the slightly relaxed atmosphere, I asked….

“Seojeong, your school break is coming up soon, right?”

“Yes.”

“Will you be busy during the break?”

“No. Oh! Oppa, in that case, should we go on a trip together…”

Before the conversation veered off in another direction, I cut in.

“Then how about trying VTubing?”

“What?”

I briefly explained the situation to Seojeong.

“Oh… a VTuber for Happy Burger promotion, right?”

“Yep.”

After some thought, Seojeong spoke up.

“I know what a VTuber is, but I don’t really know the details. I’ve only seen a few clips on YouTube, and even those were mostly people singing. It looked fun though…”

Well, at least she doesn’t seem against the idea. 

That’s good enough for me.

“It’s fine. You learn by doing. I wasn’t good at running a company from the start either.”

In the early days, I almost died from high blood pressure trying to manage a bunch of idiotic brats who acted all cocky. 

There wasn’t a single day when I didn’t have to use the ‘Merchant Spirit Rod’ to beat some sense into them. 

But through perseverance, I shaped those dummies into proper people and brought in competent folks like Secretary Park to the management team. 

That’s how we got to this point.

“…You think I can do it?”

“Of course.”

Even if Seojeong isn’t great at VTubing, it doesn’t matter. 

I don’t expect this business to take off anyway.

Why?

Because why would people bother watching a ‘corporate-sponsored’ VTuber? 

There’d be too many restrictions since it’s focused on promotion. 

Even if we collaborated with companies that make games, it’s not like they’re producing big hits like League of Storms or Lost Ark. 

Most of them churn out cookie-cutter idle mobile games featuring cute anime girls, and who’s going to watch streams of that? 

People might watch a few times, but that’ll be it.

This project was greenlit purely for Seojeong’s sake. 

As long as she’s satisfied, I’m good.

“Alright. I’ll give it a try. When should I start?”

“How about three weeks from now? If you need more time, I’ll give you some.”

“Then I’ll spend the next three weeks mastering VTubing!”

With determination in her voice, Seojeong subscribed to dozens of VTuber channels on YouTube. 

I’m not sure how much she’ll learn in three weeks, but she seems really motivated. 

It’s just a side gig for her to make some pocket money, so there’s no need to take it too seriously.

“Just take it easy and have fun. No pressure.”

After a bit more chit-chat, I left the house. 

Two weeks later, I heard some shocking news.

“A VTuber agency run by a gang? Seriously?”

The vice president nodded.

“Didn’t those Huoguo guys run a loan shark business? When people couldn’t repay their debts, they’d threaten them and take their daughters to form a VTuber group.”

I checked out the VTuber channel they had run.

Qipao Girls.

“These guys are insane.”

Not Gangster Girls or anything like that—what the hell is this?

They stopped running it after I took over the food cartel (apparently, the group was disbanded), but before that, it was pretty active. 

They even had more subscribers than our official Happy Burger channel.

“Actually, I was thinking of bringing those girls over to train Seojeong.”

Bringing back girls who had been forced into VTubing? 

Has the vice president gone mad from dealing with the underworld for too long?

“So, what? You got a problem with that?”

I had to reject this idea outright. 

There’s no way I’m going to use those poor girls. 

What kind of devil is he?

The vice president shook his head.

“No, I meant we could ask those girls to train Seojeong. Even though they were forced into it, they were active as VTubers for three years. They’d be helpful.”

Oh, now that’s an idea I can get behind. 


Learning from experts is better than trying to self-study.

“Offer them a nice contract with a good signing bonus, and treat them with the utmost respect. If you force them and I find out, you’re dead.”

“Understood.”

And so, the VTuber project slowly moved forward.





 
  
    Chapter 62: Burger-chan (2)


Park Mina still remembers that day.

The day she was dragged off by strange men and forced to lead a three-member VTuber group called the bizarre name “Qipao Girls.”

“Hic…hic.”

“M-mom…!”

The two other young women, who had also been dragged into a cold, eerie basement like her, shed tearful eyes and trembled in fear. 

Mina wasn’t much different. 

She had grown up being beaten with a liquor bottle by a man she refused to call ‘father,’ so she had long run out of tears. 

Still, her teeth chattered, and her hair stood on end from fear.

‘That bastard…!’

It was because that so-called father had borrowed money from a loan shark—a criminal organization, no less—and fled abroad, leaving her in this situation. 

Being born as that man’s daughter was her only crime.

“You three only have three choices.” 

….Said a Chinese man with a shaved head, reeking of cigarette smoke, speaking in broken Korean.

“First, you paint your faces and sell your bodies in the clubs. Second, you board a shrimping boat and catch shrimp. Third, you become VTubers on YouTube.”

Honestly, there wasn’t a choice. 

Who would want to sell their bodies or work on a shrimp boat? 

The option that seemed to involve the least physical pain was the third one.

“I-I’ll be a VTuber!”

“Me too…”

“VTuber… for me too…”

All three women shouted in unison, and the Chinese gangster nodded.

“Good. If any of you fail to gather 100,000 subscribers within a year, you’ll be shipped off to the clubs or the shrimping boat.”

“…!”

A hundred thousand subscribers. 

Not ten thousand, but a whopping hundred thousand. 

Did he think that was a dog’s name or something?

Even though Mina didn’t know much about the VTuber industry, she knew enough to realize that amassing that many subscribers on YouTube in just one year was a tall order.

“Alright. 100,000 subscribers. I’ll give it a shot.”

But she had no choice. 

A chance to delay a fate as grim as death for a whole year was an opportunity worth taking. 

In the meantime, she could think of a way to escape overseas like her father.

“At least give us two months—50 days or so to prepare. There’s a lot to learn. I swear I’ll work hard, please…”

“50 days. Fine.”

Mina managed to buy herself 50 days. 

During that time, she, along with the other two women, spent every waking hour—except for sleeping—watching VTuber videos in the apartment the Chinese gangsters had provided.

“What is this? It’s so creepy! I can’t watch this comfortably!”

“A meme? What’s that? Do we need to know stuff like this to become VTubers?”

At first, she tried to be nice. 

After all, they were all in the same miserable situation. 

But the other two, who had grown up sheltered from the world, kept making naive comments, and Mina, the eldest and most realistic one, had no choice but to take charge.

“Do you want to end up in a bar, rubbing shoulders with actual perverts? If you’re uncomfortable, sit up straight.”

“You can understand most of this by reading through a TroeWiki article once. If that’s still confusing, just Google it. It takes one click—how hard is that?”

Once she laid it on thick, they finally started listening. 

It wasn’t that they were bad people; they just didn’t understand subculture very well, so they resisted at first. 

Both of them came from fairly well-off families, but their parents had gambled away everything, even losing their land deeds, which landed them here.

“Let’s start by practicing popular catchphrases and memes. We, who have no connections, need to ride this wave.”

“Since it’s being run by a gang anyway, we can push the boundaries a bit. Our selling point will be edgy jokes—stuff that skirts the line.”

“You know how the YouTube algorithm works, right? This is what we need to leverage. If you look, it works like this…”

“Relatability. The videos kept stressing how important it is to understand what interests your audience.”

“Install Rainbow Archive right now. Anyone who watches VTubers plays that game.”

Mina worked incredibly hard. 

Though it wasn’t her fault, she was stuck doing this VTuber gig because of her father’s sins. 

Still, she had a small hope—just once in her life, she wanted to achieve something.

Turn your crisis into an opportunity. 

Isn’t that what some famous person said? 

Mina thought that if she could make it big as a VTuber, she could pay off the debt and live a happy life.

Of course, that was a huge misconception. 

The more successful Mina became, the less likely the gangsters would let her go.

But maybe it was because she worked so hard with the mindset that failure meant death.

“Nong~! Kikiki~!”

“What a madhouse…”

“Hum… It’s about right.”

“Ah! Aisse!”

“Boom boom hi~!”

“Kim Kobung! Go outside and buy me a Meruna~!”

“It’s me, Perilla Soup!”

Through all her effort, Mina became an internet legend and created internet legends.

Now, all that was left was to establish the characters’ concepts.

“We’ll go with a Chinese girl group concept. I’ll be the responsible and dependable older sister. Si-eun, you’ll be the cool second sister. And Ye-ji, you’ll be the cute youngest.”

Mina presented her draft, but the reactions weren’t great.

“You’re saying we should unify the concept as a girl group? I want to be a villainous noblewoman. How about a character who dominates other VTubers in games, like a villainous noblewoman? I’m good at games, so it would be fun.”

“Unnie, I want to be a magical girl…”

They still hadn’t come to their senses. 

Mina had no choice but to raise her voice.

“Do you really think you can maintain such complicated concepts for more than a year? And didn’t they say the only model we have left is the one in qipaos? Get it together!”

After all their struggles, ‘that day’ finally arrived.

“Fifty days have passed. You’re ready, right?”

Whether the world would recognize them or not, this was the result of 50 days of hard work. 

So when the gangsters came back to threaten them, Mina stood tall.


“Of course. One hundred thousand subscribers. We’ll achieve it.”

“I see.”

The gangster guided them to the studio.

It was a set created by a middle-aged man with a big belly (his VTuber nickname was Mollang Mollang Nyang) who had racked up a massive debt from a loan shark run by Huo Guo Huo Guo to buy the VTuber broadcasting equipment. 

Although the place had been confiscated by the gangsters after he failed to repay his debt, it was well-maintained and functional.

Mina and the other girls quickly familiarized themselves with the equipment and dove into the VTuber market. 

The manager and producer, also brought in by the gangsters, were people who had also become slaves to the gang due to unpaid debts.

[Hello~! We’re Qipao Girls! Nihao, Nihao~!]

That’s how they debuted and began their broadcasts.

[BikiniDance: LOL these girls are really going all out with edgy jokes.]

[Princess Diana: What’s this? Jjajang Girls?]

[Evening Tent Installer: Are they always streaming together? Do they live in the same house?]

[Long-Range Spy: What’s your favorite character in Rainbow Archive? If you can’t answer, I’ll label you a filthy normie.]

Because of their extensive preparation, the response wasn’t bad. 

It helped that the VTuber modeling created by the man who had designed the set was top-notch.

Despite working hard for a year, they ultimately failed to reach 100,000 subscribers.

“U-unnie, what happens to us now? Do we really have to go to the club? I swear to god, I even forced myself to watch all those gross isekai fanservice anime! This ruined my life…!”

“Mom, I became a VTuber! I studied subculture, even the darkest parts of it! I didn’t know much about it, but I tried so hard to learn and even practiced singing, watched anime… and now this! Mom, I’m scared…”

“It’s okay. We still got 80,000. There’s potential. If we ask for a little more time, I’m sure—”

Mina was panicking too, but as the leader and eldest, she tried to calm her younger peers.

At that moment, a man they’d never seen before appeared with unbelievable news.

“Online broadcasting? You don’t have to do that anymore. That Chinese gangster who was controlling you guys? He’s dead. Haven’t you seen the news?”

The TV was broadcasting a report about the criminal cartels that ruled the underworld in Gacheon City being wiped out by the “Unicorn Knight.”

Mina didn’t know it, but all the Huo Guo Huo Guo Triad members had been completely wiped out. 

The man standing in front of them now was a gangster from the Happy Burger syndicate, which had taken over.

“You’ve almost paid off your debt with the streaming. It’s over. Live your life. Poor young girls… tsk.”

With that, Mina and the girls were free to return to their normal lives.

They thought that would be the end of it, but it wasn’t.

Today, that same man returned, offering them a new job—VTuber training.

“So, what do you think? Here’s your signing bonus, and there’s a salary on top of that.”

Mina, lost in her memories of the past, snapped back to the present at his words.

‘…It was such a hard time.’


The girl he mentioned who was becoming a VTuber must have been in the same situation, trapped by the gangsters. 

Even if they had let her go, a gangster was still a gangster. 

Mina needed to infiltrate as a trainer and rescue that girl, who was probably too scared to even think of reporting to the police, just like she had been.

“…I’ll do it.”

Mina made up her mind.



 
  
    Chapter 63: Burger-chan (3)


Today was the day Mina would meet the girl who had been captured by the gangsters. 

Feeling incredibly tense, she stepped into the studio.

It wasn’t the same studio that Mina and the others had used when they were VTubers. 

This one was larger, more comfortable, and much cleaner. 

The old set had been a makeshift studio built by a middle-aged man with a big belly who had wanted to inhabit the body of a virtual cute girl. 

He had converted a semi-basement into that set, and despite his best efforts at upkeep, it had its limits.

‘That summer, when mold was everywhere… it was a living nightmare.’

Mina recalled as she shook her head, trying to forget the awful memory. 

Regardless, even if this studio was just rented, it was clear a lot of money had been invested.

‘They must have put some serious funds into this place.’

She had heard that the girl’s role was to be the official promotional VTuber for Happy Burger. 

That had surprised Mina. 

She hadn’t expected one of the most popular franchises in Gacheon City to be backed by gangsters. 

Happy Burger wasn’t just any fast food chain; it was a local business that had gained public favor through welfare programs and charity work, making the revelation even more shocking.

Of course, Mina didn’t believe the entire Happy Burger organization was run by criminals. 

The company likely had no idea they were dealing with gangsters when they outsourced something like VTuber channel management. 

The world was full of criminals trying to act legitimate in public, and Happy Burger may have unknowingly hired these thugs.

“Her name was ‘Jin Seo-jeong,’ right?” 

Mina muttered quietly as she took off her shoes. 

The name gave off the impression of a sensitive, emotional, and delicate girl.

She had heard that Seo-jeong was still in high school—a minor. 

Experiencing something like this at such a formative age would surely drain her of all joy.

‘Only I can save her.’

Fueled by a sense of mission, Mina glanced around the set. 

She saw the girl sitting at a computer with headphones on, watching VTuber videos and humming to herself. 

Feeling someone’s presence, the girl turned around.

“Oh!”

Contrary to Mina’s expectations, the girl had bright, alert eyes and was quite pretty.

“Oh, hello! I’ve heard a lot about you! You used to be in Qipao Girls, right? I watched all your videos! You’re so witty and entertaining! I really enjoyed them.”

Seo-jeong greeted Mina with a radiant smile, full of life. 

Surprised by her cheerfulness, Mina missed her chance to reply.

“Oh! Yes, um… Seo-jeong, right?”

“You can just call me Seo-jeong. Is it okay if I call you teacher?”

“Well, if that makes you comfortable…”

Mina had imagined Seo-jeong as a frail girl, stammering and broken from fear and exhaustion. 

She had planned to take the lead in the conversation and had even practiced a few times before arriving.

“Just speak casually with me, it’s fine~!” Seo-jeong chirped.

“Uh, should I…?” 

Mina felt her voice getting smaller, awkwardly shy now that the conversation was going so smoothly. 

‘No, I’m sure she’s just putting on a brave face. If we keep talking, her real feelings will eventually come out.’

Mina saw Seo-jeong as a mature girl trying her hardest to appear cheerful, despite her painful circumstances. 

This only made her seem more pitiable. 

Mina steeled herself once again and listened to Seo-jeong.

“This is my character! Her name is Burger-chan! Isn’t she cute? I got the name from the ‘burger’ in Happy Burger, and the ‘chan’ is a suffix you use when calling a close female friend.”

Seo-jeong excitedly showed Mina her VTuber model. 

It was a small, adorable twin-tailed girl wearing a hamburger hat. 

The quality was several times better than what Qipao Girls had had. 

Even Mina, who was knowledgeable about VTuber characters, thought… 

‘Oh, this could definitely be popular.’

“I’ve even decided on a character quirk! I’m going to add ‘burger’ to the end of my sentences. Like, ‘Hello-burger~! See you tomorrow-burger~!’ Not too often, though—it might get annoying. I’ll save it for the start and end of streams, or key moments. What do you think?”

‘Wait, is she really forced into this? She seems genuinely interested…’

Mina wondered if Seo-jeong had become so absorbed in her VTuber concept as a form of escapism. 

‘Why does she seem like she’s having fun?’ 

Mina was confused. 

‘I became a VTuber after suffering with Si-eun and Ye-ji for 50 grueling days… Why are you enjoying this?’

Mina felt lost.

“…It’s nice.”

“Isn’t it?! I’m so glad you think so.”

Although Mina knew it was wrong, she found Seo-jeong’s bright smile oddly irritating. 

Did this girl even understand the gravity of her situation?

Mina began to check if there were any hidden microphones or cameras around. 

She had intended to be more cautious before bringing up serious topics, but for some reason, she couldn’t hold back.

“Seo-jeong, listen…”

“Yes?”

“You don’t have to force yourself to smile in front of me. 

I was in the same situation as you when I became a VTuber.”

“The same situation? Oh, so did my brother ask you to—?”

“It’s okay. I know everything. You’re here because of a debt, right? Trying to pay it off. Is it your mom? Your dad? Or maybe both? If not, maybe it’s a sibling. It doesn’t really matter.”

Mina gently placed her hand on Seo-jeong’s shoulder.

“…?”

Seo-jeong only blinked her eyes in response.

“There’s no need for that. This is all illegal, and it’s a crime. Let’s go to the police together. I’ll help you. It’ll be scary, but you need to be brave… it’s the only way to escape.”

Mina carefully delivered the lines she had rehearsed for days. 

She talked about how it would be a difficult journey, but they could start by gathering evidence. 

After filing a report, Seo-jeong could receive protection, and Mina would ensure she was safe while staying with her. 

As she spoke, Seo-jeong’s expression constantly shifted.

“So… ‘Qipao Girls’ was a VTuber channel run by a criminal organization, and you were forced to work as a VTuber for a year because of your father’s debt?” 

Seo-jeong asked, her voice filled with disbelief.

“That’s right.”


“Wow, that’s a really shocking story… but I believe you. You must’ve gone through so much, and the other girls too. You all must’ve had such a hard time.”

“…Thank you.”

“But this isn’t that kind of situation. My older brother recommended this job to me. It has nothing to do with gangsters or anything like that.”

Ah. Mina began to piece together Seo-jeong’s situation. 

She must’ve been deceived.

“That brother of yours probably sold you out to the gangsters. He’s making you pay off his debt.”

This kind of thing wasn’t unheard of. 

There were cases of boyfriends turning their girlfriends into streamers, only to abuse them for years and take all the money they made. 

This was likely a similar case.

“Huh? No, what are you talking about? My brother isn’t like that! He’s the president of a company!”

“You’ve been tricked. If you ask him which company, I bet he won’t even give you a straight answer.”

“I do know which company it is!”

“Then tell me. What company?”

“…It’s a secret.”

The idea of a high school girl living in a villa with a personal connection to a company president didn’t sit right with Mina. 

Seo-jeong didn’t want to say the name or details about the company, likely out of fear that Mina’s suspicions would bring trouble to Do-chul. 

But her vague behavior only made Mina more suspicious.

“…!”

Mina was at a loss for words. 

Seo-jeong seemed to be suffering from something much deeper than she had realized. 

It was a serious condition—something like delusional disorder. 

More commonly, it’s known as Ripley Syndrome, where people tell lies but genuinely believe them to be true. 

Ye-ji, the youngest member of Qipao Girls, had shown similar symptoms in the past.

– I’m actually a magical girl! Abracadabra! Boom! Hehehe…

– Sis, haven’t you seen my axolotl assistant, Papa? When is he coming? He needs to return to his homeland… No, wait, I can’t let him go back! I’m the only one who can stop the invading alpaca army!

– I shouldn’t even be doing this VTuber stuff! The people of the Magic Kingdom are dying because of my evil younger sister!

– Sis, look outside! The alpaca soldiers are here! Aaaah!

After watching too much anime while being mentally exhausted, Ye-ji had convinced herself that she was a princess from a magical kingdom, exiled to the human world by her sister’s conspiracy. 

She’d even called a massager she found her magical staff, displaying countless bizarre behaviors. 

Ye-ji only snapped out of it when she saw the Chinese gangsters arrive as her VTuber debut drew closer.

– So, are you all ready for the debut?

– H-Hiiyaaaaah!

Mina still remembered Ye-ji’s terrified face as she snapped back to reality the moment she smelled the stench of cigarettes from the Chinese gang members, wetting herself in fear.

‘Does Seo-jeong believe she’s romantically involved with this company president? Is that why she seems so cheerful?’ 

Mina thought. 

While it wasn’t as fantastical as Ye-ji’s delusions about being a princess, it was still just as much of an illusion.


Swallowing the bitter truth, Mina held back tears.

“Seo-jeong… let’s go to the police together. We can tell the officers everything. It’ll be okay. I’ll help you,” 

Mina said, holding Seo-jeong’s hands tightly.

“No, that’s not it… ugh, this is driving me crazy! Please, sister, just listen to me!”

Seo-jeong had to spend quite some time clearing up Mina’s deeply entrenched misunderstanding.



 
  
    Chapter 64. Bugger-chan (4)


The awaited day had finally arrived.

“At last…!”

It wasn’t a monumental day, but it was the day that our Vice President’s much-anticipated corporate promotional VTuber, Bugger-chan, would make her official debut. 

That earlier shout wasn’t from me; it came from the Vice President sitting nearby.

The 90-inch wall-mounted TV in the first-floor lobby turned on, and the words ‘[5 Minutes Until Broadcast]’ appeared in large text.

“Oh, finally…!”

Ah, this guy. 

Can’t he just tone it down a little?

The VP kept exclaiming in excitement, and it was getting on my nerves. 

He’d gathered the staff who weren’t too busy in the lobby, insisting it was essential for them to watch because it was a company matter. 

Somehow, even Tessa and I ended up here, sitting awkwardly. 

After all, it wouldn’t look good if the CEO skipped something like this. 

But the VP’s over-the-top reactions were getting annoying.

He’s got kids, so why is he acting like this? 

Has his taste become childish since he started raising them?

“Do you really like this that much?”

I couldn’t talk down to him in front of the staff, so I asked politely.

“Of course! This means our company is finally entering the realm of the MZ generation. We need to secure young customers now for the future…”

To me, his logic just sounded like nonsense. 

It always did, but today it seemed even more ridiculous.

“Is this really something the MZ generation likes? Isn’t it just niche content?”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about. All the kids these days watch VTubers.”

“I’m not so sure about that.”

I gave him a questioning look, and the VP pulled an offended face.

“Even my daughter watches VTubers.”

“Maybe she watches them because you do?”

Look at him, unable to come up with a response. 

Jeez, if Seo-jeong wasn’t doing this for pocket money, I would’ve flipped the table by now.

“Great work you’re doing. Truly a role model,” I muttered under my breath, making sure not to let him overhear.

Finally, the broadcast started.

“Hello~!”

A female character appeared on screen, with a background replicating the counter of Happy Burger’s first store in graphics. 

The character had pink hair tied into pigtails and was wearing a burger-shaped hat. 

She looked more like a young girl than a woman, as if targeting a specific audience. 

The model design was done by an external designer, but it was the VP who had hired them, so the design reflected his taste.

“I’m Bugger-chan! Hello, Burger~!”

Seo-jeong, dressed as Bugger-chan, smiled brightly and greeted the viewers. 

Soon, replies started flooding in via the chat window at the top right of the screen.

[Chat Messages] 

[LoveDeathNyan: Nyaa~ I’ve been waiting so eagerly!] 

[DelinquentKid: Oh, finally.] 

[GunKoya: Isn’t this a ripoff of Eternal Survival?]

-SYSTEM: ‘GunKoya’ has been banned. 

[TempAccount: First time seeing the Happy Burger VTuber Bugger-chan.] 

[Eolbeogi: Did they do all that hype-building just for this?] 

[Anonymous123: Wow, it’s really Bugger-chan from Happy Burger! This is amazing.] 

[JesusJuice: Damn! Bugger-chan! I love you!] 

[HippoManson: OP fan moment?] 

[ASDF: Wow, Happy Burger’s VTuber is so fun.] 

[BurgerMeatExpert: The model design passes!] 

[HulaHula: Oh, the voice~] 

[qwer: The Happy Burger VTuber is amazing. I’ll definitely tune in next time.]

There were already quite a few viewers tuned in, thanks to all the pre-debut promotion we’d done. 

Of course, I had also hired some extra help, but even so, getting this many people for the first broadcast was a positive sign.

Though, some of them are clearly part of the hired help. 

I’ll have to file a complaint about that. 

At least the chat is lively, so that’s something.

“Since today is Bugger-chan’s debut broadcast, we’ll have a special quiz event~! Guess the right answer, and you’ll win a prize!” 

Seo-jeong’s voice was gentle yet energetic as she continued the show. 

Her concept was supposed to be a lazy but cheerful kid, right?

The VP had said something about ‘gap moe,’ but honestly, I had no idea what he was talking about. 

If someone’s lazy, they’re lazy, and if they’re cheerful, they’re cheerful. 

What’s this in-between stuff?

[Chat Messages] 

[PickledPorkPiggy: A quiz? What do we win if we get it right?] 

[HippoManson: Quiz) What color is Bugger-chan’s underwear?]

-SYSTEM: ‘HippoManson’ has been banned. 

[BurgerMeatExpert: Stop stalling and get on with it.] 

[Eolbeogi: The mod is doing a good job.] 

[JesusJuice: Muhahaha!]

Bugger-chan hummed a tune as she watched the chat. 

For her first time, she was handling it surprisingly well. 

I expected her to stumble from nerves.

It seemed like Park Mina, the person hired through the VP’s connections, had done a good job of training her. 

She was probably coaching Seo-jeong right now.

[Chat Messages] 

[BurgerMeatExpert: Hurry, hurry, hurry!] 

[BurgerQueen: Can’t believe Happy Burger is doing this. What a spectacle.] 

[Luzes: Isn’t this another one of those projects where some old fat guy says, ‘This is what the MZ generation likes nowadays,’ and runs with it? LOL.] 


[GingerTea: But isn’t there another VTuber with a burger hat?] 

[Runderry: Oh yeah, I thought this was an Eternal Survival parody at first.]

[Leafman: Isn’t this a ripoff?] 

[FatherTouch: Typical small-time company, immediately copying others~]

-SYSTEM: ‘Ginger Tea’ has been banned.

-SYSTEM: ‘Runderry’ has been banned.

-SYSTEM: ‘Leafman’ has been banned.

-SYSTEM: ‘FatherTouch’ has been banned.

[Medeia: Why, why, why, why, why, why, why, why?] 

[Holstein: Whoa…] 

[Corin: What’s with the ban show right from the start?] 

[Tentenmyeon: Attention viewers, listen closely. You have seen nothing. You remember nothing. Such a VTuber… never existed in the first place…!] 

[Park Byeong-gu: Never mention that name.] 

[Hulhula: The humming is nice. I bet she sings well, too.] 

[Heumjommu: Other VTubers release songs for their debut events. Doesn’t our Bugger-chan have any original songs prepared?]

As Bugger-chan observed the chat responses flooding in, she finally spoke up.

[The quiz prize is~! The Noblesse Set, a specialty of Happy Burger! We’ll have 100 quiz questions, and there are 100 Noblesse Sets up for grabs! Get one right and take it home~!]

This had been agreed upon beforehand. 

Since this VTuber was created to sell burgers, the idea was to start off by giving away a bit more generously.

[Eolbeogi: The Noblesse Set?! Isn’t that the crazy set that costs 50,000 won?] 

[Gangbukho: That’s priced like a handcrafted burger, whoa…] 

[BurgerPing: Bring back the Yukhoe Burger.] 

[BakRidamae: Whoa, heck yeah, quiz time!] 

[Forest of the 13th Month: This is getting interesting.] 

[BurgerMaster: 100 Noblesse Sets at 50,000 won each. That’s 5 million won. Happy Burger is spending some cash.] 

[BurgerMeatExpert: Hurry up with the first quiz!] 

[GukBabi: That super expensive burger, let me have a bite too.]

The chat, which had briefly calmed down, started to heat up again.

[Now, the first quiz! What’s Bugger-chan’s favorite item on the Happy Burger menu? No sets allowed~!]

Bugger-chan eagerly pushed ahead with the quiz show, and I watched for another 20 minutes or so. 

There were no signs of any broadcast issues.

Thanks to Seo-jeong’s surprisingly smooth handling of the broadcast, everything went well, especially for a first-time host.

‘I was ready to console her if it flopped, but it turned out just fine.’

“Tessa, let’s go.”

“Okay.”

We got up. 

It’s important for the boss to leave first, so the employees know they can move too. 

As I stood, the staff who had been forced to sit by the Vice President slowly started to rise as well.

“So, what do you think? Pretty good, right?”

“Haha, yes…”

“You know, I actually came up with the idea for that model design. These days, young people really like that kind of thing…”

“Vice President, Ms. Mina looks busy. Let’s let her go. I gave her a task earlier.”

I tapped the VP on the shoulder as he enthusiastically bragged about Bugger-chan to a female employee who had been cornered. 

We left the lobby, and the trapped employee shot me a grateful look with her eyes.

“Whew.”

Honestly, watching a VTuber’s broadcast for the first time wasn’t that fun. 

I only watched because of Seo-jeong, but if it had been anyone else, I wouldn’t have bothered.

Was it because I was getting older? 

Or maybe it was the past two years I spent struggling to survive among gangsters that had made my emotions feel so dull.

‘Goodbye, Bugger-chan.’

Even if it were before my soul got transferred here, I don’t think I would’ve enjoyed this.

Back in my cushy office chair, I looked over at Tessa, who was staring out the window, and asked her:

“So, what did you think of the broadcast? Was it worth watching?”

After a moment’s hesitation, Tessa slowly replied.

“I’m not sure… It just seemed like someone playing a cartoon character and talking. Do people really enjoy this…? I don’t get it.”

“I see.”

I agreed with her. 

Enough of the pointless chatter, I decided to ask her something else.

“And the new… ah, should I say ‘developed’ abilities? How are those?”


Since returning from Seoul, Tessa had absorbed three superhuman figures, making her a bit stronger. 

However, I’d been too busy to train with her lately. 

She had been practicing alone in the early mornings, and I was curious to see the results.

“Want to see?”

Tessa grinned confidently.



 
  
    Chapter 65: Gangster in the Backroom (1)


“Wanna see?” 

I nodded, almost mesmerized by Tessa’s confident attitude. 

She confirmed that we were the only two in the office, then used her ability. 

Her eyes and hands glowed purple. 

Vwoom! 

The purple energy flowed from her hands and enveloped a porcelain vase on my desk, lifting it into the air. 

This wasn’t just any ordinary vase; it was a pretty expensive one. 

It had been a bribe offered by the remnants of the Unicorn Knights after they were crushed by HuoguoHuoguo, trying to join my organization. 

They claimed it was a masterpiece crafted by a Chinese artisan, and after checking, it turned out to be genuine, with both the certificate of authenticity and serial number matching up. 

“Whoa.” 

I couldn’t help but be impressed as I watched the vase float, controlled by Tessa’s telekinesis. 

Projectile attacks, shields, and now telekinesis? 

Finally, a utility ability! 

This feels like a really rewarding RPG where I get to level up Tessa. 

Compared to the uncertain future of running this risky company, the return on investment here is crystal clear. 

“It doesn’t work on living things, and there’s a weight limit on what I can lift… But it should improve as I absorb more mystical energy.” 

Tessa spoke proudly, her purple eyes shining. 

“Though, I’m still not very good at fine control.” 

“…Is that so?” 

Now I felt uneasy. 

“I’ll return it to its original place. Just a moment.” 

The vase started to shake as it moved. 

“Tessa, that’s expensive, so be careful…” 

Crash! 

“Oops.” 

My precious vase… The last relic of HuoguoHuoguo! 

Aaaarghhh!!!

“…..”

“…I’m really sorry.” 

“N-No worries. We can just buy another one.” 

“I’ll go get the same one for you.” 

“It’s honestly fine. That was just a cheap fake from a market stall.” 

What are you going to buy? 

You can’t even afford it on your salary. 

I swallowed my tears and smiled. 

Laughing in the face of sadness—that’s what it means to be truly elite. 

I convinced myself that this was just an investment in Tessa’s growth. 

After all, our overseas expansion is coming up soon. 

We’re about to make a fortune, so what’s a little pocket change in comparison? 

Just as I was about to praise Tessa for successfully developing her abilities, my phone started buzzing with a foreboding sound. 

It was the alarm that goes off when there’s an emergency with the gang’s crime prevention unit. 

What could it be now? 

Another new villain showing up? 

“What’s going on?” 

I quickly answered, expecting it to be related to the group the ninja chef had warned me about—the ‘Hongryunbang.’ 

[Boss, we’ve got a problem.] 

The call was from a member of Squad 11, who was patrolling near Gacheon University.

His name… Kim Tae-sik, I think? 

He was a former member of the Gacheon Sikgu gang and had been with us since the early smuggling days, so I vaguely remembered his face.

Despite being one of the original members, he’s still stuck as a low-ranking grunt because he’s dumb and has terrible judgment. 

Still, he’s not violent or underhanded. 

“Just tell me what happened already. Quickly.” 

The fact that a mere grunt was calling instead of the squad leader meant the situation was urgent—too urgent to consult with his boss first. 

“Well, this might sound sudden or absurd, but I’m not joking, so please take this seriously…” 

Ah, this guy… Why is he dragging things out in such an emergency? 

How ridiculous is this going to be? 

“Hurry up!” 

“We’re trapped in a building we’ve never seen before! All the exits are blocked, and we can’t get out!” 

“…What? Explain in detail.” 

Tae-sik was stuck in a bizarre and almost unbelievable situation.

There’s something known as ‘liminal space.’ 

It refers to a state where the boundary between private and public spaces blurs. 

Originally, this term was used in architecture and art, but it became popular as an internet meme. 

Nowadays, it describes spaces that feel familiar but evoke a strange sense of detachment or unease for some unknown reason. 

Imagine being left alone in a place that’s usually crowded, like a large supermarket, mall, or amusement park. 

Wouldn’t that feel eerie, like something bad might have happened? 

Liminal space refers to pictures or videos that give off this unsettling vibe.

From this concept, a creepypasta called ‘Backrooms’ emerged. 

It’s a myth about getting trapped in an enclosed, mysterious space from which there’s no escape due to some unknown phenomenon. 

The reason I’m giving such a lengthy explanation is that the situation Tae-sik described matched the features of the Backrooms.

[It seems like this might be that kind of ability—a personal dimension or space unique to a mystical user, or perhaps another world entirely.] 

The Unicorn Knight, who had been explaining the situation, sighed. 

[Since you asked, I’ll try to track down any mystical traces, but there’s a chance it might not be connected to Gacheon City at all.]

“Is there no way to break them out?” 

[Well… I don’t know everything about mystical abilities, but the simplest way would be to kill the user, if you can find them.] 

Both the Unicorn Knight and Tessa had the same suggestion: kill the mystical user. But was there really no other option? 

“Sigh…”

Two hours had passed since Tae-sik had been trapped in that unknown space. 

We had been checking in every 30 minutes to conserve his phone battery, but each time, his condition worsened.


“Boss… I’m so scared… It’s cold, and I’m hungry…” 

Just an hour ago, Kim Tae-sik had been laughing it off, saying it was just a prank by a psychic. 

Now he had completely changed. 

‘Poor guy… He really got caught up with a strange psychic,’ I thought, clicking my tongue. 

“Hang in there a bit longer. The boys are out searching for you. We’re checking every museum inside and around Gacheon City.”

Kim Tae-sik had been trapped in what seemed to be a museum. 

Museum… at least, that’s what we guessed based on the relics, artworks, and paintings around the place. 

But the truth is, no one knows for sure. 

Why? 

Because all the writing in that space was in a language not found on Earth. 

[It’s definitely not English… It doesn’t seem like French or Russian either. I’m not exactly a language expert, but I know enough to say that no country uses such weird symbols.] 

Though it came from a thug with just an elementary education, it seemed true. 

The strange writing on the museum’s labels made it clear this wasn’t any familiar language. 

I decided to call it the ‘Otherworld Museum.’ 

Can’t we just check the photos he took?

Nope, it wasn’t possible. 

All the pictures Tae-sik uploaded to our crime prevention group came out blurry and unrecognizable. 

For some reason, we could make phone calls, but sending photos was impossible.

“Alright, Tae-sik. Let’s confirm what we know. The museum has five floors, right?” 

[Yes, that’s right.] 

“And you’re hiding in a corner on the second floor?” 

[Y-Yes.] 

“You haven’t seen any living creatures? No people?” 

[Not a single person. But…] 

His voice started to tremble even more. 

[Something… something’s here. I can’t hear footsteps or breathing, but I know something’s watching me. No matter where I go, I feel eyes following me. It’s terrifying… huhuh…] 

I still wasn’t used to hearing a grown man cry like this. 

“Calm down. Even if something’s there, it hasn’t hurt you yet, right? That means it wants something from you, so it’s not going to kill you out of the blue. Now stop crying and trust me.” 

[A-Alright…] 

“Do you remember what you did yesterday?” 

Just comforting him wouldn’t help. 

I needed to figure out the root of the problem. 

If a psychic sent Tae-sik to this otherworldly museum, then there had to be some form of contact. 

[I slept in until lunch… Then I had some drinks with the guys at night, took the subway home, and went to bed. Nothing special.] 

“Did you meet anyone strange on your way to the bar or on your way home?” 

[I don’t remember too well… I drank a lot of makgeolli…] 

Damn it. 

This idiot… No wonder he’s still a low-level grunt after working with us for years. 

I really do want to help him, but with no clues, what can I do? 

I told him to calm down and try to recall the situation again when I heard something strange over the phone.

[Blub.] 

There was a weird sound from the museum where Kim Tae-sik was trapped. 

[Uhh, uhh.]

[Blub. Blub. Blub.] 

“Tae-sik, what’s that sound? Explain—” 

[It’s moving! It’s coming this way, damn it!] 

[Blub. Blub.] 

[Huff… Huff!] 

I could hear Tae-sik running, and heavy footsteps followed him closely. 

Soon, the sound of his footsteps stopped, as if he had reached a dead end. 

[N-No… please spare me…] 

[Blubbs.] 

[Urk… urggk, grrr… crunch, crunch.] 

I heard the sounds of Kim Tae-sik dying, and then the call was abruptly cut off. 

We sent out all our men to search the area, but we couldn’t find his body anywhere.

That seemed like the end of it, until a few days ago. 


[…Boss, this is Mansoo. I think… I’ve ended up in the same place as Tae-sik.] 

At this point, it’s certain. 

This isn’t just a coincidence.

“Ah, shit…” 

An unknown psychic is targeting my organization.
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His name is Choi Mansoo, mid-30s. He was once part of the Gacheon Family Gang, and one of the founding members of our smuggling organization. 

While he’s not as prominent now, with newcomers like Tessa, Cheolsu, and ex-military types like Susan taking the spotlight, he’s still the best knife-fighter we have. 

Purely in terms of handling a blade, I believe Mansoo is better than any of them, even without considering psychic abilities or overall combat skills.

Remember that time the vice president of the Gacheon Merchant Association showed up at our headquarters, acting tough? 

Mansoo shut her up with just a sashimi knife. 

Among the pure-blood gangsters under me, he’s the strongest.

“Sigh… Mansoo. Mansoo, man…” 

I couldn’t help but sigh when I got the call that Mansoo had been trapped in that otherworldly museum. 

Ever since I took over, he’s been the one to carry out all my more extreme orders. 

Whenever a thug stepped out of line, it was Mansoo who dealt with them, following my commands to the letter. 

He was my first right-hand man, even before Tessa and Cheolsu took on the role. 

You could say he’s my ‘first generation’ right hand. 

We didn’t build as deep a connection as I did with the others, but he’s still someone I once trusted deeply. 

No wonder my thoughts are all over the place. 

“Hang in there. I’ll get you out, somehow. So keep it together.”

Kim Tae-sik had been attacked by that mysterious creature two hours after entering the museum, so that meant Mansoo had roughly the same amount of time. 

[Yes, boss. Understood.] 

As always, Mansoo answered calmly. 

“How much battery do you have left?” 

[76 percent remaining.] 

At least it’s better than Tae-sik’s situation. 

We’ll be able to stay in touch all day if needed. 

“Good. Keep the line open. If you hear anything strange or feel like you’re being watched, tell me immediately.” 

[Understood.] 

“Cheolsu, clear out the top-floor conference room. Emergency meeting. Also, get a tech guy who’s good with computers and someone smart who knows about our cooperation with the Unicorn Knight.” 

“Got it.” 

Cheolsu and the security team quickly moved into action. 

I had been too rattled during Tae-sik’s case to handle it properly, but this time would be different. 

I’d make sure to rescue Mansoo, no matter what. 

“…Whoever’s behind this, they messed with the wrong people.” 

This time, I was determined to catch them.

*

“Looks like everything’s ready.” 

I glanced around the conference room and nodded. 

All the smart ones were here, except for Secretary Park, who didn’t know anything about this. 

I needed her to cover my CEO duties while I was focusing on the ‘Rescue Mansoo’ project. 

“Let’s get started quickly. Mansoo is trapped in the same museum Tae-sik was. It’s definitely the work of a psychic.” 

I tapped the screen. 

“We’ll call this psychic ‘The Curator.’ Our mission is to capture the Curator and figure out how to get Mansoo out. We’ll use whatever means necessary.”

We’d be leveraging the power of collective intelligence. 

After all, two heads are better than one. 

There’s always a risk of too many opinions causing confusion, but my team knew that if they messed around and Mansoo got hurt, they’d have me to answer to. 

So I trusted they’d keep it in check. 

[Curator. That’s a good name! Way better than our knight’s naming skills.] 

[…] 

I had Kelpies and the Unicorn Knight join the meeting online as well. 

I figured they might be able to contribute something. 

I missed the chance to get the world’s best hacker for free, but saving Mansoo’s life was worth it. 

Loyal subordinates are more valuable than money.

“First of all…” 

“Maybe we should…” 

“What about investigating the inside of the museum?” 

“You said there was a monster making some weird ‘blub-blub’ sound, right?”

Various ideas were thrown around. It was clear that having a bunch of sharp minds together was helping. 

I gathered a few of the more promising suggestions and asked Mansoo. 

“Can you remember who you met or what you did in the past week?”

I also decided to take a closer look at his recent activities. 

Mansoo laid out his schedule from the past week, and we noticed something odd. 

“You said you had a drink? With the old Gacheon Family guys?” 

[Yeah. I only had a couple of drinks before heading home.] 

“Five days ago?” 

[That’s right.]

Five days ago, which was the day before Kim Tae-sik was killed. 

Kim Tae-sik had also mentioned meeting up with his old gang buddies for drinks the night before he got trapped. 

Could there be a connection? 

[Tae-sik was there, too. He was part of the Gacheon Family, after all.]

Damn it. 

So this was it. 

Something happened during that meetup. 

Tae-sik hadn’t just been drinking with some random folks; he was with his old gangmates from the Gacheon Family. 

He should have told me that right away. 

“Do you remember everyone who was there? Or anyone you bumped into while drinking?” 

[Hold on a second…] 

Apparently, the gathering wasn’t just members of our organization. 

There were some who had retired from the underworld or branched off to start their own businesses. 

It was more like a Gacheon Family reunion. 

Don’t ask why I didn’t know about it. 

I’m not a control freak who monitors every little social interaction my guys have. 

If something shady had gone down, I would have heard about it eventually.


After listening to the names Mansoo listed, I turned to the others. 

“You guys know what to do, right?” 

“Yep.” 

My subordinates in the conference room all took out their phones and started making calls.

“Call anyone whose name sounds familiar right away. Ask them everything about what they were doing at that time. You’ve got ten minutes.” 

A few minutes passed. 

“Five people aren’t answering. They’re not part of our crew, but they split off after the Gacheon Family Gang collapsed.” 

One of them summarized the situation. 

“Did you try contacting their families or friends?” 

“Hold on… Yeah. They’re all reported missing. All five of them.” 

Ah, now things are starting to make sense. 

[That Curator guy—isn’t he targeting ex-Gacheon Family gangsters?] 

Yeah. Kelpie was right. 

This isn’t an attack on our organization. 

It’s specifically aimed at former members of the Gacheon Family Gang. 

The real question is why. 

Is it revenge? 

Profit? 

Or is someone paying for this hit? 

“…But who organized the meetup?” 

[It was Chunbae… yeah, Chunbae set it up. He was the highest-ranked among the former Gacheon Family members.] 

“Bring that bastard in right now.” 

“Yes, sir!” 

Cheolsu and the security team rushed out of the meeting room. 

“Tessa, you go with them, just in case.” 

“Understood.” 

Tessa followed them. 

With the Unicorn Knight nearby on standby, she could afford to step out for a bit. 

“Chunbae… Chunbae…” 

From the $7 chicken incident to the Gacheon Merchant Association mess—why does this guy keep getting on my nerves? 

Is he actually a spy sent by the Bicorn Cult? 

All that time he let me beat him up—it was just an act, wasn’t it? 

[It’s going to take some time to capture Chunbae, so why don’t we try mapping out the museum? We might find some clue to escape, and we still have a bit of time.] 

Kelpie suggested. I agreed, having nothing else pressing to do. 

“Mansoo, can you take a look around the museum? Describe what you see.” 

[No problem.] 

Mansoo started walking around the museum, describing everything in detail. 

He was sharp, unlike Kim Tae-sik, and his explanations were clear. 

[Hold on a second~!] 

Kelpie started sharing her screen in the meeting room, showing what she was working on. 

[If the statue is about two meters tall and looks like a fish… would it be something like this? Where did you say it was?] 

She quickly recreated the things Mansoo was describing using some sort of computer graphics program—probably some kind of 3D modeling—and it looked like she was trying to recreate the otherworldly museum digitally. 

Is that something you can do if you’re good with computers? 

Being a tech dummy, I just watched silently. 

[So, there are two staircases going up to the fifth floor… no escalators or anything like that, right?] 

[That’s right.] 

Kelpie had roughly recreated the fourth floor of the otherworldly museum, where Mansoo was, and hummed thoughtfully. 

[It looks like the planet or dimension this museum is located in is one of the Bicorn’s colonies.] 

“A Bicorn colony?” 

So it’s connected to the Bicorn Cult after all. 

Let’s hear her out. 

[And that zombie horse statue with three legs that Mr. Choi mentioned, located in the center of the fourth floor—that’s a Hellhest. It’s set up as an object of worship because it’s one of the Bicorn spawn.] 

Bicorn spawn? 

What now? 

[Oh, I forgot. You probably don’t know what a Bicorn spawn is. It literally means the offspring of the Bicorn. They’re half-divine beings who serve as its lieutenants.] 

“Half-divine…?” 

The sheer scale of what she was saying left me speechless. 

[The planet Mr. Yoon calls the ‘otherworldly museum’ is probably a war museum and shrine that Hellhest personally conquered.] 

“Why is there a statue of this Hell-whatever instead of Bicorn?” 

[Because it’s a mediator between Bicorn and its followers~! Kind of like—uh, well, think of it as a parallel to JX in Christianity.] 

“Ah.” 

[That’s also why the Bicorn Cult has so many different factions. They all worship Bicorn, but each group follows the orders of a different Bicorn spawn. The French guys you dealt with earlier? They were from the Hellhest faction.] 

“Wait, hold on a second.” 


I interrupted Kelpie and turned to the Unicorn Knight. 

“Hey, why didn’t you tell me about all this earlier?” 

[You said you didn’t want to hear it. Complained there was too much information.] 

I did say that. 

Back then, I had no intention of fighting the Bicorn Cult.
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The more they investigated, the more questions arose. 

It wasn’t just revenge against the Gacheon Family Gang—it was a plot by the Bicorn Cult. 

That meant they had to reevaluate the situation entirely. 

“Is that Hellhest trying to get revenge on me for killing the most prominent Bicorn follower on Earth?” 

[Not sure. All I know is that the faction worshiping Hellhest was either wiped out or suffered severe losses. If they had a follower with such powers, they would’ve used them before being destroyed.] 

“So, Hellhest might’ve come to Earth in person, then.” 

Am I going to end up fighting a demigod? I don’t know exactly what a demigod is, but anything with ‘god’ in its name is bound to be ridiculously powerful. 

It’s probably not something I can handle at my current level, especially without the Unicorn Knight’s help. 

[That’s unlikely. Bicorn spawn never personally participate in holy wars.] 

The Unicorn Knight chimed in. 

[A holy war is decided by the battle between me and the Bicorn Knight. Bicorn spawn aren’t allowed to interfere.] 

Apparently, there was some kind of rule governing these things. 

The Unicorn and Bicorn set these rules themselves, so even the Bicorn spawn can’t break them. 

“…..”

I was still processing what the Unicorn Knight said when Kelpie spoke up again. 

[It’s strange that communication is possible, even though we can’t send pictures or video files. Even if we explain it as a mystical or divine power, it’s odd. If nothing worked, that’d make sense. But it’s like someone’s decided, ‘Communication is allowed.’ Isn’t that suspicious?] 

“…I’ll handle it my way.” 

Continuing to speculate wouldn’t get us anywhere, so I decided to wait for the fried chicken restaurant owner. 

Sometimes, in these situations, the good old brute-force gangster approach—grabbing suspects and beating them up—yields answers. 

“A-Ahh, please!” 

Not long after, Tessa and Cheolsu came back, dragging a soaking wet Chunbae. 

“He was calmly running his fried chicken shop, so we brought him in.” 

“He doesn’t seem to possess any mystical powers.” 

Cheolsu and Tessa each gave their reports. 

I nodded at them and picked up my nailed bat—not the merchant’s discipline rod, but the ascension bat. 

One good hit with this on his skull, and no matter how thick-headed he is, he’ll be sent straight to the afterlife. 

“W-What’s going on, boss? I don’t know why you’re doing this, but I swear I haven’t lowered chicken prices recently or conspired with those merchant scumbags! I haven’t even spoken to that bastard Jin Sang-bae since he got locked up! I swear!” 

Tears rolled down Chunbae’s face as he cowered in fear of the bat. 

“Chunbae, I’m in a really bad mood right now, so let’s only tell the truth, okay?” 

Looking at his pathetic state, I couldn’t see him as the Curator. 

He might have gotten involved without realizing it, so I decided to question him further. 

If his answers aren’t satisfactory, I’ll use the ‘Gauntlet of Submission’ on him later, somewhere away from the Unicorn Knight. 

“Y-Yes, of course!” 

“A few days ago, did you or did you not gather the old Gacheon Family guys for a drink?” 

“I did! I gathered everyone I could still contact, and we had some makgeolli!” 

“Why’d you call them together? Planning to take me out and take over Gacheon City?” 

“N-No way! How could I, or any of those guys, ever do anything to you? It’s just that a junior of mine kept pestering me about meeting up, so I acted as the organizer…” 

“A junior? Who’s this guy?” 

“A guy named Han Sang-jin, who’s out of the business now and runs a tattoo shop near the intersection. He begged me, so I couldn’t refuse…” 

This sounded suspicious. 

“Go bring him in.” 

I sent Cheolsu and Tessa out again. 

After about 30 minutes, they returned, dragging a bloodied man behind them. 

“This… this guy is Han Sang-jin.” 

“He tried to run as soon as he saw me, so I gave him a beating.” \

Chunbae pointed at Han Sang-jin, and Cheolsu spat at him. 

Han Sang-jin, with his mouth taped shut and his arms tightly bound, looked up at me, trembling in fear. 

This guy definitely seemed more involved. 

“He seems to have some mystical powers. He was carrying this.” 

Tessa pulled out a censer wrapped in plastic. 

It looked like something used in religious rituals. 

Apparently, Han Sang-jin had frantically pulled it from his bag when he was caught by Cheolsu and Tessa. 

“Was it you who sent Tae-sik and Mansoo to that otherworldly museum?” 

I crouched down to meet Han Sang-jin’s gaze. 

I’ve threatened and intimidated people often enough to get a good read on them. 

Unless he’s an expert at hiding emotions, I can usually tell what’s going on in their mind. 

“…..”

His breathing quickened, his face flushed slightly, and his fingers trembled. 

These are all classic signs of someone who’s been caught. 

“Hah… this bastard.” 

There was no need to ask further. 

This guy was definitely the culprit. 

He must have used that censer to send Tae-sik and Mansoo to the otherworldly museum. 

Judging by how easily Cheolsu and Tessa captured him, his ability must require some sort of activation condition. 

Maybe you have to smell the incense or something like that. 

For now, I had to deal with the immediate situation. 

“Can you bring Mansoo back here? If yes, nod. If not, shake your head.” 

Thud. 

I placed the ascension bat on top of his head. 

It must have felt cold, covered as it was in the blood of other unfortunate souls. 

“Boss, let me handle it. No need to get your hands dirty. I’ll slice him up nice and thin and turn him into jerky.” 

Cheolsu pulled out his dagger and pressed it against Han Sang-jin’s belly. 

He’s also really good at intimidation. 

“Mmph…!”

Han Sang-jin quickly nodded his head and then glanced at the censer Tessa was holding. 

It seemed like he was saying he needed the censer to make the summon work.

But could I really trust him? 

I didn’t even fully understand what his ability was yet. 

What if he was planning to send everyone here to that otherworldly museum?


For now, I decided to hear him out. 

Cheolsu removed the tape that was covering his mouth.

“All I have to do is touch the censer. Really, just touching it will do.” 

Han Sang-jin stammered in a trembling voice.

This guy… What is this? 

For a villain with such a dangerous ability, he sure didn’t have much guts. 

He seemed more like an ordinary person than anything else.

“If you try anything funny, I’ll kill you. Just bring Mansoo back.”

I accepted his offer. 

Mansoo had been in that otherworldly museum for an hour and thirty minutes already. 

If it went past two hours, he might die, so there wasn’t time to waste.

Tessa slowly used telekinesis to pass the censer to Han Sang-jin, while Cheolsu aimed his gun at the man’s head.

Thud.

Han Sang-jin, trembling, touched the censer. 

As soon as he made contact, Tessa quickly pulled it away from him. 

A few moments later, Mansoo suddenly appeared about a meter away from him, emerging from a puff of smoke.

“Uh…”

Mansoo, who had been smoking a cigarette, looked at us with confusion. 

I, too, was momentarily stunned by how easily it worked. 

There was a brief moment of silence.

[So… is this the end?] 

Kelpie’s voice broke the stillness.

[…Doesn’t seem like he’s with the Bicorn Cult,] the Unicorn Knight commented.

“Agreed.” 

I replied. 

The Bicorn Cult fanatics wouldn’t just let one of their own be summoned so easily. 

Those guys would still be chanting ‘Bicorn’ until their dying breath.

And Han Sang-jin didn’t seem like an external collaborator like Jin Sang-bae either. 

So, what was his deal?

“Why did you do it? Huh? Why did you only target the Gacheon Family Gang?” 

I asked, pointing the bat at him again.

After much hesitation and grumbling, Han Sang-jin finally spoke up, just as Cheolsu was about to lose his temper and raise his knife.

“I… I just hated seeing them do so well while I was stuck being a loser… I just wanted them to suffer.”

Oh, for crying out loud. 

This guy is pathetic.

[…..]

Even the Unicorn Knight stayed silent, probably convinced that Han Sang-jin had no connection to the Bicorn Cult.

“Since my men were the ones affected, I’ll handle him my way, whether that means torturing him or whatever. If it turns out he is linked to the Bicorn Cult, I’ll let you know immediately.”

I said this to the Unicorn Knight, who was still communicating with me online. 

There was no way I was going to let anyone else deal with this.

I had my own plans, including using the ‘Gauntlet of Submission’ on him behind the scenes.

Han Sang-jin—no, I should start calling him the Curator, since it’s easier to remember. 

His abilities were too useful, and I still had a lot of questions, so I planned to keep him alive for now and probe deeper.

[Do as you wish.] 

The Unicorn Knight replied, letting the matter go.

Once things had settled and only Tessa, Cheolsu, and I remained, I summoned the Gauntlet of Submission and placed my hand on Han Sang-jin’s shoulder.

“Submit.” 

I commanded.

“…Yes, master.” 

The Curator replied without hesitation, as if he had lived his whole life as a spineless lackey. 

He was instantly brainwashed.

Now the real interrogation could begin.

“Why did you really kill the Gacheon Family Gang members?” I asked.

“I was jealous. I became a debtor, and they seemed to be living the good life. I just wanted them to suffer.” 

He answered again, in the same pathetic tone.

Still a pitiful excuse.

“When did you gain your abilities?”

“A few days ago.”

Interesting. 


Why did a regular guy like him, with no connection to the cult, suddenly acquire powers linked to the Bicorn spawn’s altar? 

And why did it happen just a few days ago, instead of when the holy war began?

“Explain your powers in detail.” 

I said, determined to get to the bottom of this.
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“Explain your ability in detail.”

“Well….” 

The Curator began to explain.

“So, if you burn incense in the censer and make someone inhale the smoke, you can send them to another dimension?”

“That’s correct.”

Apparently, the people who inhaled the smoke could be sent into the censer, specifically to the Otherworldly Museum. 

He could even send multiple people at once, but he chose to send them one by one because he wanted them to die in isolation.

“They were once part of your group. Don’t you feel any guilt?”

“They abandoned me first. If your friend is barely getting by, running a tattoo shop with no customers, isn’t it only right to help them out? Maybe buy them a meal or recommend a job? But those bastards ditched me and lived well on their own. They deserve to die.”

This guy is truly twisted. 

This isn’t about being uneducated or a thug, it’s a personal issue with his character.

“How did you make them inhale the incense?”

“I burned the incense at my place and invited them over. They inhaled it without realizing.”

“Wait, they smelled incense in your house and didn’t suspect anything?”

“I told them I was holding a memorial service for my late parents.”

“What a load of crap.”

I still had more questions.

“There’s a wriggling monster inside the censer. Can you control it?”

“There’s a monster inside? I didn’t know that. It’s probably not something I can control. If it were, I would’ve figured out how to command it as soon as I got the censer.”

So, the ability is just to send people to the museum, and the monster isn’t part of it. 

He didn’t even discover the power himself; the moment he grabbed the censer, the method of using it came to him.

“How did you get the censer? Did it just appear one day, or did someone give it to you?”

I asked again. 

It didn’t make sense. 

Why would someone unrelated to the Bicorn Cult have a power connected to the museum?

The ability itself—

“Sending someone who meets certain conditions to a place in another dimension”

—Wasn’t suspicious, but the fact that the place was the museum? 

That raised too many questions. 

Could the Curator have unknowingly become involved in the Bicorn Cult’s schemes?

“Well…uh…” 

The Curator stammered, then muttered.

“I don’t really remember. I was drinking really strong alcohol that day, so I have no memory of it. When I woke up, I found the censer under my bed. That’s all I remember.”

Ah, of course—alcohol. 

It’s always the same excuse with idiots like him and Taesik. 

I hate guys who use alcohol as a cover for their stupidity. 

Even though he’s part of my crew, I can’t let this slide.

I despise people who can’t control themselves. 

He’s probably had enough experience drinking to know how much gets him drunk, but instead, he drinks until he blacks out? 

It’s idiotic. 

Even if you’ve had a rough day and want to forget, you should know better. 

This world is too harsh to be that reckless. 

One day, he’ll get so wasted that he’ll stumble into the backrooms and finally realize how foolish he’s been.

“Tsk.”

I used the Gauntlet of Submission on him, but if he doesn’t know, there’s no way to figure it out. 

I’ve heard everything I needed, and all that’s left is to clean up.

“Tessa, I’m keeping this one alive.” 

I said.

Originally, I planned to feed him to Tessa if his abilities didn’t seem useful, but I’ve changed my mind. 

As much as I dislike him as a person, his powers are valuable. 

It’s too much of a waste to simply use him to level up Tessa.

His ability to banish difficult enemies to a faraway place could prove incredibly useful. 

It’s a stretch, but this power might even temporarily incapacitate the Unicorn Knight. 

Although, knowing her, she’d probably find a way to escape eventually, but being able to hold her off for even a short time could be beneficial.

“I think I can make use of him.” 

I concluded.

“Understood.” 

Tessa nodded, acknowledging the usefulness of his power without showing any attachment.

I cast a few more layers of brainwashing on the Curator to ensure that his nasty personality wouldn’t surface again. 

I planned to thoroughly remodel his character. 

After all, he’s a hopeless case. It’s better to treat him strictly as a tool.

Maybe I should make him a permanent employee at Happy Burger’s main office and keep him under constant surveillance, regularly reinforcing his brainwashing. 

That might not be a bad idea.

At any rate, I was relieved to have both rescued Mansoo and gained a useful ability user.

…Though I’m not entirely optimistic. 

It’s strange. 

A person who gains supernatural powers just a few days ago, and of all people, he happens to be someone who’s been plotting to kill members of my organization?

Reality often lacks coherence, but this feels too orchestrated, too deliberate. 

It’s almost like I’m being manipulated by someone’s larger scheme.

Could this all be part of a bigger plan by the Bicorn Cult? 

Maybe they anticipated I would use the censer to trap the Unicorn Knight?

“Nah.” 

I shook the thought off. It’s probably just paranoia. 

Even if it were true, I still came out on top, so it’s not a bad outcome.

For now, I set aside my unanswered concerns and focused on how best to utilize the Curator’s powers.

“Boss.”

Tessa, who had been inspecting the censer intently, spoke up.

“I’d like to go inside the censer.”

“….?”


Her sudden request was puzzling, but after hearing her next words, I understood.

“I want to fight the monster inside. Even if things get dangerous, I’ll be able to come back immediately, so I can safely gain combat experience.”

Tessa explained that she felt her skills were getting dull, likely because she hadn’t had many opportunities for direct combat lately. 

While training alone was fine, she said nothing could replace actual battle to keep her sharp.

“Now that I can use my mystic powers to create a protective barrier, I won’t go down easily,” she added.

‘She just wants to fight because she’s itching for action,’ I thought. 

It reminded me of the ‘calm battle maniac’ temperament that my friend had once mentioned about the original Pegasus Knight character.

There wasn’t much risk involved, so I agreed. 

Gaining real battle experience is always a good thing. 

Besides, the Curator is fully under my control now. 

If I tell him to pull Tessa out, he’ll do it immediately.

“All right. Breathe in the incense… There, I’ll send you in after three seconds.”

Under the influence of strong brainwashing, the Curator’s speech patterns changed as he slowly curled his fingers. 

In an isolated room, Tessa inhaled the incense and gazed into the air with determined eyes.

Three seconds later, Tessa vanished along with the smoke.

“How is it?” 

I asked, attempting to contact her via phone. 

Tessa quickly responded, indicating she had arrived safely.

[As others mentioned, it’s a museum filled with objects that aren’t from Earth.]

“Can you understand the language? Does anything stand out?” 

I asked. 

Kelpie had previously speculated that the unknown writing in the museum might be in the ‘Bicorn language,’ which was used only by Bicorn worshipers and in certain colonies. 

Tessa had mentioned learning it through a cathedral long ago.

[Yes, I can understand it. But there’s nothing special so far. I’m on the second floor, and all I see are exhibit titles and museum guides. I’ll keep moving for now.]

Tessa decided to explore the entire museum. 

After all, she had two hours before she could face off against the creature, so she figured she might as well investigate in the meantime.

[There’s a faint sense of Bicorn magic here. Didn’t you say that Kim Taesik felt cold in this place? It’s probably because he was exposed to the magic for an extended period. Even small amounts of Bicorn magic can affect a normal person’s body.]

Well, considering this place is within the Bicorn domain, it’s only natural there’d be some residual magic.

[There’s a control room, but I haven’t seen a single person or living creature. Should I try firing a projectile at a window or door?]

“Go ahead. Let me know if it gets dangerous.”

Taesik and Mansoo had both mentioned that the doors wouldn’t open, but using mystic powers might yield different results.

Bang!

I heard the sound of Tessa firing a projectile. 

After repeating the attack about five times, she spoke again.

[My attacks aren’t working. It’s not that the door is too sturdy to destroy—it feels like the magic dissipates into another space when it reaches the door. It seems like some special measure is in place that I’m unfamiliar with.]

Even when she tried physical attacks without using magic, not a single scratch was left. 

She described it as if the force was being diverted elsewhere. 

It seemed like escaping through the doors or windows was out of the question.

Tessa finished inspecting the entire museum, from the first to the fifth floor.

[This isn’t a museum located on some unknown planet. It feels more like this place is a self-contained space isolated in a specific dimension.]

The fact that she could make calls and time flowed normally, despite being in an isolated space, made this place a complete mystery.

The more we uncovered, the more it felt like a supernatural enigma.

As Tessa finished her investigation and reported back, two hours had passed. 

She prepared for the fight and positioned herself in a place with no blind spots, ready for battle.

A few minutes passed.

[Bobulup.]

It was him. 

He had appeared.


“Tessa, what is it?”

[It’s a statue. The Helhest statue that was in the center of the fourth floor is now charging at me. It seems to be animated by Bicon magic.]

[Bobulup. Bobulup. Bobulups.]

Bang!

The sound of Tessa firing a projectile echoed as the battle began.
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Bang!

The sound of Tessa battling the museum monster echoed through the speakerphone.

“…..”

Tessa was the strongest hand I had, so I couldn’t help but feel a bit anxious. 

But I decided to trust her. 

She had a variety of abilities, including energy projectile attacks, protective shields, and telekinesis. 

Since she had confidently entered the fight, she probably had a plan in mind.

As I listened to the sound of objects breaking, projectiles flying, and the strange cries of ‘Bobulup,’ the battle soon came to an end with the rumbling sound of metal collapsing.

[It’s defeated.]

Tessa’s voice was calm and composed as she announced her victory. 

She wasn’t even out of breath, suggesting the fight hadn’t been too difficult.

“How strong was it?”

[Similar to Bjorn, maybe a bit stronger.]

“Oh.”

Bjorn was one of the candidates when I was hiring bodyguards. 

I remembered him as a psychic who could enhance his physical body and unleash shockwaves with a massive axe as big as his own body, similar to the Curator who controlled items like incense.

Compared to ‘Unicorn Knight’ Jin Seon-ah, ‘Landslide’ Dong Seo-hee, or the ‘Toad Monster’ Kim Gabi, he wasn’t the best, but he was still one of the stronger psychics I’d encountered—definitely mid-tier or above.

For Tessa to defeat an opponent comparable to Bjorn without sustaining any damage, how strong had she become? 

Could she be as strong as Kim Gabi now?

‘It was worth investing in Tessa after all.’

“That’s impressive. At this rate, you might even be able to take down the Unicorn Knight!”

I threw in a bit of flattery. It was the least I could do.

[Not quite, but thanks. I do feel a lot stronger.]

Despite cutting me off, her voice was laced with happiness. 

I could imagine Tessa’s face in that otherworldly museum, trying to suppress a smile while attempting to maintain her usual calm demeanor.

It was reassuring that Tessa still had a bit of childlike innocence left. If she had been a cold-blooded adult with no emotions, working with her would’ve been much more difficult. 

People like that were always waiting for a chance to stab you in the back.

I’d experienced it often enough myself.

‘Especially when working with gangsters.’

Life might be cruel in general, but those in the underworld were even worse. 

They’d laugh and drink with you, pretending to be your friend, but they’d be ready to stab you in the back the moment you turned around.

If I hadn’t acted quickly and backstabbed them first, I would’ve been dead long ago. 

That’s how brutal the underworld is.

“You’ll keep getting stronger from here on out. I’m really glad to see it.”

Tessa should understand why I was happy. 

After dealing with backstabbing criminals and food cartels, it was refreshing to work with someone honest like her. 

I wasn’t some evil villain who thrived on betrayal, so she was better off working with me too.

“Anything else besides that Bobulup creature?”

[I’m still investigating, but nothing else is moving.]

So, was the museum safe now? 

Tessa had mentioned that the museum was an isolated dimension, faintly imbued with Bicorn magic. 

I had a feeling there might be something more to gain from this place.

“Tessa, then…”

I was about to ask her to investigate further but stopped myself. 

She had already been exploring that space for over two hours, it was unlikely she’d find anything new now.

It would probably be better if I went there myself. 

Bicorn magic wouldn’t affect me much, and the Bobulup creature was gone.

[Yes?]

“I’ll come over there. If we search together, we might find something more.”

It would be a waste not to go. 

There might be a few Bicorn items lying around, and if I was lucky, I might even find a Bicorn relic.

Even if there were new threats, I could block their attacks with my protection ring and escape back to Earth.

I gave the Curator an order and inhaled the incense. 

The scent… it was exactly like the one I’d always smelled during ancestral rites. 

No wonder the Gacheon gangsters hadn’t found anything suspicious.

“You’ll arrive at a random floor. I’ll send you right away.”

“Alright.”

As soon as the Curator touched the incense burner, smoke rose from the ground and enveloped me. 

Before I knew it, my body was being transported somewhere along with the smoke.

“…Wow.”

When I blinked, I found myself in a strange space. 

I’d experienced many supernatural things before, but this kind of mystery was a first for me.

“It’s really a museum.”

Aside from the unknown writing, it wasn’t all that different from a museum on Earth. 

I had been curious about what kind of civilization the Bicorn colony would have, and it seemed to be at a similar or slightly lower level of technology than Earth.

“Hm.”

I took a deep breath. 

Despite being in a different dimension and surrounded by Bicorn magic, the air didn’t feel much different from Earth’s. 

In fact, it seemed a bit fresher and cleaner—probably thanks to my special constitution.

“This seems to be… the first floor.”

There were no numbers written anywhere, but based on the pictures on what appeared to be a guide stand, this was probably the first floor.

Since Tessa was on the fourth floor, I’d have to climb a bit. 

The museum wasn’t as big as I expected, so finding the stairs and heading up wasn’t difficult.

As I walked, I carefully examined the statues, paintings, and what seemed to be art pieces. 

I didn’t see anything that looked like a Bicorn item.

I fiddled with some old or valuable-looking items just in case, but I didn’t get the same strong feeling I had when I found the ‘Gauntlet of Submission.’

“Hey, can we take any of this stuff back to Earth?”

I asked the Curator while touching what appeared to be an ancient ceramic artifact.

Even if it wasn’t a Bicorn-related item, it could still be useful somehow. 


And if it was particularly unique, I might be able to sell it for a high price.

“If nothing else works, you can just use it as a decorative piece on the boss’s desk. You could place it where the luxury vase Tessa broke used to be.”

[…I don’t think that’ll be possible. Even if you hold on to the items inside the museum, when you leave, everything will revert to how it was when it entered the incense burner.]

“Ugh.”

I had no choice but to believe the Curator since they were the expert in mystical matters. 

I kept thinking about how to make use of this space as I moved and finally arrived at the fourth floor.

“Boss.”

Tessa was waiting for me at the center of the fourth floor.

“Oh, is that the statue monster?”

Nearby, there was a horse statue made of some unknown metal, lying on its side. 

It looked about three meters long. 

This was clearly the Bobulup that Tessa had defeated.

“Yes. I’m not sure what material it’s made of, but it was pretty tough. I managed to win by destroying its head.”

I noticed the shattered head of the statue. 

It seemed like the battle was definitely over, as the statue showed no signs of movement.

I had heard it was modeled after the Bicorn-spawn called Helhest, a three-legged zombie horse similar to a Kelpie.

“Just the body alone looks terrifying.”

I decided to examine it more closely, just in case.

Even though the Unicorn Knight had said the Bicorn-spawn wouldn’t interfere in the holy war, who knows? 

This could be a future enemy that attacks me, so it’s worth remembering its appearance.

“How fast was it moving? It seemed pretty quick.”

“It was definitely faster than an average adult human running. Maybe a little slower than a dog. It’s understandable that the first victim, someone named ‘Tae-sik,’ couldn’t escape.”

A three-meter metal zombie horse charging at you as fast as a dog—any normal person would be terrified. 

And considering it was as strong as Bjorn, it made sense that even the former Gacheon gang members couldn’t fight back and ended up being killed.

“I’ve looked through the first to third floors, so how about we check the fifth floor together before heading back?”

Just as I turned to talk to Tessa while looking at the statue, there was a screeching sound—the legs of the statue started to move.

Startled, but quickly recovering, I spoke to Tessa.

“Tessa, I think that thing’s coming back to life!”

Could a metal statue, which wasn’t even a living creature, be reviving itself? 

It reminded me of ‘Gargoyle’ from the Hero Management Bureau, a statue-man that could keep regenerating unless all his mystical power was depleted.

“…This is strange. Bicorn magic has suddenly intensified. It’s all flowing into the statue.”

Tessa began to channel her mystical energy. 

The statue, whose head had been shattered, was slowly piecing itself back together and rising to its feet.

So, it had a self-repair ability too, huh?

Boom!

Though Tessa’s energy projectile knocked it back down, it had dodged the attack aimed at its head.

[Bobulup.]

The statue made its strange noise as its fully restored head rose again. 

A fierce red light enveloped its glowing eyes.

The moment I locked eyes with the statue…

Shrrrk!

The ‘Gauntlet of Submission,’ which I hadn’t even summoned, suddenly materialized, wrapping around my right arm.

Then, the same light that was shining from the statue’s eyes began radiating from my entire body. 

It felt as if we were resonating with each other.

“Boss?”

Tessa looked at me with a puzzled expression. 

The statue just stood there, staring at the gauntlet, and then…


[Bobulups.]

It knelt down and bowed its head.

“Ob… obey?”

What the heck? 

Does this gauntlet work on non-living things too?
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[Bobulup.]

The statue remained bowed, not moving, as if awaiting my command.

“…Stand up.”

I gave it a command, just to see, and as expected.

Screeech!

With a grating metallic sound, the statue slowly raised its large, heavy body at my word.

What is this?

Does the gauntlet actually work on inanimate objects too? 

No, that can’t be it. 

It must be responding because it’s connected to the Bicorn magic.

“Could it be that it recognizes you as the owner of the relic?” 

Tessa’s guess seemed the most plausible.

If I think of the statue as a security robot, it makes sense. 

It’s been guarding the museum on its own, waiting for someone to give it commands.

‘Is this Bicorn technology?’

I thanked Mambo, who had turned to dust, and started giving various commands to the statue.

“Move to the right.”

“Now to the left.”

“Lift one leg.”

“Lie down.”

[Bobulup.]

It did everything I told it to do. 

It felt like I had my own robot toy. 

Or maybe it was closer to a golem, since it was a statue.

Though it had killed my subordinate, Tae-sik, a founding member of my crew, it wasn’t really a sentient being—it was more like a robot. 

The one truly responsible for Tae-sik’s death was the Curator, not this statue.

Honestly, even though Tae-sik was one of the founding members, I didn’t recruit him. 

It was the stupid original owner of this body, before I possessed it. 

If it had been me, I would never have chosen such an idiot for the organization.

Losing Tae-sik but gaining Bobulup—seems like a decent trade-off.

Snicker

It might sound cold, assessing a dead subordinate like this, but you have to understand my situation. 

Tae-sik messed up several businesses that could’ve been easy wins.

He was one of those gangsters who were dumb but diligent. Tae-sik was that kind of guy.

-Boss! This is a killer business opportunity! Giant Castella! It’s guaranteed to sell like crazy!

-It’s Tanghulu! This will be a hit! I’ll import all the hawthorn berries myself!

-Frozen yogurt! This is it, boss! Trust me one last time, there’s no way this won’t sell!

He boasted so confidently, so I invested millions to back him, but every venture was a disaster. 

It wasn’t even the business idea’s fault—other people who got into the same businesses at the same time succeeded. 

Tae-sik just had no talent for business.

Even when I bought him a store to retire him, he laughed it off, saying he was still in his prime. 

What a legend—couldn’t even take a hint to retire when he should’ve.

If he hadn’t been a founding member, I’d have beaten him up and kicked him out long ago.

But still, Tae-sik, don’t get too upset. 

I may have cursed you in my head, but I did more than enough for you. 

I even scoured every museum and gallery near Gacheon to get your revenge.

It’s all love, Tae-sik. 

Where else are you going to find a kind boss like me in this line of work? 

This industry is full of backstabbing, even for founding members.

“From today, your name is Bobulup.”

[Bobulup.]

The statue made a sound, as if it understood.

Ah, I wish I could bring this thing back to Earth. 

With Bobulup, crushing any rival faction would be a piece of cake. 

It’s basically a superior version of the Hero Management Bureau’s ‘Gargoyle.’ As long as there’s Bicorn magic, it can keep regenerating, right?

As I continued playing around with Bobulup, feeling like a kid again, Tessa spoke up.

“…It’s gotten a bit colder. It might be my imagination, but the Bicorn magic seems to have intensified since you arrived.”

Tessa glanced around the museum cautiously.

“Really?”

I hadn’t felt a thing. 

In fact, I thought it was getting warmer. 

Maybe it’s just my possession affinity at play.

“That’s probably because I’m carrying a Bicorn relic. It sensed the energy and reacted.”

I almost made a comparison to a dog reacting to its owner’s scent but stopped myself. 

It sounded too much like Bicorn sniffing around like some sleazy creature. 

It grossed me out just thinking about it.

“That makes sense. Since relics are imbued with Bicorn’s divinity, the museum and the statue might have recognized you as a Bicorn or one of its knights.”

Tessa nodded, accepting the explanation.

“Shall we take another look around?”

“Sure.”

Tessa and I slowly explored the fourth and fifth floors of the museum with Bobulup in tow. 

The statue acted like a guide, moving ahead and occasionally tapping artifacts or artworks with its head.

“What is it? Are these supposed to be valuable?”

I examined everything Bobulup touched, but nothing stood out. 

My senses weren’t reacting, so they probably weren’t Bicorn items.

“Let’s head back.”

“Okay.”

Feeling a bit disappointed, we decided to leave. In the end, we didn’t find any Bicorn artifacts in the museum, but we did gain Bobulup, the museum’s security guard.

Maybe one day I could trap some villains here and make them play a survival game. 


I’d call it ‘Survive Bobulup.’

I called the Curator and ordered them to let us out. 

Soon, smoke enveloped us, and Tessa and I were transported back to Earth.

“Phew.”

Tessa took a deep breath, exhaling as if to rid her lungs of bad air.

Seems like she didn’t like the air in the otherworldly museum.

“Well, at least we wrapped things up. This could come in handy later.”

It’s time to return to daily life. 

I’ve put off too many things—managing Happy Burger, handling heroes under the Hero Management Bureau, and overseeing the Gangster Crime Prevention Squad—so I have a lot to catch up on. 

I need to get things back to normal.

“You’ll stay here from now on.”

“As you command, Master.”

“Don’t call me Master. It’s annoying as hell.”

Damn it. 

What’s with this guy calling me ‘Master’? 

It’s just gross coming from a grown man.

“Then what should I call you? Mr. Yoon Do-cheol?”

“Call me Boss. Don’t use my name carelessly, just Boss.”

“Understood. I’ll keep that in mind.”

“And don’t speak so stiffly either. It makes you sound brainwashed.”

I did ask him to speak politely, but this is too much.

“…Is that so?”

“Speak more naturally, like an ordinary employee would.”

“Got it, Boss.”

“Now that’s better. Good job.”

I hired the Curator as a janitor (at least in name) and gave him a private dorm room in the basement. 

If he gets spotted by one of the Unicorn Knights, it could cause problems, and I’d rather not send him somewhere out of my sight only to deal with some unexpected trouble. 

Keeping him under strict watch here at HQ seems like the safest bet.

It’s not like there’s any reason to release him into the wild, unlike Kim Se-ryeon of the Chaebol Cartel. 

I should work on correcting his personality while he’s here.

“If you need to go outside, make sure to tell one of the nearby staff or Cheol-su before you leave. Got it?”

“I understand.”

He answers so well—probably thanks to the brainwashing. 

I patted the Curator’s shoulder a few times before leaving. 

Now, I need to check in with the Unicorn Knight and see how Amy and Dong Seo-hee are doing.

*

In the dark dorm room, with no lights on, a man sat in a chair staring into space. 

This man was the psychic now known as the Curator.

Though there was nothing on the ceiling, he kept his gaze fixed there, as if he were watching something, or as if something was watching him.

After a few minutes of staring blankly, his lips twitched, and finally, the Curator spoke.

“Contact was successful.”

“…No. It seems promising. Joining forces with the Watchers was a good move.”

His voice was barely more than a whisper. 

The Curator’s face remained expressionless as he continued.

“The Shepherds are unnecessary. I’ll focus on this for now.”

It was strange to think he was talking to himself—it felt more like a conversation with someone.

“Understood. It doesn’t matter. They can take as many of those lives as they want. They’re insignificant.”

The Curator’s vacant eyes slowly grew clearer, as if the act of speaking was reviving him.

“Don’t worry. If it gets dangerous, I can switch sides. Even if I’m bound by restrictions, I can manage that much.”

As he spoke, his eyes glowed with a deep black hue, like the abyss of space.

“I can feel it. Everyone wants my era to begin…!”

His eerie laughter echoed quietly through the small room.

It was a chilling and secretive scene, but even walls have ears, as the saying goes.

There was one uninvited guest the Curator hadn’t noticed—unsurprising for someone unfamiliar with modern technology.


Yoon Do-cheol, still suspicious of the Curator’s sudden appearance, had secretly installed a listening device in the dorm room.

So Yoon Do-cheol heard everything the Curator had just said.

“What the hell is this guy up to?”

Yoon Do-cheol scratched his head, confused. 

It was like stumbling upon a rat while walking backwards—pure luck.
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Late at night.

I took Cheol-su and the security team straight to HQ to surround the Curator. 

He was lying in bed.

I deliberately didn’t call Tessa. 

Even though she claims otherwise now, she spent almost her entire life at the Unicorn Cathedral. 

Who knows what she might do if she sees him in person?

“Were you trying to sleep? Bold move, huh? If you sleep without turning on the electric blanket, your face will go numb. We’re in the basement, you know.”

I casually greeted him, watching for his reaction.

“…What’s going on?”

The Curator looked confused, but I already knew everything.

“What’s going on, you ask? It’s because of a certain bastard who snuck in here, hiding his identity.”

I was genuinely shocked. 

Honestly, it’s chilling. 

He’s not just any villain—he’s practically the final boss of some crappy third-rate comic. 

Who would’ve thought he’d come under me?

If I hadn’t been sharp enough to install a listening device, I might’ve ended up being led around by this guy without even realizing it. 

I could’ve been used as a pawn for the final boss without knowing anything.

The reason he didn’t flee after coming this far was because of what he’d said while talking to himself. 

He mentioned something about being under a ‘restriction,’ right?

It’s a concept you often see in otaku comics—like a power seal or weakening. 

Even if this world is straight out of a B-grade comic, it’s not like some divine being can just roam around freely. 

There are probably all kinds of limitations I don’t know about.

“Hey, stop wasting time and say something already. We’re busy people.”

We’ve been in a standoff for a few minutes now, and even I’m getting tired. 

What are we doing, gathering like this in this musty basement dorm room? 

We both know what’s going on, so let’s move it along.

“Boss, did something go wrong? I really don’t know anything.”

The Curator blinked innocently.

Wow, he’s a great actor. 

If it weren’t for the listening device, I might’ve actually believed him.

“You’re a Bicorn, aren’t you?”

I whispered. 

Enough of pretending not to understand. 

I’ve already revealed his identity—he’s not going to try to deny it again, is he?

“Bicorn… What’s that?”

Ah, hell. 

Does he think I’m an idiot?

“Cheol-su, bring that over.”

“Yes, sir.”

Cheol-su opened the briefcase he placed on the desk. 

Inside, it was packed with torture tools.

Even if he can switch bodies after death, I doubt it’ll be painless. 

At the very least, I hope this causes him some trouble.

“W-why are you doing this?”

Why is he on the verge of tears? 

That’s just going to make me feel bad.

“Should I start by pulling out your toenails? No, wait, fingernails hurt more, don’t they?”

Without even looking at the Curator, I asked Cheol-su.

“I’ve only ever pulled them out, so I’m not sure. Should we try both this time and ask him after?”

“Good idea. Let’s tie him up first, gag him too.”

The Curator was tightly bound to the chair with military-grade wire that was notorious for being hard to cut. Unable to move, he started trembling.

“P-please, I really—cough!”

We were about to tape his mouth shut when it happened. 

His eyes rolled back mid-sentence.

His upturned eyes were dark and deep, like staring into the abyss of space.

“…!”

Cheol-su and the rest of the team flinched. 

Just the change in his eyes radiated an overwhelming presence.

“…Hmph.”

With a sigh, his voice grew calmer as he asked… 

“Why do you think I’m a Bicorn?”

Silently, I played the recording.

[“It doesn’t matter. They can take as many of those insignificant lives as they want.”]

[“Don’t worry. If it gets dangerous, I can switch bodies. Even under a restriction, I can manage that much.”]

[“I can feel it. Everyone wants my era to begin…!”]

“I get it. Enough.”

The Bicorn, disguised as the Curator, let out another sigh.

Looks like you’re embarrassed too.

“Yeah. What’s the point in hiding anymore? I’m Bicorn. Even if I’ve descended in a mortal’s body without any divine powers, that fact remains unchanged.”

That tone…

“Why go through all that trouble to come under me? Cut the nonsense and just answer my question.”

“You seemed like the one with the highest probability.”

“Probability?”

What’s he talking about?

“The probability that you will defeat the Unicorn Knight and bring victory to me.”

…Is this guy insane? His response was so unexpected that my mind went blank.

“Really? The great leader of the Bicorn cult thinks I’m the best chance you’ve got?”

It doesn’t make sense. 

Why would someone of his stature come to a small-time operation like this without a single subordinate?


Tessa’s getting stronger by the day, and I’m also waiting for my chance to acquire a relic, but I’m still nowhere near the level of Bicorn’s cult.

Why did he come here?

And why did I catch his attention?

Bicorn looked at me with a curious expression.

“…You really don’t know. Or maybe you couldn’t have known. Of course…”

Ah, this guy’s pulling another one of those cryptic speeches only he understands. 

I was getting frustrated and about to press him for answers when—

“It seems there’s been a misunderstanding. The current cult is no longer on my side. They no longer function as my followers.”

Wait, what?

Now my head really hurts.

“Explain in more detail.”

“During the Holy War 500 years ago, I expended more divinity than I could handle and lost almost all my influence over the material world. The Unicorn has suffered the same fate.”

Oh.

“The Unicorn Knight seems to be doing just fine.”

“That’s because the relic imbued with divinity is intact. Isn’t the item you’re using functioning well too?”

…It doesn’t seem like he’s lying. 

Could it be that both Bicorn and the Unicorn have truly lost their influence over Earth? 

I don’t recall hearing anything like this in the lore my friend Ji-min told me… I’ll have to ask Tessa or the Unicorn Knight about this later.

“Go on with what you were saying.”

“Right now, those who aspire to take my throne are leading the cult.”

“And who are they?”

“Beings who have inherited all my greed and ambition.”

“So… are you talking about the Bicorn spawn?”

“That’s what they’re called.”

So, the Bicorn spawn are running the cult in place of Bicorn? 

To become the next Bicorn, maybe? 

What a mess. 

Gods really aren’t much different from humans, are they?

“Yoon Do-chul, you desire the relic, don’t you? I can help you.”

His abyss-like eyes fixated on me.

“…..”

So, he knows that much. 

He must have other followers outside the cult. 

He’s dangerous.

“I can give you wealth and power beyond your wildest dreams. Become my knight and secure victory in the Holy War.”

Bicorn began listing his colonies (though I’d have to take them back from the Bicorn) and all sorts of treasures.

“Eh.”

I wasn’t particularly interested or impressed. 

I’m the type who knows my limits. 

Even if I were to rise to a position of power, I know it would only lead to a bunch of crappy situations. 

Sounds like a quick way to die young.

I’m perfectly happy just being the boss of Happy Burger and the underworld manager of Gacheon City.

“Why me?”

“Only an outsider can break free from the orderly flow. No being can deny this truth.”

Here he goes again with vague philosophical nonsense.

“Cheol-su, let’s just kill him. Rip out his fingernails and toenails, then cut off his junk while you’re at it.”

Anyway, this guy is washed up now, right? 

All that’s left is to take out the Bicorn spawn, and it should be over. I was about to turn and leave when—

“Then, let me make you an offer you can’t refuse.”

…I was momentarily taken aback, hearing a famous line from one of the noir movies I loved watching back on Earth. 

How does this guy know that? 

Coincidence?

“I’ll send you back home. How about that?”

Cheol-su and the security team looked confused, not understanding what Bicorn had just said.

Ah.

So that’s what this was all about.

That’s why he was so fixated on me.

He knows that I’m a possessed soul.

There are still a lot of unanswered questions, but I’m starting to see the bigger picture. 

He wants to use my reincarnator perks to take down the Unicorn Knight.

I had a ton of questions, but I held back since there were too many eyes watching.

“…That’s a tempting offer.”

“When you’re ready, I’ll tell you where each faction of the cult is headquartered. Gather the relics and build up your strength to fight the Unicorn Knight.”

“You’re sure about what you just said?”

I swallowed the flood of questions I wanted to ask and asked just one.

“Of course. Gods don’t lie.”

“You were just pretending to be Han Sang-jin earlier.”

“That was Han Sang-jin’s persona. Even though I’m in control now, a small part of his self still remains.”

Man, this guy is hard to trust.

“Well… Let’s go with that for now.”

I extended my hand toward Bicorn.

“…?”

“Don’t you know what a handshake is? We’re making a deal, so let’s shake hands.”

“Very well.”

Bicorn took my hand.

How does it feel, shaking hands with a bona fide scumbag? Warm, isn’t it?

Of course, I have absolutely no intention of trusting this evil bastard. 

I’m not an idiot who’d let myself be played by his schemes. 

I’ll take advantage of him for now, and when the time is right, I’ll betray him, just like I did with the gangsters from the food cartel I ‘cooperated’ with.


“….”

Yeah. 

This is just a normal deal. 

Business as usual.

I’ll make sure Tessa never finds out about this.



 
  
    Chapter 72. An Offer You Can’t Refuse (2)


On the way back after forming a temporary alliance. 

“Boss, so everything went well, right? Bicorn? Is it really okay to just leave it like that?”

Cheolsu scratched his head as he asked, unable to follow the conversation between me and the Bicorn. 

The only things he understood were that the number of superhumans increased after wiping out the Unicorn Knight and the Food Cartel. 

So, it made sense for him to be confused. 

“Everything’s sorted, so don’t worry about it.” 

I had no intention of revealing that I was a possessor. 

It would only make Cheolsu’s head spin. 

Even in a world filled with superhumans, it would sound idiotic to tell him that the world he’s living in is from a comic I haven’t even read. 

He’d think I was crazy. 

“If you say so, boss.” 

With just that one sentence, Cheolsu nodded, seemingly convinced, and focused on driving. 

“Don’t think of them as allies. Just think of it as a mutually beneficial relationship. That’s how you should see it.” 

“So, can I treat them like usual?” 

“Yeah, just think of him as the curator and use him however you want. If he tries anything unnecessary, contact me right away.” 

“Understood.” 

Look at Cheolsu. 

He probably had more questions, but he trusts me enough not to ask. 

He places complete faith in me, his boss. 

“….”

In contrast, what about me? 

I say I trust Cheolsu, but in reality, I’m a shady boss with a lot to hide. 

Because of my deal with the Bicorn, I’ll have to deceive a lot of people. 

I’ll have to fool Tessa… fool the Unicorn Knight… I’m like a bat with no allegiances. 

I’m basically Batman. 

Sigh. 

My mind feels cluttered. 

Normally, I wouldn’t be this sentimental. 

Maybe it’s because it’s so late at night? 

Even though I’ve reminded myself that I’ll use them and discard them, the fact that I’ve made a deal with a real villain leaves me feeling oddly guilty. 

I might as well get some rest since there’s still some time before sunrise. 

“Good night, boss.” 

“Yeah, see you in a few hours.” 

I got out of the car and quietly slipped into the house. 

I hope Tessa is fast asleep, unaware of anything. 

“Ah.” 

Unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. 

Tessa was sitting on the couch in the first-floor living room, waiting for me. 

“Boss.” 

Our eyes met. 

Her gaze carried a subtle mystique, and her eyes were softly tinted with purple. 

She’s not angry, is she? 

“Oh, Tessa, you’re up.” 

“…Where have you been?” 

Tessa’s unique, slightly formal tone felt a bit more irritating today. 

It’s probably because I’m feeling guilty, worried that she might be suspicious of me. 

“Something came up, so I went to take care of it with Cheolsu. It wasn’t a big deal, just something at the company.” 

I answered with a casual smile, like the skilled liar I am. 

Technically, I wasn’t lying.

The only thing I left out was that the ‘thing at the company’ was actually a big deal. 

“You weren’t answering your phone either.” 

“Oh… I went out after waking up, and my phone was on silent mode. Sorry I didn’t check it sooner.” 

“You left without saying anything, so I was worried.” 

“It was late, and I didn’t want to wake you, Tessa. I didn’t mean to worry you…” 

I was in the middle of my sentence when— 

“Boss.” 

Tessa let out a sigh. 

What is it? 

Did she see through my perfect act? 

Or did she, like a wife catching her husband coming home late reeking of another woman’s perfume, sense the magic from my contact with the Bicorn? 

…I might have to be ready to fight or flee. 

Luckily, I’m still wearing the protective ring. 

As I prepared myself for whatever she might say, I waited for her to speak. 

“It’s dangerous.” 

Her words immediately made me feel the tension drain from my body. 

“The Bicorn cult is targeting you, boss. Today, you were lucky, but you could’ve gotten involved in something bad.” 

Tessa continued in a serious tone, her expression filled with concern. 

If anything happened to me, it would partly be her responsibility, and she was paying a lot to ensure my safety. 

She said she needed to be more vigilant. 

Above all, we’re supposed to be partners, and she can’t just let me be in danger… 

Tessa gently scolded me with words of concern. 

Listening to her advice, overflowing with worry, I felt… strange. 

It was like being back in school again. 

Back when I was a boy, there were people who genuinely cared for and advised me. 

But as I got older and looked back, they were all gone. 

“Next time, please wake me up. I can get up right away, no matter what time it is. But…” 

Tessa stared at me intently. 

“Are you sure it was really nothing? Maybe it’s just me, but you seem uneasy.” 

As expected. 


Tessa isn’t a fool. 

“….”

I hesitated briefly. 

I feel like this is a turning point.

They say the line between a bad ending and a happy ending is razor-thin. 

Depending on how I respond to her, everything could change. 

It felt like my life was flashing before my eyes, reflecting on all the relationships I’ve made here. 

The Food Cartel, Cheolsu and the security team, Jin Seo-jung and Jin Seon-ah, Amy, Dong Seo-hee, The Hero Administration and Tessa. 

There’s a madman fighting for a world where the children can live without shadows, and there’s another madman who wants to turn Earth into a colony, though I’m not sure if it’s out of desire or madness. 

A monster that turns into a toad and devours people, and a crazy woman leading a zombie army in broad daylight to attack a building are just extras. 

In a world filled with madness, what kind of decision should I make? 

What’s the best move to protect myself and my people?

Alright, I’ve made my decision.

“…You’re right. Saying it was nothing was a lie.” 

I decided to be honest. 

Going back to Earth would be nice, but my safety comes first. 

What’s the point of returning to Earth if I die and only my body makes it back? 

Bicorn? 

He’s a bastard who hid his identity and tried to secretly manipulate me. 

Even if I kept his secret to avoid a confrontation with Tessa, it would only lead to disaster. 

“The truth is…” 

The curator is actually Bicorn, and currently, the Bicorn cult is ruled by Bicorn’s spawn. 

He wants to turn me into a Bicorn Knight and make me fight the Unicorn Knight. 

I told her everything, except for the fact that I’m a possessor. 

There’s no need to reveal that part yet. 

“Wait a minute… It’s hard to take all this in at once.” 

Tessa rubbed her forehead as if she had a headache from all the information. 

“Take your time.” 

After giving her a moment to process, we continued the conversation. 

So much for trying to get a little sleep.

“For now, I understand. And thank you for trusting me enough to tell me.” 

Tessa accepted it without too much resistance. 

She despises Bicorn enough to want him dead, but she doesn’t plan on acting like a fanatic like when she was at the cathedral. 

She’s practically an outsider now, so if there’s an advantage to be gained, she can pretend to work with Bicorn. 

I was relieved that Tessa was more flexible in her thinking than I expected, but another thought crossed my mind. 

Maybe it was this kind of thinking that led her to fall and become a Pegasus Knight, working with all sorts of scumbags. 

But that’s just my theory. 

“Is it true that the Unicorn is weakened?” 

I asked the question that had been bothering me. 

According to Bicorn, after using too much power during the holy war 500 years ago, it became difficult for both the Unicorn and Bicorn to interfere with the material world. 

I wanted to hear Tessa’s perspective since she had lived in the cathedral. 

“…Honestly, I don’t know. I did hear that there hasn’t been an oracle in 500 years. Everyone believed that the next holy war would bring an oracle.” 

Tessa left the cathedral before the holy war began, so she couldn’t confirm it herself. 

“Then what about the Unicorn Knight? Wasn’t Jin Seon-ah chosen by the Unicorn?” 

“The Unicorn didn’t appear in person to appoint Jin Seon-ah. There was a prophecy.” 

According to Tessa, Jin Seon-ah was chosen as the Unicorn Knight based on a prophecy left by the Unicorn 500 years ago. 

From what I’ve gathered, it seems like the Unicorn, like Bicorn, has weakened to some extent. 

Maybe that’s why it could only leave behind a prophecy. 

“Is there no record of the holy war from 500 years ago?” 

“I don’t know much, but…” 

Tessa shared the information she knew. 

Most of it didn’t seem particularly important, but there was one thing that caught my attention. 

“There is a record that Bicorn tried to summon an entity from another dimension at the end of the holy war. The place where the summoning ritual took place was the site of the final battle.” 

I should keep that in mind. 

“Do you have any plans for now?” 

Tessa asked. 

“Bicorn gave me the location of the cult’s headquarters.” 

That was the first piece of information Bicorn shared. 


“Where is it?” 

“Italy.” 

“Italy…?” 

“Yes, it’s also where Happy Burger’s first overseas market will be.” 

Somehow, a business trip has also turned into a quest for relics.



 
  
    Chapter 73. Italy (Part 1)


It happened a few months ago. 

While I was beating down Myeongdong Gap-soo’s faction, the Conglomerate cartel (Hansaryeon) side, which had been watching, sent me a few gifts asking me to stop. 

One of those gifts was a route for international expansion. 

They offered to support capital and connections needed for overseas expansion under the name of cooperation.

I got excited thinking they would help me break into major markets like the U.S., U.K., or China, but that wasn’t the case. 

The country they suggested was Italy.

Italy—the country famously known for spaghetti and pizza. 

It’s also known as the birthplace of the mafia and one of the most crime-ridden countries in Europe.

At first, it seemed so random that I thought they were messing with me, but they insisted that wasn’t the case.

“There’s currently a fast-food craze among the younger generation in Italy. The quick-service restaurant sector has been growing rapidly in recent years. It’s not the biggest market, but there’s definite demand.”

Kim Se-ryeon, who had fallen under the powerful brainwashing effects of the ‘Gauntlet of Obedience,’ also said it wasn’t a bad idea for Italy to be our first international market.

The poor public security was a bit concerning, but it felt like a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, so I leaned toward going for it.

How often would a small company like Happy Burger get a chance to expand internationally?

Without external help, who knows how many years it would take?

“Alright, tell them we’ll do it. And let them know subtly that if they’re messing with me, it won’t end well.”

That’s how I accepted the offer, and it’s already been a few months since then.

Just before the Curator incident happened, they contacted me, saying the preparations for Happy Burger’s first Italian store were complete.

“There was a recently closed fast-food restaurant, so we were able to prepare quickly. The remodeling is finished, so all that’s left is to send over staff and equipment. It’d be great if the boss could come too and introduce himself to the local authorities.”

“Closed down? Didn’t you say there was a fast-food craze in Italy? Why did they shut down? Kim Se-ryeon, are you lying to your master?”

“It was a poorly managed store with issues in cleanliness and customer service. It would’ve failed regardless of the trend.”

“Well, then.”

Although it felt a bit off, I understood. 

Just because there’s a craze doesn’t mean every store will succeed.

Then the Curator incident happened, and we postponed the opening. 

In hindsight, it worked in our favor. 

If I had left for Italy right away, I wouldn’t have discovered that the Curator was Bicorn and that the Bicorn cult had a presence in Italy.

“Tell them I’ll head to Italy in two days with the staff and equipment.”

Some might wonder why I needed to go myself, but that’s absolutely necessary. 

The boss needs to personally drink and socialize with the local power brokers. 

If I just send my subordinates, they’d be seen as arrogant foreigners and get ostracized.

I’ll need to mingle and buy a few rounds. 

I’ll be in Italy for at least two weeks, searching for the Bicorn cult.

Tessa, Cheol-su, the fallen soldiers, and some of my crew are coming with me, so there shouldn’t be any problems. 

I’ll even take Bicorn, disguised as the Curator, to serve as my guide. 

He claims he can identify the cult members just by looking at them.

Before leaving Korea, I met with some of the people I have ties with.

“Italy? For business? Ah, that’s too bad. If it weren’t for my V-tuber work, I would’ve gone with you.”

Seo-jung has been incredibly busy with ‘Burger-chan’ lately. 

Contrary to my concerns, ‘Burger-chan’ has gained moderate popularity and successfully established itself in the V-tuber market.

“Are you that busy? You can take a break if you’re tired.”

“A break? No way! Idols never rest! If fans are waiting, I must meet their expectations!”

“….”

Has she gotten too into her character? 

Her way of speaking has gotten weird too.

Apparently, being a V-tuber isn’t just about singing and chatting with fans. 

Seo-jung said it’s also important to play popular games and interact with viewers by doing things like World Cup events.

“Have a good trip, Burger~ Oh, wait, that’s not it. That was a mistake!”

Anyway, it was good to see her doing well.

I also made sure to stop by the Management Bureau to check on Amy and Dong Seo-hee. 

Both were doing great, making impressive progress in their activities. 

They’d already caught two or three supervillains worthy of the title.

It’s not just domestic recognition they’re getting; they’re even receiving requests for overseas dispatches.

Dong Seo-hee, or ‘Rockslide,’ in particular, was gaining massive popularity, not for anything other than her brute strength. 

A video of her effortlessly crushing a supervillain went viral online.

[She just crushed that? That’s insane.]

[Doesn’t she look even bigger than before?]

[Should we still be calling her Rockslide? At this point, shouldn’t we rename her Meteor?]

[She’s not a hero, she’s more like a weapon of mass destruction. Should we really be using someone like that to catch criminals?]

The supervillain Rockslide captured—or rather, flattened—was a powerful one who could control electricity. 

He had the ability to take over all the vehicles on a highway at once.

This villain, who called himself ‘Electrician,’ caused numerous chain accidents, city-wide blackouts, hacked security systems, and destroyed electronic devices. 

Despite all this, he never dared to challenge the Unicorn Knight head-on and only operated in the provinces.

When he hijacked military drones that were being developed at the Science and Technology Institute and tried to commit mass murder in the city, Rockslide stormed his secret base and crushed all the drones, foiling his plan.

The Science and Technology Institute suffered astronomical losses and demanded compensation, but public opinion and the government’s response suggested they wouldn’t get much sympathy.

[You know, Rockslide may be even stronger than T-Rexler from the Hero League. 

She just destroys everything in her path.]

→[Overhype, as always. T-Rexler can stop a subway train.]

→[Rockslide can destroy the train.]

→[Strength isn’t everything. T-Rexler’s noble character from his vigilante days makes Rockslide look like a third-rate hero.]

→[But seriously, I wonder who’d win if they fought?]

Rockslide was being compared to the elite heroes of the Hero League, who are regarded as the pioneers of the hero industry. 

Some were even saying she might be stronger than T-Rexler, the League’s top hero.

[We have the Unicorn Knight in Gacheon City and Rockslide in Seoul. Let these two unite and produce strong offspring to obliterate the barbarians and invaders!]

→[Where is that denture smell coming from?]

→[Okay. Arrest all the villains.] 

→[Ferocious offspring LOL] 

→[But both of them are women.] 

→[Throw away the prejudice that women can’t make it happen!] 

→[Keep rubbing until polar bears go extinct.]


Rockslide’s popularity was so immense that people were even making jokes like that. 

Maybe that’s why. 

When I met Dong Seo-hee after a long time, she was full of pride.

“Oh, President Yoon? Nice to see you! I’ve been so busy lately that I haven’t been able to get in touch. Too many people are looking for me~!”

“….”

She said this while filing her nails, and I felt the urge to flick her on the forehead. 

But considering this was probably the first golden age of her life, I decided to let it slide. 

Kids her age are like that. 

She’ll grow out of it eventually.

“Italy? I’m so jealous… Be sure to bring me a gift!”

On the other hand, Amy greeted me with her usual attitude. 

Lately, she’s been donating not only to Gacheon Orphanage but also to other orphanages with the money she’s earned. 

Honestly, there’s no one else like her—she’s practically a saint.

“Let’s go.”

After wrapping up my busy meetings, I boarded the plane. 

Given that we live in a world where superhumans cause all sorts of crazy accidents, I was worried about hijackings or crashes, but thankfully, we arrived safely.

“Bonjorno, bonjorno. Haha.”

As soon as we arrived, we met the people Hansaryeon had introduced. 

I brought along the Curator, just in case any members of the cult were mixed in, but he assured me there weren’t any.

“Is this going too smoothly?”

It felt like I might actually finish everything safely and return home.

At least, that’s what I thought until one of my staff members got caught in a gang dispute and was shot to death. 

Not on the streets, but right in front of the Happy Burger store. 


In broad daylight, no less.

“Find out where those bastards are, every last one of them.”

I hadn’t planned on going this far, but it seemed like I’d need to bring some order to the underworld here. 

These scumbags were running around shooting guns in broad daylight.

Time to teach them a lesson.



 
  
    Chapter 74: Italy (2)


“Going insane here.” 

Muttered Enzo, the boss of a Naples-based gang, letting out a deep sigh.

He wasn’t the type of man who would usually utter such weak words, but the situation was dire.

“How many today?” 

Enzo asked one of his underlings, who was sweating profusely. 

The response came weakly.

“Nine.”

“….”

For the past three days, his gang members had been disappearing. 

Not just one by one, but in groups.

“What in the world is happening… huh?”

Enzo was in the middle of a war with another gang, fighting to monopolize a drug smuggling route. 

Normally, losing a few members in such a conflict wasn’t unexpected, but disappearing without a trace? 

That was unusual.

Usually, there’d at least be bodies left behind as a message or show of strength. 

In this part of town, where the police were a non-factor, killing someone and hiding the evidence was unheard of.

“Could Domenico have hired some mercenaries? An assassin?”

It seemed like the most reasonable explanation. 

Domenico was the boss of the rival gang currently at war with Enzo.

At first, Enzo thought maybe some recently arrived Vietnamese gangs had joined forces with Domenico. 

But something felt off. 

Those guys didn’t have the skill or subtlety to move this quietly and lethally.

“Or maybe… a superhuman?” 

One of his men suggested.

“Fucking superhumans.” 

Enzo spat, shaking his head in exasperation.

A few years ago, that would have been laughable. 

But not anymore. 

The existence of superhumans had been proven by the actions of so-called ‘heroes.’

Superhumans seeking quick cash sometimes operated in the criminal underworld. 

While they weren’t as powerful as the ones you saw on TV, their abilities were more than enough to throw a wrench into things.

“Tch.”

Enzo had planned to crush Domenico’s organization quickly and take control of the city’s drug market. 

But things had gotten tangled, and badly. 

If it weren’t for this, he would’ve already finished the job.

Silently, he puffed on his cigar, the smoke thick in the room, mirroring his troubled thoughts.

Two more days passed, and another fifteen of his men vanished. 

With no choice left, Enzo decided to negotiate with Domenico.

“…What?”

An invitation had arrived for Enzo. 

It was from an unknown sender, asking if he wanted to see his missing men. 

The meeting was to take place in an abandoned building on the outskirts of town.

“Domenico and his close men haven’t been seen since yesterday.” 

One of his men reported.

No doubt this was Domenico’s doing. 

He was probably fortifying the abandoned building, waiting for Enzo to come.

Enzo gathered all his fighters and headed for the building. 

Normally, he wouldn’t take such obvious bait, but things were so bad that brute force seemed like the only option left.

Besides, refusing the invitation would be just as bad. 

It would make him look like a coward, and in this line of work, reputation was everything. Running away wasn’t an option unless he planned to leave the city entirely.

“Arrogant bastard.” 

Enzo muttered.

He knew Domenico’s organization well. 

Out of ten fights, he’d win eight.

That’s why he started this war. 

Even if Domenico had hired a couple of superhumans, what difference would it make? 

They weren’t invincible. 

A concentrated barrage of gunfire would take care of them.

Besides…

“I’ve got an ace up my sleeve too.”

The tattoo on Enzo’s neck squirmed as he thought of it.

He had made a pact with the Bicorn Cult. 

At first, he thought they were just a bunch of crazies, but after gaining power from them, he saw things differently. 

It was a group he should never cross.

Finally, Enzo and his men arrived at the abandoned building. 

The faint smell of burning trash and smoke drifted from within.

“Domenico’s work, no doubt.”

What was he trying to hide by setting a fire? 

The bodies of Enzo’s missing men?

“Search the area!” 

Enzo ordered, and his men drew the guns they had hidden in their pockets, cautiously scanning the surroundings.

There were no signs of an ambush or snipers. 

No bombs were visible inside the building either.

In a world with superhumans and disappearing people, though, you couldn’t rule anything out. 

Anything was possible.

Just as Enzo was deciding what to do next, one of his men spoke up.

“…There’s a strange smell in the air.”

At first, they hadn’t noticed it because of the overpowering stench from the trash, but now a faint fragrance was spreading through the area.

“Domenico, stop with this bullshit and come out like a man—”


Suddenly, Enzo felt a surge of unease. 

He was cut off mid-sentence.

Screeeeeech!

The doors of the abandoned building swung open, and thick smoke, infused with that strange fragrance, billowed out, quickly engulfing Enzo and his men.

“Huh?”

In the blink of an eye, they found themselves transported to a place they had never seen before.

They stood in the middle of a bizarre museum, but the surreal surroundings weren’t what shocked them. 

No, it was the pile of mangled corpses at the center of the room that sent shivers down their spines.

Domenico and his men.

Their bodies were mutilated, as if they’d been smashed by some kind of massive club. 

The damage was horrific.

At last, Enzo understood. 

His men hadn’t just disappeared, they’d been trapped here all along, just like Domenico. 

They had all fallen into the hands of a much greater enemy.

“Don’t just stand there! Search for anyone else! Someone else must be here!”

Enzo yelled at his panicked men.

The power they were dealing with was unlike anything they had ever encountered. 

But he was sure there had to be a way to break it.

“The superhuman who trapped us must be here too. If we kill that bastard, we can go back. If it’s a close fight, we’ll definitely win.”

“Ugh…”

Enzo drew out all the power embedded in his tattoo. 

His skin hardened, muscles swelled, and his brain flooded with dopamine, expanding his vision.

Bulletproof skin, superhuman strength, and enhanced bodily functions, including his brain and eyes. 

These abilities could overwhelm most superhumans.

Thud!

Enzo leapt dozens of meters in a single bound, darting around the museum. 

His fighters scrambled to keep up.

“How much is your employer paying you? I’ll double it. Ever think about working for me? Come out now, and I’ll spare you! I’ll forgive everything!” 

Enzo shouted confidently.

Two hours passed.

[Bonbulloop]

“What… what the hell is this!?”

Enzo and his men, who had failed to find anyone, were instead greeted by a statue emitting an eerie wail.

Despite all his efforts, Enzo couldn’t resist the destructive force that followed.

*

“It’s over.” 

Tessa, who had been holding onto her phone in silence.

While she couldn’t bring anything out of the museum, bringing things into it from Earth was possible. 

She had planted communication devices, including walkie-talkies and phones, all throughout the museum. 

If communication was possible, why not use it?

“Is that so?” 

I replied, whistling as I checked my watch.

Two hours and twenty minutes. 

They lasted longer than Domenico and his men, who were wiped out in three minutes.

“Ahh, this feels satisfying, doesn’t it?” 

I asked. 

Tessa smiled wordlessly. 

Having once massacred criminals across Los Angeles, she seemed completely unfazed. 

I didn’t care much either—it was just a bunch of villains dying.

Enzo’s gang and Domenico’s gang—those scum had been shooting at each other right outside my store and killed one of my innocent employees.

At first, I thought I’d let them kill each other in a classic ‘enemy of my enemy’ tactic, but why bother with strategy when I had overwhelming force (or rather, superhuman abilities) at my disposal? 

That would be a waste.

I trapped them all in the otherworldly museum and wiped them out. No evidence, clean and simple.

“The fact that he held on for 20 minutes proves he was indeed a collaborator with the Bicorn Cult. He must have received enhanced tattoos as part of the deal,” 

Tessa remarked.

“Yeah.”

After investigating several times, I had figured it out. 

As someone who’d heard from the Bicorn what Italy’s leading cult was, the conclusion was obvious.

I was right not to engage directly. If I had, Chul-soo would have been in big trouble.

By the way, I tested a few things while trapping those Italian gangsters. 

It turns out that after 24 hours, everyone inside the museum is forcibly expelled. 

As long as they survived for 24 hours, they could escape without needing the curator’s permission.

On the flip side, it meant that even someone stronger than Bobulup could be held captive for at least 24 hours. 

This museum could serve as a prison.

As expected of the power chosen by Bicorn—it was insanely overpowered.

“When’s the local contact arriving? It’s about time, isn’t it?”

The roots of the criminal factions that had divided the city were now uprooted. 

Whenever there’s a power vacuum, predators rush to fill it.

Normally, my organization would absorb the remnants and take over, but this was faraway Italy. 

I couldn’t handle it the same way I did with the food cartel.

No need to worry. 

I already lined up a local partner.


“Ah, there he is.”

I waved toward a man approaching.

“Hey~! Mister Yoon~! My Asian friend~!”

Nguyen Dinh Phuc, the boss of the Vietnamese gang, approached me with a wide grin, showing teeth as white as rice noodles.

This guy would fill the power vacuum.



 
  
    Chapter 75: Italy (3)


“Oh, you’re here?” 

I greeted him casually, dropping formalities.

Nguyen Dinh Phuc—a rising figure in the underworld of Naples, who, like me, was pretending to be an ‘entrepreneur.’

Despite only being in Italy for three years, he had enough influence to be present at the local leaders’ meeting I attended on my first day here.

He ran a franchise selling popular Vietnamese dishes like pho, pad thai, and tom yum goong. 

But behind the scenes, he was also involved in drug trafficking, loan sharking, and managing a few entertainment establishments. 

We hit it off a few times, likely due to our shared background as Asian businessmen specializing in food services. 

And, as expected, he turned out to be a mob boss. After some back-and-forth, I revealed my own identity and joined forces with him.

Teaming up with a guy who deals drugs and runs nightclubs wouldn’t have been possible in Gacheon City, where the Unicorn Knights kept a strict watch. 

But here in Italy, there was no reason not to. 

Besides, I didn’t particularly care about such things. 

The real problem was maniacs who sold drugs to kids, teetering dangerously between the shadows and the light. 

But compared to them, Nguyen was relatively mild.

…Of course, that’s only in comparison to worse criminals. 

It’s not like I’m defending him. 

There’s no such thing as a ‘good guy’ in this line of work. 

At best, there are necessary evils.

“I just confirmed it—Enzo, Domenico, they’re all gone! Mr. Yoon, you’re incredible!” 

Nguyen clapped, approaching me like he was reuniting with an old friend. 

He genuinely seemed happy.

I’d cleaned up the local powers who had been thorns in his side, and he’d be leaving town in a few days. 

He probably felt like giving me a big kiss for all that.

“It feels like I’m reaping all the rewards while you do all the work! I almost feel bad!” 

Nguyen laughed heartily.

Saying he ‘feels bad’ is just a roundabout way of saying everything is going exactly as he hoped. 

It’s good to be suspicious. 

In the underworld, suspicion is essential if you want to survive.

“Well, you could always show a bit more gratitude.”

This is the time to accept generously, without raising suspicion.

“Gratitude? Of course! I’ll make sure our friendship stays strong. I’ll personally guarantee the safety of the Happy Burger branch in Italy.”

Honestly, safety is more important than rewards. 

In a few days, Cheolsu and the combat team will return home. 

While a few mobsters will stay behind as guards, they won’t be capable of handling a serious criminal organization.

If Nguyen doesn’t stab me in the back and ensures the safety of my Happy Burger Italy branch, that alone would be a huge benefit to me.

“Oh, here’s what you asked for.” 

He handed me a document file.

“I’ve got everything organized. If anything’s missing, let me know, and I’ll find it.”

I skimmed through it and nodded.

He’s quite efficient. 

No unnecessary pride or power games typical of gangsters, and none of that strange foolishness. 

He’s the most likable guy I’ve met in Italy so far.

But his best quality is that he has absolutely no ties to the Bicorn cult. 

I did some digging, and it’s not easy to operate in the Italian underworld without being linked to the Bicorn cult. 

The reason? 

The ‘Camorra,’ a massive crime organization controlling not just one or two cities but the whole of Italy, is actually a front for the Bicorn cult. 

According to Bicorn, they secretly infiltrated Italy in the 16th century and established themselves as the mafia.

So, the leader of the Italian faction is both a cult apostle and a mafia boss. Isn’t that hilarious? 

A mafia boss who’s also a heretical priest? 

It’s as ridiculous as the mob boss in Gacheon City being in cahoots with the Unicorn Knights.

Enzo, the guy who just got killed, is suspected to be the leader of a lower branch of the Camorra. 

That’s probably why he had the Bicorn enhancement tattoos.

“Well, I’ll be off. I’ve got some business to attend to.”

“Sure. Take care.”

“Let me know if you need anything.” 

Nguyen waved as he left.

I sat down with Tessa and Bicorn to examine the document file he’d brought.

“Seems to match up. It’s not much different from 500 years ago.” 

Bicorn, still disguised as the Curator, nodded.

We were looking over the meeting places of Camorra executives. 

It was an old cathedral where the Italian faction supposedly gathers for meetings and conducts prayer rituals dedicated to Bicorn.

“They may be a traditional organization, but those who fail to adapt are bound to become obsolete.” 

Bicorn claimed they were outdated. 

He also said that Italy wasn’t particularly appealing to the Bicorn cult, so the real power players were likely with other factions.

‘Just like how you lost everything to your Bicorn-spawn children and had to team up with a small-time mob boss in an eastern country?’ 

I almost said it but held back.

“I believe she can handle it on her own.” 

Bicorn looked at me, seeking agreement, while pointing at Tessa.

“Put that finger down before I cut it off.” 

Tessa frowned, clearly displeased by even being pointed at.

Though she agreed to a temporary alliance with Bicorn, it was clear she wasn’t happy about interacting with him directly. 

Maybe it’s her old habits from her time as a virgin priestess at the cathedral.

“Hm.” 

Sending Tessa alone, huh? 

She’s gotten much stronger, and this faction is one of the weaker ones, but I couldn’t help feeling concerned. 

What if an unknown factor causes her to fail? 

If Tessa goes down, then both I and Bicorn are done for.

But I can’t afford to send all the forces I’ve brought to Italy into this. 

And pulling back isn’t an option either.

“I know bringing too many people would just draw attention and not be much help, but…”
I trailed off, looking at Tessa. 


Ultimately, her opinion mattered most.

“I can do it.” 

Tessa responded confidently. 

Of course she’s confident. 

Even Boboloup said she was stronger than Mambo, the head of the French faction.

“But this isn’t a one-on-one duel—it’s a fight between one person and many. Even if she can create a magical shield, if they focus their firepower, it might get breached. Even if they’re considered outdated, they’ve held their position for over 500 years, so they could have one or two hidden secret weapons.”

“This is a good opportunity to push my magic to its limits. Boboloup… he was lacking in that aspect.” 

Tessa said confidently.

After hearing her, I made my decision.

“Let’s go together.”

Bicorn, who had seen my protective ring’s abilities firsthand, had remarked that even the cult’s top members wouldn’t be able to break through it easily. 

Unless they had different types of magic, followers of the cult, whose powers stemmed from Bicorn’s own blessing, would struggle due to the inherent weaknesses of their magic.

At the time, I asked why that was, but I didn’t get a proper answer. 

Something about being an entity outside the rules made it difficult for those bound within the rules to oppose it. 

I figured it was because I was a host for a powerful spirit.

“Anyway, they probably already know I’m allied with the Unicorn Knights, right? I’ll just act like I’m presenting a negotiation plan and launch a surprise attack.” 

I suggested.

“There’s a chance they might not know.” 

Bicorn shook his head.

Wait, how could they not know? 

We’re all part of the same faction.

“You forget, my children are fighting each other for the throne. For now, they’re cooperating to fend off the Unicorn Knights, but once they win, they’ll want to hoard all the glory for themselves. It’s entirely possible that there are gaps in their information.” 

Bicorn explained.

“If they’re so busy keeping each other in check, how are they supposed to defeat the Unicorn Knights?”

There aren’t even any Bicorn Knights around, so what’s the point? 

But Bicorn had a different perspective.

“They’re demigods. They’ve gained divinity but haven’t fully ascended, which is why they remain trapped in the physical realm.”

“…Does that mean they might come here to fight the Unicorn Knights directly?”

“Earth is far away and complicated, so it won’t be easy, but they may have found a way. They must be confident enough to open the holy war without my permission.”

“…..”

So they could potentially create some kind of portal and come directly from Bicorn’s colonies to Earth. 

And this guy is only telling me this now?

The Unicorn Knights once said that no Bicorn-spawn had ever personally come to a holy war. 

Bicorn and the Unicorns had supposedly forbidden their involvement. 

But now, with the gods who once held them back having lost the power to intervene on Earth, it seems almost certain that the Bicorn-spawn are coming.

Ugh, this is giving me a headache. 

What the hell did Bicorn do 500 years ago to lose his power?

“Don’t worry. They aren’t immortal. As long as you have a power that surpasses their divinity, they can be destroyed.” 

Bicorn said, casting a sideways glance at Tessa. 

Does he trust in her potential?

He seems to know something, but I doubt he’d tell me even if I asked. 


I’ve tried before, but his responses are always along the lines of…. 

“The time isn’t right yet. Destiny changes the moment you act.” 

Shady bastard.

In any case, Tessa and I decided to head to the Camorra’s meeting point. 

We have an escape plan in case things go south, so it should be fine.
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Early in the morning, we headed to the Camorra’s meeting place, where the leaders gathered for rituals at least three times a week. 

It was an old church, the kind you’d expect to see anywhere in Europe, but the heavy security made it clear that it wasn’t just any ordinary place.

“What should we do?” 

Tessa asked cautiously, her eyes scanning the area to check for armed guards.

“Let’s move forward for now.”

I felt a prickling sensation on the back of my neck, but I decided to go for a direct approach. 

Someone would probably stop us as we walked. 

After all, surprising them would leave them scrambling to react.

“Who are you?” 

A burly doorman spoke in Italian, blocking the path for Tessa and me. 

Maybe it was because he was a low-ranking member, or maybe they hadn’t shared all the information, but he didn’t seem to recognize my face.

Since this place could be considered their headquarters, it was likely he belonged to the Bicorn cult. 

I showed him my protective ring and whispered. 

“Go tell your boss that Yoon Do-cheol is here to cooperate.”

Since my Italian wasn’t fluent, Tessa translated for me. 

I could understand the language well enough, but speaking it was still difficult.

If the boss knew who I was, that meant they had shared information. 

If not, then they hadn’t.

“This is…” 

The doorman’s expression changed as he saw my protective ring. 

He nodded and entered the church. 

A few minutes later, he returned with another large man, about his size—a Camorra member, no doubt.

“We’re in the middle of a service, so please wait a moment.” 

The doorman said more politely this time.

“Well, you didn’t say we couldn’t come in, right? Perfect. We might as well pray together since we’re here.” 

I insisted. 

I couldn’t give them time to plot anything. 

It was better to push forward, even if it meant being a bit forceful.

“…We will have to search you.” 

The doorman said after hesitating. 

It seemed the boss had told him to let me in if I wanted to come.

“Go ahead.”

I had left all weapons behind anyway. 

After a brief search, Tessa and I entered the church.

“Guide us.” 

The congregation prayed in unison.

The Italian faction of the Bicorn cult, known locally as the Camorra, was gathered in the church, sitting on wooden pews and praying to a statue of a black horse with two horns. 

Black smoke curled up from the base of the statue—it seemed to be Bicorn’s magic.

“…Hmm.” 

The magic was strong enough that Tessa frowned at the intensity.

We sat down on the pews, pretending to pray as well.

“What brings you here unannounced?” 

A hairy man asked as he approached and sat next to me. 

He didn’t even glance at me, keeping his eyes fixed on the statue.

I recognized him. 

He was one of the Camorra’s higher-ups, according to the files Nguyen had sent. 

Not just any officer, but the boss’s right-hand man.

He seemed confident. 

He probably knew I was working with the Unicorn Knights but didn’t seem to know that I had killed Mambo and gained her relic or that Tessa had grown much stronger.

He was likely here as the boss’s spokesperson.

“I came to hear some wise words.” 

I answered vaguely, waiting to see what he’d say next. 

No need for formalities with someone who was going to die soon.

The hairy man finally took his eyes off the statue and looked at my protective ring.

It must’ve seemed strange. 

They knew me as an ally of the Unicorn Knights, yet here I was, wearing a Bicorn ring.

Though he seemed curious, he only asked one thing.

“Wasn’t the negotiation canceled long ago?”

Ah, a man who values restraint. 

He was probably referring to what had happened with Mambo.

“I didn’t want to team up with that foolish woman. There was no chance of winning with her.”

“And we look more promising?” 

He asked.

“Who knows?”

I shrugged.

“At least you don’t seem foolish enough to crawl all the way into Gacheon without a clear win plan. You’re in the same business as me, after all.”

“In the same business, huh?”

He smirked, seemingly amused. 

Then he pointed at my protective ring.

“Whatever you did to get that ring, wearing it means you’ve also received Bicorn’s blessing.”

“….”

While he was talking, Tessa gave me a look, asking if we should start now.

I signaled her to wait. 

I had something I wanted to ask them.

“If you give me some useful information, I’ll consider accepting you as part of our team—”

This guy was starting off with information demands? 

Shouldn’t he be talking about what I’d gain first?

I interrupted him and asked. 

“Are you an organization that directly follows Bicorn’s orders?”


Of course, Tessa translated everything for me.

“…Strange question. What kind of organization do you think we are?”

“I’m asking if you’re a group that receives orders directly from Bicorn himself.” 

I clarified.

The hairy man paused for a moment, then spoke. 

He seemed eager to answer, probably because of the ring.

“You seem to know a bit about our situation. But to answer your question, no. Only a select few can communicate with him directly. We take our orders from his agents, those on the verge of ascension.”

It seemed even the boss’s right-hand man didn’t know that Bicorn-spawn had betrayed Bicorn. 

They were all being used without a clue.

I had asked to cross-check this, but it seemed Bicorn was telling the truth about that. 

No point in asking further. 

I gave Tessa the signal.

Bang!

It happened in an instant. 

A projectile fired from Tessa’s fingertips pierced straight through the hairy man’s body. 

Her killing power had grown several times since the last time I saw her in action.

As the projectile was about to hit its target, the protective ring on the hairy man’s finger activated. 

However, it couldn’t withstand Tessa’s power and quickly crumbled. 

It was clearly not as durable as my own protective ring.

“Ugh…!”

The hairy man collapsed, a gaping hole in the center of his body like a donut. 

It was a pathetic end for someone who was supposed to be the second-in-command of the Camorra.

“What the…?”

“Damn! ‘Il Lupo’ is down!”

“Shoot!”

The mafia members, startled, sprang to their feet and pulled out guns, firing at us.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Thanks to my protective ring, I was unharmed, and Tessa swiftly deployed her shield, keeping herself safe as well. 

Bullets rained down on us, but we held our ground. 

Then, the body of the fallen hairy man twitched, turning into purple energy and flowing into Tessa.

As if waiting for that moment, Tessa’s eyes flared open, and she revealed a new technique. 

Sharp spikes of energy shot out from her shield.

“Argh!”

“Ugh!”

The Bicorn-mafia members, pierced by energy spikes as thick as forearms, fell to the ground, blood spraying everywhere. 

Without protective rings like the hairy man had, they were shredded like paper.

“Her magic is too strong! Guns won’t work!”

“Move aside!”

At last, the Camorra’s higher-ranking members stepped in. 

They gathered the Bicorn energy floating around them into spheres and hurled them at Tessa. 

The impact was significant, causing her shield to tremble with each hit.

Of course, my protective ring held strong. 

Though it briefly dimmed, it quickly regenerated. 

As always, it healed faster than it could be damaged.

“Damn it!”

“What kind of monster is she?!”

The officers barely dodged the spikes while throwing magic attacks, but they couldn’t gain the upper hand. 

Tessa’s magic was too overwhelming for them to even make a dent.

Crash!

Using telekinesis, Tessa lifted pews and dropped the lights and ornaments from the ceiling, gradually picking off the mafia members one by one. 

They couldn’t even take cover—she’d just lift their hiding spots right away.

Ah, but these small fries don’t matter. 

I need to deal with the faction leader first. 

If he escapes while we’re fighting, that would be a problem. 

If I can capture him, I can use the Gauntlet of Submission to extract some valuable secrets. 

Ignoring the attacks, I scanned the area for him.

“O great one!”

The Camorra boss, the leader of the Italian faction, was kneeling beneath the statue’s pedestal, drenched in his subordinate’s blood as he prayed. 

It was just like the ritual the president of Wajaktost had performed.

“Tch.”

I should’ve secured him first. 

I’m not used to this kind of battle, so I made a mistake. 

I signaled to Tessa, pointing out the boss’s location, and sprinted to stop him. 

The distance was a bit far. 

For such an old building, this church was unnecessarily large inside.

“Grant me your power!”

The apostle finished his ritual and absorbed all the Bicorn energy from beneath the pedestal. 

His body became shrouded in black smoke, obscuring his form.

A bad feeling crept over me, and I came to a stop.

“Graaah!”

As the smoke cleared, the apostle’s new form was revealed. 

He had transformed into a creature with the lower body of a horse.

Wow, seriously? 

Worshipping a foal, and he transforms into a horse. 

That’s just lame.

“He’s a centaur! He’s been blessed and mutated by his master’s power!” 

Tessa shouted from a distance as she fought.


A centaur, huh? 

That means he’s one of the veteran Bicorn-spawns. 

So, Bicorn has the ability to turn his followers into monsters.

“Graaah!”

The half-human, half-horse apostle charged toward me with bloodshot eyes.
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Thunk!

The apostle, now transformed into a half-human, half-horse creature, charged at me like a bullet. 

But there was no problem. 

The sphere-shaped shield activated by my protective ring absorbed the massive impact.

As expected from the Bicorn Shield. 

With the buff from the Possession, it even withstood the centaur’s dash.

Crack!

I felt a bit uneasy, though. While the shield hadn’t shattered, the cracks were repairing themselves more slowly than usual. 

That must mean it was quite a powerful hit. 

I might not be able to handle two or three more of those charges.

“Tessa!”

I immediately called for help. 

At this rate, I’d just be a sturdy punching bag. 

I should leave the boss fight to her.

“Understood!”

Boom!

Tessa fired a projectile into the ground, propelling her into the air from the impact.

Boom!

She fired again, gaining momentum as she flew through the air toward us. 

She must be using a disposable propulsion system by firing projectiles. 

Her combat instincts are incredible. 

Only someone who can protect their magic with a shield could use this tactic.

“Damn it!”

The Camorra officers who had been fighting her (or more accurately, just trying to slow her down) were startled by her bold and reckless move.

In an instant, Tessa closed the distance and unleashed a barrage of magic at the apostle. 

Purple lightning-shaped energy shot toward him.

“Hmph!”

The apostle, lacking the durability to withstand the attack, moved its legs rapidly to dodge. 

Perhaps because of his non-human body, he was incredibly flexible and fast.

At least the distance between us had grown.

“Alright, it’s all yours!”

I quickly dashed backward, putting some space between me and the apostle. 

Judging by his appearance and his tendency to charge blindly, it seemed he had no long-range attacks. 

If that’s the case, there’s no point in me playing the role of a meat shield like I did when fighting Mambo. 

I’d only get in the way.

It’s better for me to block the officers while Tessa handles the one-on-one fight with the apostle.

“You shall not pass!”

I stood in front of the officers who were following Tessa, adopting the stance of a shield-bearer blocking intruders.

The path was littered with debris from the fallen ceiling decorations, and the scattered remains of the pews and pillars destroyed during the fight made it difficult to traverse. 

If the officers wanted to help the apostle, they’d have to get through me first.

“Who are you?!”

“Aren’t you one of us? Why are you—”

“Traitor! Kill him!”

The Camorra officers hurled magical energy spheres at me.

“You guys really love baseball, don’t you?”

Haven’t they realized by now that no matter how many times they hit me, I’m still fine?

It’s not that they lack learning ability, though. 

It’s possible that magic is their only offensive option. 

They might still think that throwing enough of them will work.

Woom!

Blocking all of their attacks with my protective ring, I carefully observed them.

Each of them wore rings similar to mine. 

This meant each officer ranked at the same level as the president of Wajaktost. 

Even in this so-called washed-up faction, they clearly had history and tradition.

On top of that, their bodies were covered in writhing, strange tattoos—the same kind that had been on Enzo, the guy I killed last time. 

These were known as “enhancement tattoos,” and they significantly boosted physical abilities.

With their shields and enhanced bodies, picking up a club or sword to attack wouldn’t make much of a difference. 

So, instead…

“Alright, let’s give this a try.”

Muttering to myself, I summoned the Gauntlet of Submission.

I’d never used it in the middle of a battle like this, especially against a Bicorn follower. 

I wasn’t sure if it would work, but this seemed like the perfect opportunity to test it out.

“He’s summoning something weird!”

“Wait, that’s a holy relic!”

“How can a traitor summon a relic…?!”

“Could it be… one of His knights?!”

While they were confused by the sight of me summoning a relic, I approached the nearest officer.

“Damn it!”

Before he could escape with his enhanced abilities, I quickly grabbed hold of him and chanted a spell.

“Submit.”

The officer, who had been struggling to break free, suddenly went limp, his eyes glazing over.

“Yes, I will submit.”

It worked! 

Looks like I’ll be able to use this going forward.

“Can you assist me in dealing with my enemies?”

I don’t like speaking in such a cringeworthy manner, but speaking with authority increases the effectiveness of the mind control.

“Of course. Leave it to me.”

The officer I had just brainwashed launched a magical energy sphere at his former comrades.

“What the…?!”


Though the other officers were momentarily panicked, they were seasoned veterans and recovered quickly. 

They blocked the attack with their protective rings and began searching for another way to join the apostle.

I can’t let that happen.

“Pin them down, one by one. Buy me enough time to get close.”

If they can’t be killed, then I’ll just have to brainwash them all.

“Understood.”

The officer, following my command, lunged like a beast and grabbed hold of a female officer. 

She struggled to break free, but ultimately, she came into contact with my gauntlet.

“Submit.”

“Yes, Master.”

Soon, a scene unfolded where brainwashed officers clashed against those who weren’t. 

One side tried to subdue, while the other tried to kill—it was quite the sight. 

Most of them neither fled nor joined the apostle, stuck in confusion before eventually falling to my gauntlet.

‘It would’ve been more troublesome if they had just run away.’

Because of the cult’s repetitive brainwashing, they couldn’t bring themselves to abandon the apostle. 

That’s the problem with organizations that have too much loyalty. 

Before long, I had brainwashed all the remaining officers.

“Let’s go.”

I led the brainwashed officers to the far end of the cathedral, where Tessa and the apostle were fiercely battling. 

The fight was quite even, but Tessa, relentlessly attacking, seemed to have the upper hand. 

The apostle was hopping around, dodging attacks, seemingly waiting for an opportunity to charge.

If I add just a little more pressure, we could finish this.

“Bind the apostle’s legs!”

“Uwaaah!”

At my command, the brainwashed officers rushed at the apostle like enraged beasts.

“Huh? How could someone like you wield His relic? This makes no sense!”

The apostle, startled first by the brainwashed officers, then again by the sight of the gauntlet on my right hand, trembled in disbelief.

“It’s time for you to go. Just surrender quietly.”

I waved my gauntlet casually as I spoke. 

It was the perfect gesture to get under his skin.

“You…!”

The apostle kicked away the officers trying to grab him, but before long, they managed to hold onto his legs.

Tessa seized the opportunity and fired multiple projectiles at him.

“Graaah!”

This time, the apostle couldn’t dodge. 

Although he didn’t end up with a gaping, donut-shaped hole like that hairy deputy boss, blood was dripping from him, signaling a direct hit.

The apostle continued to fight, desperately killing the officers and dodging Tessa’s attacks, but eventually, he collapsed in a bloodied heap.

“D-damn it! What are you? How can you wield a relic? You, of all people, can’t possibly be His knight!”

Even as he lay dying, the apostle was furious, yelling questions in disbelief. 

Since I had no intention of answering, I signaled to Tessa to finish him off.

“….”

Tessa, though clearly exhausted, cautiously approached, preparing her final strike. 

It seemed she was worried the apostle might have a last trick up his sleeve.

“This… this can’t be happening! I was supposed to be the knight! How could someone like you…!”

The apostle, muttering in disbelief, suddenly raised his half-severed right arm into the air.

“If someone like you can wield it, then so can I! O great Stallion, grant me the power to destroy my enemies!”

Bicorn’s power surged around him, and a helmet resembling that of a medieval knight—crafted with cutting-edge science—was summoned. 

It was undoubtedly one of the Bicorn relics the apostle had in his possession.

“Damn it!”

Tessa quickly fired a projectile. 

The apostle, screaming in pain, managed to endure the attack, but as soon as he put on the helmet, his face turned pitch-black from Bicorn’s energy, and with a loud pop, it exploded.

A violent rejection reaction.

Now I understood why Mambo hadn’t used a relic until his last moments. 

If you weren’t a Bicorn knight, the relics wouldn’t work for you—they had some kind of safeguard.

“Now, harm yourselves.”

I had killed off all the officers. 

Based on my experiment with Kim Saeryeon, brainwashing only lasts about a week. 

If I didn’t want to keep coming back to Italy every week, it made sense to eliminate them now.

They were scum anyway. 

Even if they were imprisoned, they’d eventually use their connections to get out and continue killing.

“Well, that’s everything taken care of. Good job.”

I thanked Tessa and picked up the helmet. 

Since the apostle’s body and all the blood had been absorbed by Tessa’s purple energy, there was nothing unpleasant left behind.

“…You did well too, boss.”


Tessa nodded as she focused on absorbing the energy.

And just like that, we had secured victory without any further complications. 

Our reward: Bicorn’s helmet.

I wonder what kind of abilities this one holds.
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I fiddled with the Bicorn helmet. 

The texture felt unfamiliar, yet somehow, it also seemed familiar.

‘Enter the subspace.’

As I mentally commanded it, the helmet smoothly disappeared into the subspace.

“Are you alright?”

Tessa, who had been watching the scene, asked. 

She seemed amazed that I could absorb two relics without any problems.

“Of course.”

I grinned. 

To be honest, the only time I had struggled was when I had to restore the Guardian Ring. 

Every time the cracked shield was repaired, something invisible kept draining from my body—whether it was mental strength or something else, I couldn’t tell.

Especially when the apostle, disguised as the Camorra boss, transformed into a half-demon and charged at me. 

It became clear that I couldn’t keep the shield up indefinitely. 

Even if the ring could endure, my body couldn’t.

“What about you, Tessa? You absorbed quite a bit today.”

At my words, Tessa, whose eyes were glowing with a purple hue, glanced over her body.

“…I feel overflowing with power. Almost too much to control.”

Huh.

“So, is that dangerous?”

Could she suddenly lose control, or perhaps even awaken as a Pegasus Knight? 

It didn’t seem like purely good news. 

What if she turned on me, especially when I was already worn out from overusing the Guardian Ring?

Tessa shook her head.

“No. It’s fine. I think I’ve absorbed too much mystical energy all at once, causing an overload. A few days of rest should fix it.”

“Does that mean you can’t fight anymore today?”

Not exactly what I wanted to hear. 

The mission wasn’t over yet. 

Depending on our collaborator’s actions, a bonus battle might still occur.

“Not that. I might just make mistakes controlling my output.”

Tessa clenched her right fist tightly.

Fwoosh!

Purple energy flared up like flames, enveloping her hand. 

The flickering energy extended up her arm and soon spread across her entire body.

She looked like a human torch.

Well, as long as she could still fight, it didn’t matter. 

There was no need to hold back power against our enemies, after all.

“Let’s head out.”

We had killed all the Camorra leaders and officers in the cathedral. 

Our part of the job was done. 

Now, it was time to check how our collaborator had handled his part.

Although calling him a collaborator might be a bit much—he could easily turn into an enemy depending on the situation.

Creak!

Tessa, having subdued her energy, and I opened the large, old cathedral door and stepped outside. 

The stench of blood immediately hit my nose.

“O~! My Asian friend!”

Outside the cathedral, where a slaughter had recently taken place, Nguyen was wiping blood off his dagger with a cloth, and he waved at me. 

Behind him, a group of armed Vietnamese gangsters stood in neat rows.

Why hadn’t any additional Camorra reinforcements entered the cathedral? 

Simple. 

Nguyen’s Vietnamese organization had taken care of it.

I nodded at Nguyen and scanned the area. 

There were a few Vietnamese bodies, but far fewer compared to the Italian corpses.

While Tessa and I had dealt with the key officers inside the cathedral, the Camorra foot soldiers outside were still heavily armed killers. 

Despite the chaos, Nguyen’s group had managed to overwhelm them, a testament to their combat capabilities.

They might not be at the level of Neo-Nazis, but they could probably hold their own against organizations like Ninja Ramen or Hot Pot Hot Pot. 

Now I understood why they were able to compete with the local Italian mafia.

“Good job.”

I gave him a brief word of thanks.

“Oh, come on! Mister Yoon did all the hard work—this was the least I could do.”

Nguyen laughed heartily before continuing.

“But seriously, that was impressive. You and your friend took down those weird magic-using Camorra guys on your own. That’s no small feat.”

He cautiously observed Tessa, who, with her glowing purple eyes, certainly gave off an intimidating aura.

“I’ve got a good bodyguard.”

I shrugged, then began assessing Nguyen.

It would be nice to part ways with a laugh, having defeated our common enemy, but this was the underworld. 

A place where betrayal and deceit were commonplace.

Why hadn’t I brought Cheolsu and the security team for handling the foot soldiers and instead dragged the Vietnamese gang along? 

Simple. 

I had set the perfect stage for them to backstab me.

It would be troublesome if they betrayed me later, so testing them here was the smart move. 

Nguyen didn’t know the full extent of the relic powers Tessa and I possessed. 

Even though we were strong, he might think we were tired from the fight.

If he planned to betray me, there would never be a better moment than now.

“….”

So, what’s it going to be? 

Are you going to get greedy?

This was the moment to see if he was an opportunist or someone who knew his limits.

“Thank you, friend! I’ll handle the cleanup, so you go on ahead. I’ve bribed all the local cops, so you don’t have to worry.”

Nguyen flashed a bright smile, showing his white teeth, reminiscent of rice noodles. 


Just like the first time we met, Nguyen seemed to be quite the clever man.

Good. 

You’ve earned the right to be my ‘ally,’ Nguyen Hunter… no, Nguyen Dinh Phuc.

To truly secure him, it would be best to bring him directly under my control, but managing someone from this far away wouldn’t be easy. 

I would just have to trust that he’d continue making smart decisions like he had today.

“Here’s your ride.”

One of his men pulled up a car in front of the cathedral. 

It was the driver and vehicle Nguyen had prepared.

“Whew.”

There hadn’t been any surprises, but it had been a tough day in many ways. 

I had never used the Guardian Ring for this long before. 

It was exhausting.

Now, it was time to head back to the villa and check out the relic’s abilities.

*

“You’ve arrived.” 

In the villa I had bought to stay in while in Italy, a tall, dark figure greeted me. 

It was Bicorn, disguised as ‘Curator’ Han Sang-jin.

“It seems you successfully obtained the relics. Well done.” 

“Shut up.” 

I glared at Bicorn, who spoke as if praising a subordinate.

“Now, care to show me what you’ve got?” 

“Aren’t these the relics you handed over to the cult? Why don’t you already know?” 

“500 years have passed. I don’t know exactly which faction holds which relics anymore.” 

He dismissed it casually. 

It annoyed me, but asking him was the quickest and easiest way. 

Figuring out the relic’s exact abilities through trial and error would be too troublesome.

“Here.” 

I summoned the helmet and handed it to him. 

“The Helmet of Immunity.”

The Helmet of Immunity—so that’s the name of the relic the Camorra leader and apostle of the Italian faction possessed.

“It nullifies all forms of mystical interference on the mind. Unless it’s a significantly higher-level mystic power.” 

Apparently, if any mind-control ability, like hypnosis or brainwashing, was triggered, the helmet would automatically activate. 

It wasn’t as impressive as I had hoped. 

Isn’t this just like the helmet Magneto wears in X-Man? 

Feels like a cheap knockoff from a third-rate comic.

“Does it have any other abilities?” 

What I needed now was a relic with offensive capabilities, but I kept getting these pointless ones.

“That one ability is plenty powerful.” 

“….”

Honestly, it wasn’t exactly trash. 

Who knows when I might face another mind-controller like Ozymandias, the leader of the Supremacists?  

Even with the Possessor’s buff and the Guardian Ring, I couldn’t afford to let my guard down.

“You said the Unicorn Knight has one relic, right? Since you now have two, that means the cult has three left.” 

The helmet, the chestplate, two gauntlets, and two boots. 

When all six were gathered, the full Bicorn Knight set would be complete. 

With three in hand, I was a third of the way there.

“I’ve been wondering, what’s your plan for the relic the Unicorn Knight holds?” 

I had tipped off the Unicorn Knight about the location of the Bicorn cult faction that was working with Hansaryeon. 

Since I told her the apostle was killed, she must have one of the relics. 

I understood about the remaining three relics, but how was Bicorn planning to retrieve the one that Jin Seon-ah had? 

Surely he wasn’t thinking of some crazy plan where we wait for Tessa to get stronger, have the two women fight, and steal the relic in the chaos. 

He didn’t even know where she was keeping it.

“There’s no need to gather all six relics. We only need four.” 

Bicorn confidently held up four fingers. 

Seeing Han Sang-jin’s smug face as he said that, I couldn’t help but feel irritated.

“Four?” 

“If more than half the relics are bound to one person, the rest will come on their own. That’s how they were designed.”

So, even if we only gathered four, it would be recognized as qualifying.

“Would’ve been nice if you’d told me that earlier.” 

“Just focus on collecting two more relics. There’s no need to worry.” 

“Yeah, sure.” 

I sneered. 

Bicorn didn’t scare me much when he was using Han Sang-jin’s body. 

He lacked that intimidating aura powerful beings usually had.

‘Will I obediently gather them?’ 

I had no intention of becoming the Bicorn Knight by collecting all the relics. 

I was just playing along for now, waiting for the right moment to stab him in the back.

Of course, he likely anticipated some level of betrayal, but if I played my cards right, I could still throw in a few surprises. 

From what I had observed so far, Bicorn was far from being the godlike figure he once was.

It was probably because his influence or whatever had diminished after the holy war 500 years ago. 

If that’s the case, I still had a chance.

Before his power could grow by gathering more relics, I needed to act. 


If all else failed, I could always bring the Unicorn Knight into the mix. 

I had already come up with a reasonable excuse for that.

“Get lost now. I need some sleep.” 

After putting the Helmet of Immunity back into the subspace, I kicked Bicorn out.

Now that everything was settled, should I return to Korea tomorrow?



 
  
    Chapter 79: The Truth (1)


After completing various procedures, I boarded the plane bound for Korea. 

Naturally, it wasn’t an economy seat but first class, and even better—a VIP suite known as the “sweet room.”

The basics included a luxurious seat that could convert into a bed and a 32-inch FHD monitor, with even a private lounge available. 

I’d managed to book a better plane than the one for departure, and it was certainly worth every penny.

The interior was cozy and serene, just my style. 

I whistled as I sat down in my seat.

“Oh, it’s nice and soft.”

I felt great enjoying this level of luxury, something I’d never experienced on Earth. 

What’s the point of making money? 

It’s for moments like this.

They even served a custom-made meal prepared by a chef who once held a Michelin 1-star rating. 

It cost about 40 million won per person, I was curious if it would be worth the price.

‘Should I eat the meal after waking up?’

Since it would take more than half a day to reach the destination, I was about to convert my seat into a bed and take a nap.

“Mind if I sit next to you?”

Bicorn approached and glanced at the seat beside me where Tessa was sitting.

“What’s this about?”

“Oh, nothing much. I thought I finally had some time to chat.”

Surely he wasn’t planning any tricks at this point. 

I allowed it.

I waited to see what he had to say, but he only watched me closely for a moment before shifting his gaze to the window.

“Interesting. They say humans feel fear when they’re high up. Turns out it’s true.”

“Cut the pointless talk and get to the main point.”

Bicorn continued speaking, undeterred by my scolding.

“Come to think of it, I don’t think I’ve ever asked you. Aren’t you curious about how I know your true identity?”

“…!”

As soon as he said that, I checked Tessa’s position. 

As my bodyguard, she was close enough, but not within range to clearly hear our conversation without focusing.

“Why, finally ready to spill it all?”

This guy, who usually only mumbled vague nonsense like ‘Is that so… I don’t know… it’s not time yet,’ was now acting differently.

“I think it’s about time.”

He smirked, clearly enjoying my irritation.

So, he was likely talking about my true identity—the fact that I’m someone who’s been transported into this world of a comic.

The “world of a comic”… I’ve been calling it that, though it’s a bit of a stretch. 

Who could create a comic world with such precision? 

This place was detailed enough to rival a set from The Truman Show.

“So, what do you think? Want to hear it?”

“Not really interested.”

I feigned indifference.

“Hmm?”

He looked at me as if surprised.

“Seems like you have an idea.”

“More or less.”

Over the past two years, I’d formed several hypotheses to make sense of the strange phenomena happening to me.

What if this isn’t a comic world but something like a multiverse or a parallel universe?

What if the comic Knight of the Unicorn is actually a prophecy book that some god-like being with foresight tossed onto Earth?

What if I just happened to be dragged here by some supernatural force or entity?

Of course, this is all just a hypothesis. 

But I think it’s highly possible.

This is a world where beasts like Unicorns and Bicorns act as gods. 

It wouldn’t be strange if a supernatural being or force was behind my possession.

Assuming that hypothesis is correct… to my knowledge, there are only two beings in this comic’s world who could pull off something like that.

“You were the one who brought me here, so you must know, right?”

The Unicorn and Bicorn. 

Since Bicorn approached me directly, it’s probably him.

“So, the reason you lost your influence after that mess 500 years ago was because you used all your power to summon me here, right?”

It was an event that caused a god-like being to lose its influence. 

It would be stranger if it wasn’t due to summoning a being from another dimension.

“Oh-ho, so your thoughts have reached that far? Smart one, aren’t you?”

He chuckled as if amused. 

That smug smile was so annoying I wanted to punch him right in the face.

If Han Sangjin’s body were to be damaged, it might sever my connection with Bicorn, so I held back.

Bicorn, still smiling leisurely, finally spoke.

“Half right, half wrong.”

“What?”

“The one I intended to summon wasn’t you, but someone else.”

Wait, hold on. No way.

“Was his name Jimin by any chance?”

Is this exactly what I’m thinking it is?

Don’t tell me this is some shitty story where I ended up possessing this world in place of that pathetic otaku I’d been living a decent life without?

Please, no. Because if that’s true, I might end up chopping Jimin into six pieces like some sacred relic of Bicorn.

“I don’t know his name. I only know he’s the one who read all the prophecy books spread across your world.”

“Ha.”

That hopeless idiot who completed Knight of the Unicorn? 

It’s Jimin, isn’t it? Damn it.

Really, let’s just… sigh. 

Move on, move on. 

It’ll only make things harder for me.

“During the ritual, the Unicorn interfered, and the wrong person was summoned. That person being you.”


Bicorn explained that as a result, the two god-like beings lost a considerable amount of power.

In any case, the culprit is Bicorn, isn’t it? 

This bastard ruined my life!

I held back the curse forming on my lips and asked.

“Did the Bicorn Knight have to be an outsider? Why did you go out of your way to summon one?”

It couldn’t have been just because of the possession perk that adapts to Bicorn’s magic. 

There must be a more significant reason.

“Only an outsider can deviate from the orderly flow.”

He shook his head, saying the same thing he did on the day we first met.

“I needed a variable. The ripple that someone not bound by this world’s fate would bring.”

“… Go on.”

“I possess a power that allows me to glimpse into the future.”

Although the price for using it is high, so I can’t do it often, I decided to make a bold move and use that power after the last holy war began.

But in that vision, he saw a future where not only the current holy war but even the next one ended in his defeat. 

Bicorn’s minions and knight could not overcome the Unicorn Knight.

Furious, Bicorn resolved to summon an otherworldly being, an unpredictable variable that no one could foresee… 

That’s roughly the story.

“I thought that if I showed the future through the prophecy books and allowed them to use my power, they could surely defeat the Unicorn Knight.”

And here’s the shocking truth revealed: the reason I could use Bicorn’s power wasn’t due to some possession perk—it was a privilege of Bicorn himself. 

Apparently, he designed it that way himself.

‘What a despicable bastard.’

Couldn’t he have just accepted his fate? 

Did he really have to drag me into this mess, struggling desperately to change his fate? 

This level of nuisance is beyond irritating.

If I hadn’t spent two years strengthening my mind, rolling around with those mob-like demon gangsters, I might have already stormed out and throttled Bicorn.

“The fact that I ended up possessing Yun Docheol’s body, out of all people, was just a coincidence, huh?”

Anyway, Bicorn’s summoning ritual went wrong, and I, someone who hadn’t read the comic and knew nothing about the future, was summoned to this world. 

In that sense, his plan had pretty much failed…

“That’s right. But that’s not important. Look, isn’t the Bicorn Knight now on the verge of being born?”

In the end, it was because I was just good enough at being bad that Bicorn got a chance to recover from his failure. 

Trying to survive and acting to restrain the Unicorn Knight gave him that opportunity.

“Well?”

The one consolation here is that at least all this isn’t some grand scheme by Bicorn.

Thanks to my meddling after possessing this body, the future Bicorn had seen no longer existed. 

Everything happening now is unknown territory, even to Bicorn himself.

… I was worried he might have foreseen even my betrayal, but thank goodness, he didn’t.

“Come to think of it, I was once an outsider too.”

Bicorn, observing me as I maintained a blank expression to hide my thoughts, muttered as if talking to himself.

“What?”

“Exactly. Now, after all these years, I’ve become part of the order. But once, like you, I was an outsider. It’s been a while since I remembered those days…”

He closed his eyes as he spoke, appearing as though he was recalling distant memories.

“I was one of the gods in a world on the brink of ruin. In our greed to achieve divinity, we exploited lives and resources to the point that the world turned into a wasteland.”

“It was. Unlike now, meaningless wars cloaked in the name of holy wars happened all the time.”

Bicorn’s reminiscence continued.

“Among them were beings even stronger than I was back then. There was one who commanded storm clouds like they were his own limbs, and a mighty creature known as the Ancient Serpent, a monstrous beast with seven heads.”

A world with multiple gods, huh. 

Could he have come from a place like Greek or Norse mythology?

“Eventually, ruin came, and the gods fell.”

“Fell?”

“They lost their immortality and were cast down beneath the earth. They became mortal.”

“And you came out unscathed?”

He smiled at my remark.

“I found a way to escape to another world before I lost all my divinity.”

So that’s how he ended up summoning me. 


Lucky bastard.

“I always survived and grew stronger. This is just another trial to overcome.”

Bicorn, in Han Sangjin’s body, grinned confidently.

I waited until he quieted down before asking.

“What’s the end of childhood?”



 
  
    Chapter 80: The Truth (2)


The End of Childhood. 

Not talking about the title of a famous sci-fi novel.

The president of Wajac Toast muttered, regretting that he couldn’t witness the end of childhood before he died. 

From the context, it seemed to be the cult’s objective, but I’d always been curious about what it actually meant.

Jin Seon-ah, the Unicorn Knight, casually dismissed it with the term ‘global spiritual corruption,’ but that was just her view.

It’s not like they simply want to become part of a Bicorn colony… If anything, wouldn’t their god give the most precise answer?

“The End of Childhood? What’s that?”

“….?”

What the…. 

Why don’t you know that?

I was momentarily taken aback, staying silent before asking again.

“…Your followers shout it fervently.”

“Ah.”

Bicorn opened his mouth as if he’d just realized something.

“I believe it ultimately means becoming a being similar to myself.”

What the hell, seriously. 

So, the cult’s goal was supposedly suggested by him, but he’s not sure about it? 

Has he lived so long that he’s senile?

Perhaps sensing my intense gaze, Bicorn added an explanation.

“I am not a god who leads followers toward a grand purpose but rather a god who listens to the desires of my followers. I hope there’s no misunderstanding between what they seek from me and what I seek from them.”

“Listening to the desires of your followers? You?”

In response, Bicorn smirked.

“From the tragedies I witnessed in the previous world, I learned something. Coercion ultimately leads to ruin. To maintain authority for a long time without wavering, it’s necessary to fulfill their desires so they willingly follow. Other gods fell because they didn’t understand that.”

He has more of a corporate chairman’s mindset than a god’s. 

I underestimated him, thinking he was just a guy talking to himself in his room and accidentally revealing his true nature, but he’s quite experienced.

“I decided to understand and love my followers. In return for fulfilling their wishes, I only sought their worship. Because of that, they followed on their own without me having to force them.”

“….”

“So, you’re saying this so-called spiritual corruption was something the followers wanted themselves?”

“Spiritual corruption? Did you hear that from the Unicorn Knight? Is that what she calls it? Ridiculous.”

Bicorn laughed at her.

“It seems there’s some misunderstanding somewhere. I don’t exploit my followers. Nor do I intend to spiritually corrupt them. I simply fulfill what they desire. I am satisfied with being worshiped, which preserves my divinity and authority.”

“Then what’s the Bicorn Colony?”

“It’s merely what the Unicorn side arbitrarily calls the phenomenon of an entire planet worshipping me.”

“They say that once a colony, people become slave races of Bicorn, bound to serve.”

“Those who resist to the end may end up that way. This is war. Isn’t it only natural to use those who defy me as an example?”

“….”

I’m confident in reading people’s emotions. 

Even so, I can’t quite tell if this guy is skillfully lying or if he genuinely believes what he’s saying.

“Spiritual corruption, the End of Childhood… it’s all just the wishes of the followers, or rather, of intelligent life forms. Civilizational progress, technological advancements—they make up all sorts of excuses, but corruption is your true nature.”

The word he used as ‘followers’ shifted to ‘you.’ 

His tone sharpened.

“A world where purity and ideals are laughed at? The reason people lose their innocence? I’m not the one corrupting you. You’re corrupting yourselves. Humans… they’re the same in every world.”

If the Unicorn Knight had been here, she would’ve clutched the back of her neck in frustration, but I didn’t bother to argue and just listened.

Human nature being terrible? 

Well, I agree to an extent. 

Living in the underworld, you can’t help but see things that way.

After taking a sip of water, Bicorn continued.

“As I said earlier, I decided to understand and love you all. But what about the Unicorn? It just deceives you with grand lies, inciting the ignorant into meaningless conflicts. The real evil isn’t me—it’s the Unicorn.”

So, was this all just a build-up to trash-talk the Unicorn? 

Pathetic.

“Fine. Let’s set that aside and return to my earlier question. What does it mean to become a being like you? Does it mean turning into some monstrous horse form?”

I recalled the Camora boss, who had transformed into something resembling a centaur. 

It was a disgustingly revolting sight.

If that’s what evolution looks like, I’m only more determined to double-cross him.

“That’s not it. They desire to abandon their physical forms and evolve into spiritual beings… in other words, becoming something akin to a spirit. Becoming an immortal has long been humanity’s dream, hasn’t it?”

So, becoming a spiritual being. 

The Unicorn side saw that as corruption, while the cult saw it as evolution.

Some of the questions I’d had were more or less answered. 

But as I listened to him, new questions emerged.

“Let’s say you came from another world. Then what about the Unicorn? Is it the original god of this world?”

If that’s the case, then the holy war could be seen in a different light.

A battle between the local god and an alien god over territory. 

Or a struggle to reclaim the world from the golden-sun Bicorn, who wants to steal it, with the Unicorn fighting back to prevent it.

Doesn’t that make more sense than a fight between corruption and purity?

Bicorn grinned and answered.

“Probably.”

Probably? 

Laughing so confidently, and then saying he doesn’t actually know? 

Just as I was about to say something—

“I’ll tell you an interesting fact.”

With that, Bicorn looked down at the ground through the window.

“This world originally had no mystery. There was no supernatural power or being.”

—No mystery? 

Like Earth? 

This was unexpected.

Wait, could it be…

“So it’s because you showed up that these things started to appear?”

Bicorn came from a world where gods existed. 

When he crossed over to this world, things that shouldn’t have happened began to occur, right?


It makes sense to think that the large-scale emergence of superhumans during each holy war happened because Bicorn started intervening in earnest.

“Correct. My presence has loosened the connections between dimensions… though, it’s hard to explain. Let’s just say that an error has formed in the world.”

“Was the Unicorn also born out of that error?”

“Maybe. If not… perhaps it’s a god this world created on its own. That’s just my hypothesis.”

A vaccine created to contain the virus known as Bicorn—that’s one way to think about it. 

In any case, it was clear that all of this chaos was happening because of Bicorn.

The more I listened, the more it made me realize what a nuisance this insufferable bastard really was.

“There’s one more thing I’m curious about.”

I told him about how, when I first touched the sacred relic, I saw something like a memory of his.

“It’s not my memory. That item reactivated after 500 years. Maybe the memory contained within it briefly manifested to identify the user.”

So, it wasn’t Bicorn’s memory. 

Now that I thought about it, it did feel like I was observing Bicorn and the Unicorn from a third-person perspective.

“The gauntlet was like that, but after I obtained the helmet, it didn’t happen the next day.”

That night, I slept soundly. 

I was exhausted from overusing the protection ring.

“That’s likely because the user identification process was completed with the gauntlet. The item contains a fragment of my divinity. It has at least as much learning capacity as what you humans call artificial intelligence.”

It did look like it had some cutting-edge technology, and considering it could come in and out of a subspace with just a mental command, maybe it wasn’t so surprising.

“By the way, a memory, huh. I’m curious about what you saw.”

“It wasn’t much…”

I briefly described the dream I’d had. It was the scene where Bicorn charged at the Unicorn like a dog in heat as soon as he saw her.

“Hmm…”

Even Bicorn, who usually kept a straight face, looked a bit embarrassed as he smacked his lips.

“That’s why I thought you really liked the Unicorn.”

If it were just an enemy he had to fight, it wouldn’t explain why he bared his horns at her. 

It was almost like he was confessing. 

At the time, I even thought he might’ve started the holy war as revenge after getting rejected.

“I merely felt a desire to possess her because she was a type of god I’d never seen before. A being born of pure light—doesn’t that sound beautiful? No god in my world has been born that way.”

Bicorn closed his eyes, perhaps reminiscing, looking as if he were savoring a delicious meal.

So, his possessiveness toward the Unicorn may have partly fueled the start of the holy war.

I more or less understood the whole story now.

“Are your questions answered?”

“For the most part.”

Just as I was about to tell him to get lost so I could finally get some sleep—

“Yoon Do-chul.”

Bicorn’s eyes, looking at me, turned a black hue reminiscent of the cosmos.

“I have only told you the truth.”

“….”

“It is also true that if everything ends successfully, you will return to Earth. Therefore, you too must only tell me the truth.”


I smiled and replied.

“Of course.”

Judging by his need to make a threat, it seemed he didn’t have any mind-reading abilities.

In that case, he’s in for a betrayal, isn’t he?

Once I’m done dealing with Bicorn’s minions, he’s next.



 
  
    Chapter 81: The Calm Before the Storm (1)


I finally finished my long trip to Italy and returned to Korea. 

I took a deep breath of the familiar air. 

Ah, but technically, is it really my homeland? 

This isn’t Earth, after all—it’s just a place similar to it. 

My real home is somewhere else. 

But if this isn’t Earth, why are there places like Korea, America, and Italy here? 

Is this a multiverse? 

Was it when Bicorn invaded that the Earth split into two dimensions? 

I was lost in these pointless thoughts when—

“Ahh, that was a good nap.” 

Cheol-su, who was seated to my left, scratched his neck and yawned. 

This guy, one of my close aides, had been given a VIP seat on the plane, but he slept the whole time without even eating. 

Maybe I should’ve just put him in economy.

“How was the food, hyung?” 

“Well, for airplane food, it was decent. Nothing so amazing it would blow you away, though.” 

Of course, that might just be because I’m Korean. 

All those fancy Italian dishes weren’t exactly to my taste.

“Really? I heard some chef—what was it, Migoreng?—made it, and that’s why it was special.” 

“Hah.” 

Migoreng? 

That’s an Indonesian dish, you idiot. 

“It’s not Migoreng, it’s Michelin. It’s not the chef’s name, man. Don’t you watch TV?” 

Maybe I should’ve taken him to a Michelin restaurant while we were in Italy. 

But between drinking with local power brokers and organizing the takedown of the Camorra, I hadn’t had the chance. 

I’d also had him focus on my security, as the crime rate was too high for me to just hand him some money and send him on his way.

“Better to sleep than watch TV, right? What’s this Michelin thing, anyway?” 

Ah, explaining this is going to be a pain.

“Michelin is a company that rates restaurants and chefs. They give out ratings like one star, two stars, and so on.” 

“One star, two stars? Wow, that’s like a ranking system for chefs. I bet there’s even a three-star.” 

“There is.” 

“What?” 

I added that they rate restaurants all over the world and have a lot of credibility. 

This was probably the most appropriate explanation I could give Cheol-su, who hadn’t received much formal education.

“Aww, man. Should’ve tried some while I had the chance. Why didn’t you wake me up?” 

Cheol-su looked around the airport with regret suddenly visible on his face.

“You fell asleep as soon as you sat down. Besides, if I’d woken you, you’d have complained about it.” 

After all that tense posturing with Bicorn earlier, it felt oddly relaxing to joke around with Cheol-su. 

Maybe it was because we’d been busy wiping out gangs in Italy. 

Either way, it had been a hectic time.

“Pff.” 

Tessa, observing us quietly, let out a small laugh. 

Was this her first time seeing two grown men goofing around like this?

I didn’t feel embarrassed. 

It’s normal for men to act childish no matter how old they are. 

Didn’t someone once say that men only mature when they die?

While I continued bantering with Cheol-su, we arrived in Gacheon City. 

Bicorn had gone off on some errand, so I’d assigned a few members of the security team to shadow him, both for his protection and to keep an eye on him.

“Where are we going now?” 

“I’m thinking of stopping by Seo-jeong’s place first.” 

I answered Tessa’s question. 

Seo-jeong was the first person I connected with after arriving in this world, and she felt like a little sister I needed to protect.

While I was in Italy, Amy had asked me to pick up some gifts, so I ended up buying a lot for Seo-jeong as well. 

I didn’t just grab something from a duty-free shop at the airport—I had everything specially ordered based on local recommendations. 

‘I’ve got to take care of my people properly.’ 

You never know what might happen with the Unicorn Knight later. 

If things go south, Seo-jeong might be the one to save me.

“She’s not answering.” 

I tried calling her, but there was no response. 

Maybe she was in the middle of a broadcast? 

I decided to just leave the gifts at her place. 

Even if Seo-jeong wasn’t home, Jin Seon-ah probably was.

Jin Seon-ah, who used to work the counter at my Happy Burger No. 1 location, quit a few weeks ago. 

I had been curious about why she left, so I’d talked to Seo-jeong about it.

“The reason she quit? Well… it’s kind of obvious, isn’t it? With her looks and personality, you can imagine.” 

Apparently, it wasn’t because she was bad at her job or too busy with her “side gig” as the Unicorn Knight. 

It was because she felt uncomfortable with the male customers constantly hitting on her.

Jin Seon-ah, with her tall, model-like figure and pretty face, probably attracted a lot of male attention sitting at that counter. 

I thought she’d handle it well, given how good she was at keeping people at a distance, but I guess I was wrong.

“You can’t exactly brush people off harshly while you’re working, right? And it’s a service job, so even if she wanted to reject them, she had to do it politely. She’s not great at that sort of thing.” 

If she had been a more experienced woman (in a professional sense, not what you’re thinking), she might’ve been able to deflect those advances more smoothly. 

Unfortunately, Jin Seon-ah hadn’t managed that.

“She was really stressed out about it, so I told her to quit. I’ll take care of things from now on. You can count on me!” 

I still vividly remember the proud look on Seo-jeong’s face as she held up her Burger-Chan cap, which we had produced in limited quantities for a special event.

…Maybe I should take this chance to cheer Jin Seon-ah up, too. 

We’re not on the best terms, but things aren’t that bad either. 

We’ve seen each other enough to get more comfortable around one another. 

Given how things are escalating, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to get closer to her.

I left Cheol-su in charge of checking on the gang protection team and headed to Seo-jeong’s place with Tessa. 

Maybe I could use this opportunity to improve my relationship with Tessa as well.


Knock, knock. 

“Is anyone home?” 

After a moment, the door opened.

“…Long time no see. Did you have a good trip?” 

“Yeah, haha. It was fine.” 

Jin Seon-ah greeted us with a slightly tired expression. 

Had she been taking a nap? 

Our unemployed hero sure had a lot of free time.

“What brings you here?” 

“I brought some gifts back from my trip abroad. Is Seo-jeong home?” 

“Oh, she’s at the set.”

“Is that so? Then, would it be okay if I just drop off the gift for now? It’d be a hassle to bring it back later…” 

While I exchanged these short words, Jin Seon-ah and Tessa were locked in a silent stare-down. 

They weren’t glaring at each other intensely, more like they were saying, ‘I don’t care about someone like you‘ with their eyes. 

Since they were both tall, it just looked like they were staring diagonally at the ground. 

Moments like this make me realize that not all women mature quickly either.

“…Come in.” 

After that ridiculous display of bravado ended, we were finally allowed to enter.

“Would you like some coffee? You too?” 

Jin Seon-ah, perhaps trying to be polite now that we were inside, offered both me and Tessa some coffee. 

It was quite a development. 

Back in the day, she wouldn’t have even let me in, just taken the gift and sent me off.

“Coffee sounds good. As long as it’s not black, I’m fine with anything.” 

Even as I get older, black coffee is one of those things I just can’t get used to. 

No matter how many times I try to appreciate it, I just can’t enjoy it. I’d rather drink a caramel macchiato.

“All I have is instant coffee.” 

Instant coffee? 

Haven’t heard that in a while. 

“That’s fine.” 

Actually, I prefer it.

We sat at the table with three cups of instant coffee in front of us. 

“….”

Jin Seon-ah’s lips moved slightly, as if she was debating whether to say something. 

“How’s Seo-jeong been doing?” 

I decided to take the lead. 

People who struggle with communication need a little help sometimes.

“She’s been really busy. She goes to the set every weekday evening, and even on weekends.” 

Once we hit on a shared topic, Jin Seon-ah enthusiastically started talking. 

It was hard to believe this was the same woman who used to be so hostile towards me. 

It had taken quite a while to get to this point, though. 

Working part-time at the counter together, volunteering from time to time, and hanging out with Seo-jeong for over a year had eventually softened her attitude. 

She was definitely one of the harder people to win over.

“She’s always complaining about how busy she is… but she seems happy and excited. I hope she can keep going without getting hurt.” 

Jin Seon-ah smiled as she said this, clearly full of affection for her sister. 

I guess it was because Seo-jeong was important to her that she was being so cordial with me.

“It’s great she’s found something she enjoys.” 

Still, I knew the moment I revealed that I was a candidate for the Bicorn Knight, Jin Seon-ah would absolutely flip. 

I wasn’t ready for that risk yet.

After some casual talk about Seo-jeong, I left the house. 

Unsurprisingly, my attempt to improve things with Tessa didn’t go well.

“Shall we stop by the set for a bit?” 

“Sure.” 

If I don’t visit her tomorrow, she’ll probably complain that I just dropped off the gift and left. 

I might as well swing by the set and see her for a while.

We headed to the set. 

Seo-jeong was sitting in front of a monitor with a headset on, so focused on her broadcast that she didn’t even notice we were there.

“Kyaah! What is this game, Bugger?! It’s so scary, Bugger! A corpse just fell from the sky! Ugh!” 

Was she playing a horror game? 

It was the first time I’d heard Seo-jeong scream like that. 

Must be pretty terrifying for her.

“What should we do?” 

Tessa, who seemed intrigued by the set, asked while looking around. 

“Let’s hang out for a bit.” 

I was curious about this whole Vtuber thing or whatever it was. 

What kind of content was Seo-jeong even streaming? 

I sat down quietly and watched her from a chair.

“What is that sound, Bugger?!” 


She suddenly let out a shrill scream. 

Wow, her voice can get pretty high.

“I don’t care anymore! I’m clearing out all the close-range enemies, Bugger!” 

Wait, what does close-range enemies mean?





 
  
    Chapter 82: The Calm Before the Storm (2)


Seo-jeong is a calm, quiet, and mature person. 

But seeing her this lively now… 

Has she changed after becoming a VTuber, like Seol Seo-hee, who quickly became arrogant after gaining money and fame?

…No, that’s not it. This could be her real personality. After all, I’ve only known her for the past 2–3 years. 

Her sister went missing, her father passed away, she was bullied at school… 

She had no choice but to grow up.

“Yup~! Don’t get too immersed, Bugger~! Aang, Bugeotty~!” 

Aang, Bugeotty? 

What the heck does that mean? 

While I watched Seo-jeong energetically streaming with these unfamiliar terms, the set door suddenly opened, and a young woman appeared. 

She looked like she was in her early to mid-twenties. 

She saw us and gasped, dropping the envelope she was holding. 

“Wh-who are you…?” 

I racked my brain for a moment, then remembered that Seo-jeong had once mentioned she had a former VTuber teacher(?) who was now something like her personal manager. 

She helped Seo-jeong whenever she faced difficulties or challenges during her streams. 

Her name was Park Mina, I think? 

She was probably the leader of Chippao Girls.

“Hello. I’ve heard a lot about you. You’re Mina, right? I’m Yoon Do-cheol, the president of Happy Burger.” 

I flashed a smile that women couldn’t resist and handed her my business card. 

It was a high-quality, custom-made card. 

The texture was nice. 

“Oh… President… huh?!” 

As she accepted the card and nodded, she suddenly gasped and opened her eyes wide. 

“Then you’re… the oppa Seo-jeong mentioned?” 

“Haha, yeah, Seo-jeong and I have a sibling-like relationship.” 

“Wow, wow.” 

Park Mina mumbled in disbelief, stepping back and whispering to herself, ‘He’s so handsome, what’s going on?’ 

I wasn’t surprised. 

I was too used to this reaction by now. 

It’s how most women respond when they see me.

Park Mina… She didn’t seem like the type to doll herself up, and she looked like she wasn’t used to men either. 

A little bit of effort here, and she’d probably fall for me—wait, no. 

She helps Seo-jeong a lot, so I should keep my distance. 

If things go wrong, it could get messy later.

“Wow, this is amazing… Seo-jeong said she knew the president of Happy Burger, but I thought she was just joking or exaggerating.” 

“Her father was my elementary school teacher, so we ended up staying in touch.” 

I set aside my player mindset and made small talk with Park Mina.

“So, how’s Seo-jeong been doing? I heard that streaming can be tough, both mentally and for other reasons.” 

“Streaming… Well, since she’s dealing with a lot of people, it can be challenging. Engaging with viewers is pretty difficult. Plus, she has to consistently create new content, and VTubers have the added challenge of relying solely on their voice, without showing their face…” 

I only asked to get the conversation going, but she really went all in with her explanation. 

I wasn’t looking for that much detail, but it made her seem reliable. 

She was clearly serious about this VTuber thing, which reassured me that Seo-jeong was in good hands.

The vice president really has an impressive knack for finding talent. 

At first glance, he might seem like someone who doesn’t know much and just wings it, but he’s actually got a good eye for people and knows how to get things done. 

Whether it’s luck or talent, I’m not sure, but this VTuber thing turned out better than I expected. 

Even for an out-of-touch old guy, calling it an MZ (Millennial/Gen Z) trend, he’s managed to build a solid fanbase.

Of course, it’s more Seo-jeong and Mina’s skills than the VP’s, but the fact that he identified and hired them shows his capability. 

To be honest, I don’t know much about business or sales either. 

Sure, I help out at the first store’s counter from time to time, but that’s simple enough that even a part-timer could handle it.

When I gave a motivational speech during that Gacheon Merchants Association support program, I just repeated a bunch of nonsense I’d seen online. 

(But people still praised me like I was some successful genius.) 

I guess my real talent is recognizing people who are good at their jobs, like Secretary Park. 

That’s all a CEO really needs—someone who can get the right people into the right positions.

Making burgers and running the store is the owner’s job. 

Finding those people and managing them is the CEO’s job. 

Proof? 

My performance speaks for itself. 

I’ve grown this company, which used to be a tax haven for a crime syndicate, to this level. 

That’s no small feat.

“That’s it for today! Stream’s over, Bugger~! See you tomorrow, Bugger~! What? An end-of-stream kiss? Pfft, as if I’d do that, Bugger! …Smooch! Really, see you tomorrow, Bugger~!” 

As Park Mina and I continued our conversation in hushed tones, Seo-jeong wrapped up her stream.

I caught bits of her broadcast while talking, and honestly, it was hard to endure. 

What the hell is an end-of-stream kiss?

“Whew… Time to relax. Wait, what? Oppa? Why are you here?! Oh, and unni? What’s going on?” 

Seo-jeong, looking tired, took a sip of her cola through a straw before noticing us, her eyes growing wide in surprise.

“Oh… I thought you might be hungry, so I brought you a snack.” 

“Hi. I got to Korea today and sent you a message on KakaoTalk, but you didn’t respond. So I just came by.” 

Park Mina and I spoke at the same time.

“Ah, thanks, unni… Wait! No! Oppa, how long have you been here?!” 

“About two hours?” 

“Th-then, you heard everything I said on stream?” 

“Yup. You were really into it. You seemed super focused.” 

“Ugh, so embarrassing!” 

Seo-jeong’s face flushed red like a tomato as she covered it with both hands.

“I’m never getting married now!” 

She let out a loud scream, and her reaction was so cute that I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Come on, it’s not like you’re never getting married because of that. I thought it was great to see you working so hard.” 

“But I was shouting so much and saying all kinds of nonsense… And oppa heard it all…! Ugh, no!” 

Seo-jeong stood up from her chair, collapsed to the floor in a dramatic OTL pose, her arms and knees touching the ground in defeat.


What a performance. 

Is this the spirit of a true VTuber?

“By the way, what does ‘Geuncheop’ mean?”

“Kyaaahhhh!”

Suddenly, Seo-jeong screamed and started pulling at her hair. 

Is it really that embarrassing of a word? 

Now I’m even more curious.

“Seo-jeong! Calm down!” 

Park Mina jumped up and tried to calm her down.

“Unni… you should’ve said something… sniff…” 

“I didn’t want to interrupt your focus… and I just got here…”

Once Seo-jeong had calmed down a bit, Park Mina explained for her. 

“Well… there are some viewers who type cheeky comments in the chat. It’s like a nickname they’re called… affectionately? I guess?”

Why does she sound uncertain even as she’s explaining? 

Is that explanation even accurate? 

“Oh, I see. So it’s like calling them pranksters or jokers? They’re not like troublesome customers or anything, right?” 

I quickly dismissed the image of annoying customers who nitpick over the smallest things from my mind.

“Y-yeah, something like that. They’re not bad people, just playfully mischievous.” 

“Then what about ‘end-of-stream kisses’ and ‘Aang Bugeotty’—” 

“Stop! Stop! Oppa, forget it all! I might actually die of embarrassment!” 

“Okay, okay. Calm down, Seo-jeong. I won’t ask anymore. In fact, I’ll forget everything.”

Since she was practically having a meltdown, I decided to stop asking questions. 

Is this the effect of becoming a pro streamer? 

Her reactions are really on point, just like that dramatic collapse earlier.

“So, it’s about dinner time. Want to grab a bite to eat together?” 

“Sounds good!” 

Seo-jeong raised her hand with a bright smile, looking like a carefree high schooler.

“Mina, would you like to join us?” 

Park Mina, who was about to refuse, glanced at Seo-jeong and shook her hands. 

“Huh? Oh, no. I think you two should enjoy some time—” 

“Come on, unni! Just join us. It’s not like it’s just the two of us anyway. Even the bodyguard unni is coming along.” 

“….”

Seo-jeong gave a brief glare at Tessa, who only blinked in confusion, not understanding why.

“But, still, the president—” 

“I don’t mind.” 

I smiled at Mina, who was clearly looking for my approval. 

Buying her a meal is no big deal, especially since she’s been taking good care of Seo-jeong.

“Oh! Should I invite unni too? Without me, Seon-ah unni’s probably going to end up eating alone again.” 

Looks like our group is growing. 

Now it’s me, Tessa, Seo-jeong, Park Mina, and Jin Seon-ah—five people already. 

“Sounds good.”

After all the intense battles in Italy, spending some lighthearted time like this isn’t bad at all.

“Where are we going to eat?” 

“Mammosu. It’s a restaurant.” 

“Huh? A restaurant? Are we allowed to bring more people?” 

“It’s fine.” 

The table’s for up to six people, so it’s no problem. 

We only made a reservation; we didn’t pre-order anything specific. 

And if worse comes to worst, I’ll just throw in a bit more money. 

Most problems can be solved with money.


“M-Mammosu? Isn’t that the place listed in the Michelin Guide? It must be super expensive…!” 

Mina gasped, covering her mouth.

“Don’t worry. I’ll cover everything.” 

Michelin, huh… Why did I suddenly think of Cheolsu?
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I’m about to take four women to a fancy restaurant. 

But why did Cheolsu’s comment about wanting to try Michelin-starred food at the airport pop into my head?

“….”

Even if I gave him money and told him to go, he’d just say it’s too much of a hassle and not go. 

Besides, the idea of us two eating together later doesn’t appeal to me. 

Eating with a hairy guy? 

I’ll pass.

Of course, dragging Cheolsu to this meal isn’t an option either. 

Sure, he might stutter and ruin the mood, but more importantly, bringing my head of security to a gathering like this would just feel out of place. 

It would only create an awkward atmosphere.

Still, he’s my right-hand man, so I want to treat him to something nice at least once… 

Maybe I should make a reservation later and tell him to go with his mom. 

If I give him the reservation and tell him to act like he paid for it, he might actually go.

Ha, damn. 

Where else can you find a boss as great as me?

“Let’s rent a car.” 

Since there were quite a few of us going, I decided to rent a limousine, including a chauffeur. 

My Happy Burger Car only seats four, and with the driver in one seat, it wouldn’t be enough.

I contacted a company—technically, it’s a business run by some thugs who work under me. 

When I contacted someone higher up, they said the car would be here in ten minutes. 

It’s always better to go through the higher-ups than directly to the people on the ground.

After all, the small fries don’t even know who I am. 

It’s not like I go around saying, “Hey, I’m a gang boss.” 

That would just get me on the police’s radar.

“Are you President Yoon?” 

“Yes, that’s me.” 

“Ah, it’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m Park Cheol-jin, your chauffeur for the day. I’ll make sure you and your companions are well taken care of.” 

He sure is polite, even bowing at a full 90 degrees. 

A bit much, but not bad.

“Sounds good. I’ll be counting on you.”

Unlike the old gangsters who only knew how to extort money from people, the thugs these days are branching out into all sorts of industries. 

They’re becoming YouTubers, influencers, and everything else. 

Some even pass themselves off as vigilantes by “reforming” other washed-up gangsters under the guise of “justice.” 

They’re all the same scum, though, as far as I’m concerned.

It’s not great for society, but for me, it’s incredibly convenient. 

No matter where I go, I get VIP treatment. 

Being the “Ruler of Gacheon’s Underworld” has its perks.

After picking up Jin Seon-ah from Seo-jeong’s house, we headed to the restaurant. 

There we were, five people—three women and two men—sitting around the table, waiting for the food. 

At first, things were a bit awkward, but Seo-jeong and I managed to get everyone talking.

It was mostly my doing that I got Jin Seon-ah, who was resting her chin on her hand with a discontented look, and Tessa, who was as expressionless as ever, to start a conversation. 

I reminded them they’d spent time at the same church, which prompted them to exchange a few words.

I had originally hired Tessa for a worst-case scenario—specifically, if we had to face off against the Unicorn Knights. 

But the situation has changed. 

Bicorn has made direct contact with me, and it’s clear they’re plotting something big. 

I might need to team up with Jin Seon-ah to take him down.

I’ve already deeply infiltrated the lives of Seo-jeong and Jin Seon-ah, and once Bicorn, his sponsors, and the cultists are eliminated, the Unicorn Knights will naturally fade away. 

That will leave me as the sole victor.

There’s no need to go through with Tessa’s revenge storyline. 

It’s clear that Seo-jeong noticed the awkwardness between them, even though she’d once called Tessa her friend. 

Maybe she thinks of them as old friends who had a falling out. 

To support her, she chimed in.

“Unni, don’t just sit there all grumpy. Say something, or you’ll look like a social misfit.” 

“I’m not a social misfit.” 

Seon-ah grumbled. 

“…How have you been?” 

In the end, Seon-ah, under pressure from her sister, finally spoke first, making eye contact with Tessa. 

Seo-jeong quickly turned to talk with Park Mina, allowing Seon-ah and Tessa to focus on their conversation. 

I sat back, feeling like an observer.

“Good.” 

A one-word answer. 

Cold. 

I was about to gently suggest to Seon-ah to ease up on Tessa when… 

“Ahem.” 

Seon-ah cleared her throat as if deep in thought, then spoke again. 

“When you suddenly left… the nuns were really sad. I felt a bit lonely, too.”

“….”

Tessa’s eyes flickered briefly. 

It must’ve been the nuns from the Unicorn Church. 

From what I’ve heard, they took care of Tessa, maybe even like mothers.

“They believed you’d be living a peaceful and happy life wherever you went. They prayed for your well-being.”  

“…Is that so?” 

“Yeah. It’s hard to go back or send messages because it’s so isolated, but… if I ever go back, I’ll tell them. That you’re doing well here.” 

Tessa thought about it for a long time, then nodded. 

“Thank you.”

Encouraged by Tessa’s reaction, Seon-ah continued, 

“Do you have a phone?” 

“Yes.” 

“It’s hard to go back to the way things were, but… we’ve gotten tangled up again somehow. Let’s keep in touch, at least. After all, we lived together for a few years.” 


“You’ve changed.” 

Tessa said, lifting the corner of her mouth slightly. 

“Huh? What do you mean?” 

“You’ve softened. You used to be sharp, like a knife.” 

“…A knife? Stop talking nonsense. Let’s just exchange numbers already.” 

“My number’s valuable.” 

“You haven’t changed at all. You jerk.”

“Jerk?”

Tessa and Jin Seon-ah started chatting naturally. 

Could their relationship have made some progress? 

I’d like to think so.

“…..”

A thought crossed my mind.

In the original story, Tessa’s rivalry with the Unicorn and Pegasus Knights was partly because she fell into corruption while associating with the villains, but maybe it was also because opportunities like this—chances to reconcile—never arose.

“Oh, it’s coming out now. You can all look forward to it. This place is famous for how delicious it is.”

Hoping that this meal would help ease some of Tessa’s resentment and hostility, I enjoyed the food. 

With all five of us here, it almost felt like a family gathering.

It’s been a long time since I’ve felt something like this.

*

At the headquarters of the Bicorn cult, hidden somewhere in the U.S.

“Apostle.”

The disciples who had been sent out returned with news that the Italian faction had been destroyed.

“The headquarters was empty, and the surviving brothers were arrested by the local authorities. All those with magical abilities were killed. They won’t be able to recover.”

The Italian faction had taken on the form of a crime organization known as the Camorra, so their disciples had committed enough crimes that they couldn’t escape the law. 

To most people, they were just mafia.

“A gang from Vietnam helped capture our brothers. Should we take revenge?”

“No. Retaliation would be dangerous at this time. Order everyone to cease all external activities and gather here.”

“Understood.”

“You may go.”

The apostle closed her eyes after hearing the report. 

Despite the worsening situation, her face remained calm.

“Damn it, what’s going on?”

The man sitting beside her, however, was not so composed.

His name was Ozymandias, the leader of a terrorist organization of superhuman supremacists. 

He had been kidnapped by the Bicorn cult a few months earlier and brainwashed, his psychic abilities now under their control.

“You promised to make me a knight or whatever! You said it was prophesied, that I’d be given the power to rule the Earth!” 

Ozymandias shouted.

“We’ve lost three out of the six holy relics! Half of them are gone! What’s the plan now, huh?”

Yun Do-cheol didn’t remember Ozymandias being an important character from his friend’s account, but Ozymandias was, in fact, the original Bicorn Knight. 

He had wielded powerful psychic abilities, and with the Bicorn relics, he had become a formidable opponent to the Unicorn Knight. 

However, after becoming a Bicorn Knight, he had abandoned the name Ozymandias.

Of course, with the appearance of the possessor, everything had spiraled out of control, making these details meaningless now.

“A new prophecy has arrived.”

The apostle, eyes still closed, spoke in a clear voice.

“You will become a tool.”

“What…? Argh!”

The apostle raised her hand, subduing Ozymandias with Bicorn’s magic. 


His weak body couldn’t resist, and his psychic abilities were useless—she held a device that could control his powers.

“This… this is madness! A tool? You said we couldn’t win the war without knights! Only outsiders can become knights! Think this through! You’ll never find another talent like me!”

Ozymandias struggled to escape, but the apostle remained calm as she responded.

“The descendants of He Who Watches have chosen to come themselves. Rejoice. You will be their sacrifice.”

Darkness engulfed Ozymandias’ vision.
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“Sigh.”

After finishing dinner out, I finally arrived home. 

Maybe it’s because I’ve been running around nonstop ever since I returned to Korea, but I feel mentally exhausted. 

It’s as if I’ve gone through too much in a single day.

I sank into a sofa, slightly more comfortable than the airplane seat, and took some time to meditate. 

I hadn’t had any time to think for myself while constantly being surrounded by others.

‘It’s been hectic since the Backroom incident.’

Things got thrown off because of the sudden appearance of Bicorn, but the goal remains the same.

Peace.

Living a safe life from a reasonably high position. 

I have no desire for something like world domination or returning to Earth. 

A person who overreaches gets ruined in no time.

I’ll pretend to cooperate with Bicorn while continuing to gather sacred artifacts and run the company, just like now.

If there’s a potential issue, it would be how the Bicorn cult and the Bicorn spawns react, or perhaps the Four Heavenly Kings of the Supervillains.

Since I have six sacred artifacts, it means there are likely six leaders—apostles of the factions. 

I’ve already gathered two, and the Unicorn Knight has one, meaning more than half the factions are out of the picture.

With half of them gone, they’ll probably act more cautiously. 

I don’t see them as an immediate threat. The real concern right now is the Four Heavenly Kings of the Supervillains.

“….”

In fact, I’ve already confirmed all but one of them.

The first of the Four Heavenly Kings is the Cookie Maker. 

In the original work, they showed up in the early to mid-stages and turned Gacheon City into a war zone, but even though we’ve long passed the mid-point, they have yet to appear.

The only notable thing is that when I was nearly killed by Mambo, they sent their cookie soldiers to help me. 

I think my actions after possessing this body caused a butterfly effect that altered the future.

‘I tried to find them a few times after that, but no luck.’

I wanted to contact them and recruit them to my side, but it’s been tough tracking them down. 

You’d think they’d have made some kind of demand after helping me, but there hasn’t been any contact. 

Maybe they genuinely saved me with no strings attached.

For now, I wouldn’t consider them a supervillain, so I can probably exclude them from the Four Heavenly Kings.

The second of the Four Heavenly Kings is the Pegasus Knight, Tessa. 

I don’t think they need much explanation.

They’re currently my most powerful ally, and the original’s “corruption route” has essentially been erased. 

They’ve grown stronger by slaying the cult members, and I believe they’ll eventually reach the same level as the Unicorn Knight from the original story.

This one can no longer be considered a supervillain either, so they’re out of the Four Heavenly Kings.

The third of the Four Heavenly Kings is the Bicorn Knight. 

I’m not sure how it played out in the original, but in this timeline, it’s pretty much confirmed to be me.

Up until a few days ago, I had some doubts. 

‘Was the Bicorn Knight in the original also someone who had possessed a body like me?’

If that were the case, my annoying friend Jimin would have mentioned it while ranting about the Unicorn Knight. 

He never once brought it up. 

If there had been any clue like that, he would have hammered it into my brain until I memorized it.

I got the answer a few days ago from Bicorn himself.

-Well, my knight can only be someone from outside, but I doubt my children would have recruited the type you call a ‘possessor.’ They don’t have that capability.

Apparently, “outsider” and “possessor” are different. 

He refers to someone who wasn’t originally part of the Bicorn cult as an outsider.

I asked why they specifically choose outsiders to be Bicorn Knights, and Bicorn explained that the more someone is exposed to Bicorn’s magic, the more vulnerable they become to the Unicorn’s divine power. 

Their energies are completely incompatible.

The cult selects someone fitting for the role of Bicorn Knight based on Bicorn’s oracle and convinces them to take up the position by granting them a sacred artifact.

The battles between the Unicorn Knight, who opposes the Bicorn cult, and the Bicorn Knight, who finds candidates for the role, have shaped the previous holy wars.

Of course, it’s possible that the cult picked Bicorn Knight candidates on their own in the past. 

But now that they’ve lost half the sacred artifacts, it’s a pointless effort.

I still vividly remember how Bicorn mocked the Bicorn spawns as he said this.

In any case, I’m currently the candidate for Bicorn Knight. 

Even if the cult tries to pick another, it’s meaningless with only half the power left, so I’ll exclude this one from the Four Heavenly Kings as well.

The final of the Four Heavenly Kings, and the only supervillain I haven’t confirmed yet, is the ‘Magical Girl.’ 

Like the other villains, her real name is unknown.

In the original, she was a lunatic who believed herself to be a magical girl and had the power to alter reality on a small scale.

Unlike the Cookie Maker, who overwhelmed with numbers, or the Pegasus and Bicorn Knights, who were equally matched in strength, this one faced off against the Unicorn Knight with her ridiculously broken abilities.

I heard she appeared in the later stages, so it seems like it’s about time for her to show up. 

I’m not sure exactly what “small-scale reality manipulation” entails, but if she’s one of the Four Heavenly Kings, she won’t be easy to deal with.

‘I don’t know how to prepare for her yet, but it’s better to stay alert.’

Didn’t she wear frilly clothes like a magical girl? 

It wouldn’t hurt to have the gang keep an eye out for someone like that.

If she turns out to be a crazy villain like in the original, I’ll deal with her. 

But if the butterfly effect caused by my actions has changed her… I might as well try to bring her to my side. 

The more variables, the better.

Who knows, she might use her strange powers to give my enemies a hard time.

“Pegasus, Magical Girl, Cookies… What a lineup of ridiculous villains. If someone heard this, they’d think it was a children’s cartoon.”

I muttered to myself as I stood up from the sofa. 

It was about time to go to bed.

The next day at lunch, I received a message from Bicorn.

*

[Yoon Do-chul, it’s me.]

[How about we meet for a bit at Lollipop Tower? Got time?]

“How polite of you to ask about my schedule. Just wait a bit.”

I grabbed Tessa and headed out. 

Vice Chief Park and the deputy president were handling things well enough, so I didn’t feel the need to worry.

…Though, to be honest, it’s not like they’re completely out of my sight. 

But who cares? 


My job is mostly stamping paperwork anyway.

Now, why Lollipop Tower?

‘Why there, of all places?’

Lollipop Tower is the newest building in Gacheon City, famous for its sleek and modern design. 

The decoration at the top, which resembles a lollipop, is particularly eye-catching.

For me, it holds a different kind of significance. 

After all, this is where the comic Unicorn Knight begins. 

The reason I was able to sync up with the timing of the main story was thanks to Lollipop Tower. 

Now, Bicorn wants to meet here, and it’s strange not to feel like something’s off.

Could it be a trap? 

But even now, my subordinates are with him inside the tower.

As I’ve said before, I have a pretty good sense for these things. 

If something feels like a good bet, I take it right away. 

If it seems like it’s going to go bad, I’ve always avoided it. 

In hindsight, it’s like I had some sort of foresight. 

Things that felt good usually turned out well, and things that felt bad inevitably fell apart.

Right now, I don’t feel that sense of doom. 

Is this just a coincidence?

“Hmm.”

Just in case, I quickly did some research on Lollipop Tower on my way there. 

The company that manages the building specializes in developing new technologies, and its owner is the president of that company. 

Nothing really stands out… but could they possibly be Bicorn’s allies?

As soon as I arrived at Lollipop Tower, I contacted Bicorn.

“I’m here, come out.”

[Come inside the tower. If you give the name Hansang Jin, the staff will guide you to where I am.]

What is this guy up to?

“Do I really have to come in?”

[It’s necessary.]

“What, did you plan a surprise party?”

The fact that someone will guide me after I give a name makes it seem like Bicorn has a collaborator here. 

It wouldn’t be surprising if he did something in Lollipop Tower, the starting location of the original story, considering he has a rough glimpse of the future.

I told Tessa that there could be a “just in case” scenario, then entered the building. 

There’s no turning back now; it would look weird if I backed out.

“Ah, Hansang Jin? Please, follow me.”

A female employee took us to the top floor in an elevator.

“This is the room.”

Tessa and I stepped inside. 

The room looked like a conference room, and my subordinates, who had been keeping an eye on Bicorn, were sitting there.

“Leave us.”

Bicorn seemed to want to talk privately, so I had everyone leave. 

Only Tessa, Bicorn, and I remained.

“Why did you call me?”

Bicorn’s lips curled into a slight smile.

“It’s time I introduce you to my collaborators.”

Collaborators? 

Weren’t they related to Lollipop Tower?

Bicorn pressed a button on a remote, and a large monitor in the center of the conference room flickered to life. 


The image of a woman appeared on the screen.

“….”

It was Elijah Jung, CEO of Radamus Corporation.

Yes, the woman who founded the Hero League.





 
  
    Chapter 85: The Calm Before the Storm (5)


Elijah Jung, the CEO of the world’s largest corporation, Radamus Group, and the head of the Hero League, was staring at Bicorn through a monitor with hazy eyes.

“….”

What the…? 

What’s going on? 

Elijah Jung is the collaborator? 

That Elijah Jung, one of the most influential people on Earth right now?

My brain, which had frozen in shock, suddenly kicked into high gear.

Could it be…? 

Did Bicorn come here after seeing the future and recruit her because he knew she would create the Hero League?

He had said his divine powers had weakened, limiting his ability to interfere with the world, but clearly, like how he’s walking around in Hansangjin’s body, he’d found some kind of loophole to hatch this plot.

Maybe even that bunker Elijah Jung sold to me was part of Bicorn’s grand scheme.

‘But what’s the point of recruiting just Elijah Jung?’

To truly control the Hero League, he’d have to persuade all its members, and I highly doubt they’d join Bicorn’s side so easily. 

Even my friend Jimin said that the Hero League was made up of genuinely righteous people.

“….”

Even Tessa was blinking in surprise. 

Usually stoic and silent like a bodyguard, she now looked visibly flustered. 

Her reaction alone made me realize just how absurd this situation was.

While I was still processing this, things escalated.

[You’re this generation’s Bicorn Knight. Looking forward to working with you.]

Elijah Jung shifted her gaze to me and spoke. 

Her Korean was surprisingly fluent, which made her sound almost unnatural. 

It was like listening to the highest-end AI, devoid of any hint of humanity.

“Explain what’s going on.”

I glared at Bicorn. 

Sure, he had prepared this surprise, but dropping it on me without any context was completely disorienting.

Bicorn stroked his chin, making a humming sound before he responded.

“To be honest, I thought my consciousness had completely failed. Up until recently, that’s what I believed.”

“….”

So, was he planning to concede defeat to the Unicorns or Bicorn Spawns?

No way. 

Knowing his personality, he’d never just give up like that.

“Still, I never planned to abandon this crusade. After all, it may be the last one.”

I knew it. 

That’s why he used the trump card of “Elijah Jung.” 

I silently waited for him to explain further.

“So, I joined forces with an otherworldly faction known as the Watchers.”

“The Watchers?”

I remembered that term. He’d muttered it once during a late-night meeting.

– …No, I think it’ll work. It was a good idea to ally with the Watchers.

Something like that.

“They’re exiles from their original world. Like you, they’re outsiders.”

Exiled? 

That’s not quite the same as me, you idiot. 

I held my tongue, though.

Bicorn briefly explained the Watchers. 

In short, they were parasitic entities that possessed mortal bodies, using them as their own. 

They called themselves transcendents, and in their world, they exploited humanity until a rebellion drove them to extinction. 

A few survivors, with Bicorn’s help, managed to escape to this world.

“….”

Honestly, all I could think while listening to this was…. 

“Aren’t these guys just losers like Bicorn?”

They were so-called gods or transcendents who exploited humanity, only to run away to another world when they were defeated. 

It seemed like a bunch of losers had just teamed up.

This was the ultimate fate of villains. 

No matter how much they dressed themselves up, in the end, all they proved was that they were pathetic.

“So, is Elijah Jung a Watcher now? Or has she been taken over by one?”

“That’s correct. Elijah Jung became a Watcher. The switch was made quietly.”

Bicorn had waited for 500 years after the failure of the ritual to summon the possessor, and as soon as the divine powers were awakened and the crusade began, he brought in the Watchers.

“My goal is to win the crusade and restore my divinity. Their goal is to gain new powers and return to their world. Our interests aligned.”

Since Bicorn knew the future, he had used the Watchers to take over Elijah Jung’s body and seize control of Radamus Group.

So, was selling me that bunker just a coincidence?

“Elijah Jung had innate precognitive abilities. She knew the crusade was coming and that the world would fall into chaos. Originally, she would have used her abilities to create the Hero League and support the Unicorn Knight, but… with the help of the Watchers, I changed that fate.”

So, she was a born psychic. 

Perhaps she built those bunkers around the world to prepare for the impending crisis, and then, deciding to take a more active role, planned to form the Hero League.

But Bicorn found out and seized her body.

“And does that mean the Hero League is…?”

Bicorn nodded silently.

It wasn’t just one “Watcher”—it was Watchers. 

They had taken over not only Elijah Jung’s body but also other heroes’ bodies.

This was the worst-case scenario. 

The very people who were supposed to help the Unicorn Knight fight against Bicorn’s cult had been turned into parasitic monsters. 

Even worse, the basic structure hadn’t changed.

Bicorn had followed the original plan, creating the Hero League, gathering heroes, and capturing superhuman extremists, just as Elijah Jung was supposed to do in the original story. 

He was keeping the “flow” intact.

“Can the Watchers use the abilities of the bodies they’ve taken over?”

“Of course. The Watchers have the power to absorb the souls of mortals. They can freely use the abilities tied to those souls.”

“…And is there any way for the absorbed souls to return?”

I asked, hoping for a slim chance. 


Bicorn shook his head.

“They’ve become part of the Watchers.”

“….”

So, in order to betray Bicorn, I would have to kill not only Elijah Jung but also the entire Hero League. 

The difficulty level just went up several notches.

“Let’s get started.”

At Bicorn’s words, Elijah nodded on the screen—more precisely, the creature wearing Elijah’s face.

[I’ve heard you’ve collected two relics. Gather two more, and you’ll become a Bicorn Knight.]

“I suppose so.”

[We’ll find the other two for you.]

“What?”

[I’m currently in charge as CEO, so it’s difficult for you to run around looking for relics. We’ll handle it for you.]

“…That’s true, but under what pretext?”

It seemed like they intended to use the Hero League to help gather the relics, but how?

“It’s not hard to come up with a reason. We’ll just classify them as supervillains and hunt them down.”

How simple.

The creature possessing Elijah Jung’s body spoke in a mechanical tone, completely devoid of emotion, beyond even Tessa’s usual blank expression.

“Fine, do that.”

Though I wasn’t fully convinced, I accepted. 

There was no valid reason for me to refuse this time.

“But do you know where they are?”

[We plan to search the locations Bicorn suggested. A few apostles are no match for us.]

“So, I just sit here and wait for you to gather the relics? Fine.”

I agreed outwardly, but inside, I was far from calm.

Damn it. 

I was planning to just pretend to collect the remaining relics to buy more time, but now I’m on a time limit.

“I’ll be staying here at Lollipop Tower for a while, keeping in touch with the Watchers.” 

Bicorn said.

“Just in case, take some of my subordinates with you. Not all the employees or executives at Lollipop Tower are your people, right? You need to be prepared for safety reasons.”

“I see.”

Bicorn agreed without any objection.

At least we were parting ways for now, which was a small relief. 

Now I could discuss the future with Tessa without worrying about Bicorn watching.

After exchanging a few more words, Tessa and I returned to the office.

“Can’t we stop Elijah Jung and the Hero League?” 

Tessa asked, still deep in thought after our visit to Lollipop Tower.

Originally, our plan was to pretend to help gather the relics while waiting for Tessa to finish her return as the Pegasus Knight, then betray Bicorn (we figured we could counter whatever secret weapon he was hiding that way), but the arrival of the Watchers had tightened our schedule.

I hoped they’d get delayed in finding the relics, but since Bicorn was helping, that didn’t seem likely.

I shrugged.

“It’ll be tough. First, we’re physically far away, and second, I don’t have any connections overseas. Even if I did, I’m not sure they could stop the CEO of Radamus Group.”

Moreover, the Watchers were publicly known as heroes. 

If we made the wrong move, we’d get branded as villains ourselves.

“For now… we can only hope they take their time gathering the relics.”

With a sigh, I ended my thoughts.

Isn’t there some way to flip the whole game?

If worse comes to worst, killing Bicorn now might be the only option, but my instincts warned me that it would be dangerous.

He’s hiding a trump card. 

That’s why he’s so confident. 


If we don’t figure it out, our plan will fail.

I really hope those Bicorn Spawns win over the Hero League.

Can’t they win just this once? 

Come on, just win for once.





 
  
    Chapter 86: The Calm Before the Storm (6)


A few days later, I headed to Seoul with Tessa.

It wasn’t to come up with some brilliant strategy to defeat the Bicorn and their Watchers, but rather to deal with Kim Saeryun’s brainwashing management and keep tabs on my people in the Hero Management Bureau.

The former was especially urgent. 

The brainwashing effect of the Gauntlet of Obedience lasts about a week—roughly 168 hours—and 160 hours had already passed. 

If Kim Saeryun broke free from the brainwashing, there was no telling how she might go berserk, so I needed to meet her quickly.

I entered the private room of a high-end Korean restaurant where I had arranged to meet her. 

Kim Saeryun was waiting alone.

“It’s been a while, Master.”

Judging by her polite greeting, it seemed the brainwashing was still intact.

“Yeah. Have you been well?”

Summoning the Gauntlet, I naturally initiated some physical contact. 

Nothing major—just lightly touching her shoulder. 

Even minimal physical contact was enough to maintain the brainwashing.

“Ah…!”

Even that simple gesture made Kim Saeryun blush deeply.

Wouldn’t there be some side effects to this? 

Like, would excessive brainwashing cause physical or mental deterioration?

‘Well, it’ll probably be fine.’

This was Kim Saeryun, after all—a super Bicorn woman who had survived five X-rated incidents. 

If she’d maintained her state without any side effects for months, it should be okay.

“How’s Hansaryun doing these days? Any clashes with the Bicorn Cult?”

“None. I haven’t seen them even once in months. I think they might have retreated.”

The faction working with Hansaryun had been wiped out after I tipped off the Unicorn Knight about the location of their underground secret base. 

I thought another faction might seize the opportunity to attack Hansaryun, but even now, months later, there hadn’t been any trouble.

Still, I doubted they had truly retreated. 

They were probably lying low, waiting for a better opportunity.

‘…Come to think of it, what are the Triads, the Neo-Nazis, and the Yakuza up to?’

The ninja from that sushi place I visited with Amy and Seohee—what was his name again?—said they were teaming up with the Bicorn Cult and preparing for retaliation. 

He warned me to brace myself.

But they’d also gone quiet. 

Sure, we made the first move against the Italian Camorra, so their lack of activity made sense, but ever since the Unicorn Knight wiped out that cult faction hiding in the underground base, there had been no movements from any of them.

‘This doesn’t bode well.’

The calm before the storm. 

That’s what it felt like. 

When something big was about to explode, things always went eerily quiet like this. 

Just like how the weather is tranquil before a typhoon hits.

“…Alright. Got it. Keep up the good work, and let’s meet again next week.”

“Understood.”

After parting with Kim Saeryun, I went straight to the Hero Management Bureau.

“Oppa!”

“Hello there~.”

Amy and Dong Seohee greeted me. 

Both looked slightly thinner, likely from working hard.

“Oppa! Where’s my present?”

“Don’t worry, I brought plenty of presents.”

I winked at Amy and handed her a box. 

It was something I had prepared separately while shopping for gifts with Seojeong.

Of course, I didn’t buy the same generic item for everyone. 

With the help of a local guide, I carefully selected items that teenage girls would love.

“Wow! Thank you!”

Amy beamed brightly, hugging the gift box tightly. 

Her smile was as radiant as a young saint’s compassionate gaze.

“But… is there no present for me…?”

A hesitant voice came from the side. 

Dong Seohee, who had initially greeted me with confidence, was now glancing nervously between Amy and me.

I thought her personality had changed to be more assertive and self-assured, but maybe feeling left out had brought her original timid side back.

“Of course, I prepared one.”

With a smile, I pulled out another gift box from Happy Burger Store.

Honestly, I hadn’t specifically prepared anything for her. 

It was a mass-produced gift set meant for clients or subordinates. 

I wasn’t planning on giving her nothing—it’s just that I hadn’t prepared something personal.

Still, we weren’t that close, so I figured this would suffice. 

Hopefully, she wouldn’t take it too personally.

“Oh, thank you!”

She snatched the gift box enthusiastically, as if she hadn’t just been sulking a moment ago.

“How have you been, Seohee?”

I asked out of courtesy, expecting a simple “Fine” in response.

“Heh.”

But suddenly, she swept her hair back and flashed me a confident smile.

What’s this about now?

“No, I’m a superstar now. It’s been exhausting because I’m so busy.”

“…I-I see. Haha.”

She’s completely lost it. 

I forced an awkward laugh, and Amy shuffled over, whispering to me quietly.

“Seohee unnie’s been acting a little strange lately. She’s been doing a lot of external activities on top of her hero work, and I think it’s worn her out. You could say she’s entered some sort of self-brainwashing mode. She’s not bragging for real—it’s more like a defense mechanism. She’s always muttering stuff in her room like, ‘I’m a superstar, Dolsaetae. I have to endure this.’ Or, ‘Don’t run away! Face it head-on!’”

“Y-you didn’t need to share all that!”

Seohee’s face turned red as she yelled, her voice cracking. 

Amy covered her ears and stuck her tongue out at her, going “Bleh!”

…Ah, so she’s turning her stress into some kind of celebrity delusion? 


That’s oddly impressive in its own way.

People who can’t process their pain and fail to manage their mental health often create a convenient imaginary world for themselves. 

In that dream world, they’re invincible against any attack. 

But occasionally, a single, piercing truth can shatter that illusion, leaving them to revert into a beastly state.

“Get over here! I’m confiscating your gift as punishment!”

“Unnie started it by spewing nonsense to oppa! No way~!”

Watching Seohee trying to snatch Amy’s gift box, I couldn’t help but think this was exactly what I’d imagined.

Still, seeing them joke around and even roast each other like this made it clear just how close they’d become. 

The fact that they could act so casually in front of me meant they’d grown pretty comfortable with my presence, too.

“Alright, alright, let’s stop arguing and just grab something to eat. Since both of you are living in Seoul now, do you have any restaurant recommendations?”

When it comes to shifting the mood, food is the way to go.

“There’s this place nearby that sells Mala Rose Cheese Tteokbokki! It’s absolutely amazing!”

“What tteokbokki? Mala Rose… what? Even the name is unnecessarily long. Seriously, your taste is so childish. Boss, there’s this Western restaurant nearby; want to try it? They’re famous for their pasta and steak.”

“What’s wrong with tteokbokki? It’s the hottest menu item these days!”

After easing the tension again, I spent some time with the two of them.

Of course, I wasn’t here just to hand out presents and hang out.

Elijah Jung and the Hero League had been overtaken by parasitic entities from another world.

While it seemed the Hero Management Bureau had yet to fall under the Bicorn’s influence, I needed to persuade them to stand against the Bicorn.

The more combatants we have, the better. 

Leaving the Bicorn and their ace up their sleeve to the Unicorn Knight and Tessa, pitting the Hero League against the Hero Management Bureau wasn’t a bad plan either.

It would be great if Cookie Maker could help, but I have no idea where they are. 

For now, I need to focus on convincing these two from the Hero Management Bureau to be ready to step up if things go south.

“Oppa, you prefer tteokbokki, right?”

“Boss doesn’t eat street food like that.”

Just as the two were about to bicker again, my phone buzzed in my pocket.

It was a call from Chulsoo. 

I was about to reject it with a quick busy message when—

Ring-ring-ring! Ring-ring-ring!

An emergency alert from the Anti-Gang Division popped up.

Damn it. 

This means something serious is going down. 

I answered Chulsoo’s call first.

[Boss! Something big’s happening! Some foreign group is having a shootout with the police at Gacheon Port!]

“What? Foreign group? Who are they?”

[I don’t have detailed info yet since I just heard about it, but I’ve been told it’s a mix of Asians and Westerners!]

“What led to the shootout?”

Excusing myself from Amy and Dong Seohee, I stepped aside to take the call. 

What the hell is going on now?

[Hold on. Things are chaotic here, too. Apparently, these guys tried to smuggle in weapons while sneaking into the country. One of our informants tipped off the police, and the Anti-Gang Division probably got the same alert. Initially, they seemed like low-level smugglers, so we didn’t send an emergency alert.]

[But before the police could arrest them, these guys started shooting and slashing at everyone. It happened so suddenly, and now that the police are involved, I’m not sure what to do. What should we do? This shootout is already all over the news and YouTube.]

“….”

Foreigners. 

Asians and Westerners. 

Weapons.

It seems like the long-awaited Eastern-Western mob alliance finally decided to show up.

“I’ll contact the Unicorn Knight.”

These guys are absolutely insane. 

Instead of lurking in the underworld, they’re outright attacking the police? 


This seems too excessive just to target me.

What could their true objective be?

While mulling it over, I called the Unicorn Knight.

Please pick up. 

Hurry.



 
  
    Chapter 87: Bicorn Spawn (1)


The Unicorn Knight, Jin Seon-ah, didn’t answer her phone.

She only left a single text message: 

[On my way.]

‘At least she’s keeping up with the news.’

Now that she’s no longer working part-time at the Happy Burger No. 1 branch, it seems she can deploy without delay. 

It was fortunate that the police managed to stop things before the damage escalated, but the questions remained.

‘Why are they acting so brazenly?’

The Bicorn Cult’s target is the Unicorn Knight, and the overseas gangs are after me. 

Even if they’re planning something against the Unicorn Knight, there’s no need to orchestrate such a grand scheme just to kill me.

Could it be, like last time with Mambo, that they’re trying to draw the police’s attention to hit my base? 

Or are they prioritizing killing me first?

If that’s the case, they’re idiots. 

I’m in Seoul, and the Unicorn Knight is safe in Gacheon City. 

What’s the point of an attack? 

Do they not have any learning capacity?

But then again, people often fall for the same tricks. 

They might think there’s no tree that won’t fall after ten strikes.

I’ve heard that the Bicorn Spawn, sent by the Triads, wields something akin to mystical power under the guise of ‘martial arts.’

That could be just as dangerous as Jin Sang-bae and his zombie brigade.

“I’m sorry, something came up, and I need to check it out. Let’s eat together next time, for sure.”

After apologizing to Amy and Dong Seohee, I left and dialed Cheolsu again.

I’ll have to head to Gacheon City. 

Even if I don’t need to get involved, there might be a situation where Tessa’s combat power is necessary.

If I stay here with Amy and Dolsaetae, I might manage to save my life. 

But if the foundation I’ve painstakingly built crumbles in my absence, it’s as good as game over.

And if a second or third wave of attacks comes after that, there’ll be no way out.

“Hey, Cheolsu, are you at headquarters right now?”

[Yes. Just in case, I’ve had the security team fully armed.]

“Good call. Anything suspicious going on?”

[We’re coordinating with the neighborhood patrol team, but no one shady has been spotted so far.]

“Stay vigilant. They might use superpowers to break in suddenly.”

[Understood.]

Besides headquarters, where else could they target?

My house? 

It’s equipped with motion sensors that send alerts directly to my phone if anyone tries to break in.

Sure, there might be someone among them with superpowers or the knowledge to disable the sensors, but there’s not much at home worth taking anyway.

Maybe my collection of liquor and some art pieces I bought as investments? 

Nothing so critical that it would be disastrous if lost or stolen. 

At best, there’s the relic, but that’s stored in a subspace. 

Everything else can be replaced as long as I have money.

On my way, I opened YouTube to check a few news reports. 

Most of them detailed how the Unicorn Knight had arrived quickly and was killing off the overseas gangsters causing a ruckus at Gacheon Port.

Not capturing—killing.

The Unicorn Knight never lets her enemies live. 

She’s clashed with the police numerous times because of it, but given the circumstances, it seemed the police were turning a blind eye this time.

‘Not like the police can do much about it anyway.’

When I was in Italy, the Unicorn Knight relentlessly slaughtered villains. 

Although the law eventually made her a wanted criminal, who could possibly catch her?

“We’re almost there.”

By the time the driver announced our imminent arrival in Gacheon City, the situation had already been resolved.

The overseas gangsters were massacred by the Unicorn Knight without any twists, and neither my home nor headquarters was attacked.

“….”

Were those thugs part of the Bicorn Spawn?

Or were they just mobsters collaborating with or controlled by the Bicorn Cult?

Feeling uneasy, I contacted Kelpie, the Unicorn Knight’s ally and a top-notch hacker. 

If anyone had dug up intel while the Unicorn Knight was fighting, it’d be her.

[Bicorn Spawn? Oh, you mean the Bicorn Clan? Yeah, that’s them!]

“….”

So, it really was them.

The same Bicorn Spawn that the ninja, who once worked as a sushi chef, warned me about.

Today, they were all wiped out by the Unicorn Knight.

What the hell were these losers?

“The Unicorn Knight was wearing a bodycam, right?”

Bodycam—a small video recording device worn on the body, commonly used by American police. 

Kelpie probably suggested using one.

[Of course! Just in case I needed to analyze the situation or provide help, phone calls alone might not be enough.]

“Did you notice anything while watching the fight?”

[Hmm… a lot of enemies seemed to be using mystical abilities related to physical enhancement. Martial arts? Something like that. It felt a bit artificial. There were many users, and they coordinated their attacks, which seemed to trouble her a bit.]

“…Got it. Thanks for letting me know.”

Although it turned out to be just a fleeting incident, the uneasiness didn’t fade. 

I’d guessed this could have been a significant event in the original storyline, but they charged at the police with no retreat and were annihilated?

Is this really how it ends?

It feels like… the Bicorn Spawn was thrown away as a disposable pawn.

If they were strong enough to trouble the Unicorn Knight, they must have been a fairly formidable group. 

But to burn through them so easily?

Why?

“We’ve arrived.”

Time continued to pass as I mulled over the situation. 

The driver informed me we’d reached Gacheon City.


I wracked my brain for reasons. 

The most plausible explanation was that they were sent as scouts to gauge something. 

But even that felt a bit off.

What exactly were they trying to figure out?

If I had to list some possibilities…

Testing the capabilities of my anti-gang patrol.

Timing how long it took for the Unicorn Knight to arrive.

Assessing the current strength of the Unicorn Knight.

These three seem somewhat reasonable.

But would they really sacrifice the entire Bicorn Spawn for that?

If their target had been me instead of the Unicorn Knight, they could’ve been a significant threat.

This is a bad sign. 

If the Bicorn Spawn was used as sacrificial pawns, it means there’s a more dangerous method to threaten either the Unicorn Knight or me.

[Yoon Docheol, have you heard? They’re planning something big.]

Even the Bicorn Cult, sensing the tension, reached out to me. 

I couldn’t count how many times I’d exchanged messages today.

“So, you claim to have seen the future. Do you know anything?”

[Only fragmented scenes. I didn’t see the full picture. And much of it has already changed because of your actions.]

‘Says the one who turned Elia Jung and the Hero League into parasitic monsters from space.’

Of course, the Watchers merely followed what their hosts were supposed to do, but still.

Suppressing the urge to curse, I asked, 

“What’s your plan moving forward?”

[Nothing changes. The Watchers will continue to collect relics, and you will become the Bicorn Knight to defeat the Unicorn Knight.]

“What if the Bicorn Spawns have a plan to defeat the Unicorn Knight?”

I pressed, arguing that if they disposed of the Bicorn Spawn so easily, they must have something more dangerous up their sleeves.

“Did they team up with a Magical Girl? I heard she’s one of the few supers who could stand against the Unicorn Knight.”

The only plausible explanation I could think of was the Bicorn Spawns recruiting a Magical Girl. 

If they unleashed her unique abilities alongside the full force of the cult, even the Unicorn Knight might be in serious trouble.

[That’s possible. But if you and Tessa support her, she will undoubtedly overcome.]

He sounded confident.

There was another possibility, though.

“What if the Bicorn Spawns themselves cross over? I’ve heard they’re demigods with physical forms.”

I’d heard there was an unspoken rule that they wouldn’t interfere during the holy war, but at this point, that seemed meaningless. 

After all, these were beings vying to take their father’s place—would they listen to reason?

[The summoning ritual requires many sacrifices and a significant amount of time. There’s no way the Unicorn Knight, who can detect Bicorn magic, would allow the ritual to proceed. They’d be subdued before it’s completed—]

It was then.

Whirrr!

A subspace opened, and the Helm of Immunity leapt out, fastening itself onto my head.

Before I could react—

Beep! Beep! Beep!

A piercing sound echoed all around. While it was just an annoying noise to me thanks to the helm, it wasn’t the same for the driver or Tessa.

“Ugh…!” 

“Ahhh…!”

The driver’s eyes rolled back, and he collapsed. Tessa hunched over, writhing in pain.

It wasn’t just them. 

Everyone in the vicinity seemed frozen by the sound.

Thud!

Our car was stopped at a red light, which was fortunate, but the other vehicles weren’t so lucky. 

Cars on the other roads either stalled or veered in strange directions, causing collisions.

“….!”

At this rate, we’d end up in a traffic accident too. 

Acting quickly, I pulled the two of them out and laid them down in a safe spot.

“Are you okay?”

I grabbed Tessa’s shoulders and checked her complexion. 

She was pale and trembling all over.

“Men…tal…”

Even as she struggled to form words, her voice was too weak to hear clearly.

I leaned in closer to catch what she was trying to say.

“Mental… mental wave… it’s a mental wave attack…!”

That’s what Tessa managed to say.


‘Damn it. I had a feeling.’

With a psychic ability this powerful…

There’s only one person I know of capable of such an attack.

Ozymandias.
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Somewhere in the United States.

Bang!

A towering monster, over four meters tall, smashed through a massive, tightly sealed door and stormed in.

“Krr……”

A Tyrannosaurus rex with abnormally long, human-like arms revealed itself. 

The intruder was none other than T-Rexler, the Hero League’s muscle.

Behind it, the remaining members appeared. 

All of them were American heroes whose bodies had been taken over by the Watchers.

“This looks like the place.”

Fatalshot, acting as the leader of the Hero League, scanned the surroundings. 

Traces of Bicorn’s magic and the distinctive symbols of the cult adorned the walls. 

This was undoubtedly the U.S. headquarters of the Bicorn Cult, the place they had been tirelessly searching for.

Beep.

Fatalshot pressed the red button on his belt, signaling Elijah Jung, the Watchers’ leader, that they had located the base.

“Where are they?”

“I expected them to come out and greet us. Are they scared?”

“We just need to take out that so-called Apostle, right?”

The heroes followed behind T-Rexler, throwing out comments as they entered the base. 

Without fear of death—since their souls remained intact even if their bodies were destroyed—they advanced without hesitation.

“Move cautiously. There might be traps.”

Fatalshot, following right behind T-Rexler, issued the command.

“…?”

After walking for about ten minutes and finding nothing, they realized something was off.

“There’s no one here.”

“There’s plenty of supplies and weapons left behind, so it’s not just a decoy base.”

“Something’s not adding up.”

“….”

Ignoring his companions’ remarks, Fatalshot continued forward. 

Before long, they reached the core of the base—the altar.

“This is…”

Fatalshot frowned in frustration. 

The altar, too, was deserted. 

Only traces of horrifying rituals littered the area.

Without panicking, Fatalshot attempted to contact Elijah again.

[What’s happening?]

“They moved ahead of us.”

[Can you elaborate?]

“…From what I can tell, they’ve opened a dimensional gate connecting to the colonies.”

[…Understood.]

The attack had already begun.

Elijah sighed and ended the call. 

Fatalshot, unable to hide his frustration, looked around at his comrades. 

T-Rexler blinked in confusion, seemingly clueless about the situation.

*

Tessa’s lips trembled violently, unable to form another word. It was clear that even speaking a single sentence required tremendous effort.

“…Understood. Don’t force yourself to speak; just rest for now.”

Ozymandias. That bastard, abducted by the Bicorn Cult, must have done something.

Did he target this place specifically, where I’m located, with his abilities? 

If so, he must have launched the attack before I got out of the car.

I immediately lifted my head and scanned the surroundings. 

With limited information, I had to act cautiously.

The driver and others were still collapsed or frozen in place, as if caught in a stasis field. 

Tessa, seemingly more resistant, occasionally twitched but couldn’t do much more than that.

Did he use some kind of psychic wave to immobilize everyone? 

This is almost like time-stopping powers. 

To think even Tessa, whose strength had grown several times after absorbing numerous psychics, would be neutralized like this.

‘If Ozymandias was this strong, he wouldn’t have lost to the Hero League…’

It seemed likely the cult had enhanced his powers somehow. 

I decided to contact the Unicorn Knight right away and reached for my phone.

-!

With a deafening roar, the sky split apart, revealing massive ships descending. 

Not just one or two—there were several.

The ships bore the Bicorn Cult’s emblem on their flags, and aboard them were humanoid monsters clad in bizarre armor, armed with unfamiliar weapons.

“…Bicorn Colony.”

I knew immediately upon seeing them. 

I didn’t know what had led to this, but it was clear the combatants from the colony had been summoned here.

Aliens from the Bicorn Colony, and Ozymandias, who could be hiding anywhere. 

The enemies to deal with weren’t ordinary.

I had to call the Unicorn Knight immediately. 

Just as I was about to dial—

“Damn it.”

The screen of my phone crackled and malfunctioned. 

At such a critical moment?

“Let me borrow yours for a second.”

It wasn’t just my phone. 

The driver’s phone and Tessa’s phone were also unresponsive. 

Was there a psychic with signal-jamming abilities or some kind of machine causing interference? 

It might even be alien technology.

This felt way out of place for the middle of the story. 


This was the kind of event that would happen in the climax, or even in the final battle.

It seemed my existence had thoroughly disrupted the timeline.

In any case, the enemy was going all out. 

They had even summoned reinforcements from other planets, which meant they were betting everything on this battle.

‘What can I even do in this situation?’

Tessa was neutralized by the psychic wave, and the Hero Management Bureau—anyone who could help—was unreachable because of the jammed phones. 

I was literally stuck in a deadlock.

‘What if even the Unicorn Knight is neutralized?’

If that happened, it would truly be over. 

As I mulled over what to do in the face of this worst-case scenario—

Whoosh-!

A sound drew my attention to the distant sky. 

The Unicorn Knight was flying toward the ships.

Ah, thank goodness. 

At least the Unicorn Knight hadn’t been neutralized.

The problem was that the Unicorn Knight’s flight seemed precarious. 

The unsteady, swaying movements were anything but normal. 

Was it because of the psychic attack?

Bang!

The Unicorn Knight, wielding a lance, collided head-on with one of the spaceship-like vessels at the forefront. 

It looked like they had forced their way inside.

An explosion erupted as the ship that had been advancing came to a halt, and a fierce battle ensued. 

From the vessels in the rear, all kinds of attacks rained down on the Unicorn Knight.

What should I do?

Should I just stand here and hope the Unicorn Knight wins? 

Or should I prioritize survival, abandon everything, and run away?

No, no. 

That’s absolutely not an option.

“Damn it…”

I hated it, but in the end, I had no choice but to step in myself.

Stopping those ships—no, spaceships—would be difficult, but I could at least find and kill Ozymandias. 

Thankfully, I had a means to locate him. 

I hadn’t used it immediately because there were too many things to confirm.

“Locate the target.”

I activated the helmet’s function that Bicorn had explained to me.

Whirrrrr!

The helmet was equipped with a feature to detect anyone attempting a psychic attack on the user. 

The moment I issued the command, the helmet vibrated slightly, and a navigation-like display appeared in a corner of my vision, as though I was looking at a status screen.

“…Outside Gacheon City?”

Ah, crap. 

That’s not a distance I can cover on foot. 

Taking my Happy Burger Car would draw too much attention. 

Maybe I could borrow something more inconspicuous?

We were on a highway, so a car wasn’t an option. 

A motorcycle, on the other hand, could weave through the stationary vehicles. 

The helmet would cover my face entirely, so it would serve as my disguise.

“Alright then.”

I hopped onto a gaudily modified motorcycle. Judging by the delivery box attached to the back, its owner—or rather, the previous rider—was likely a delivery driver. 

Given the crash, they must have been thrown far enough that I couldn’t see them anymore.

“Well, I think I have a pretty good idea what kind of person they were.”

Stickers plastered across the delivery box declared things like ‘Revenge driving? Hell yeah!’, ‘Honk and I’ll crack your skull open,’ and ‘A psycho thug rides this bike!’ 

It seemed the owner had a rather vile personality.

I clicked my tongue and started the engine.

Vrooooom—!

“What the hell?”

A deafening roar erupted from the motorcycle. 

It seemed the noise suppressor on the exhaust system had been removed.

Ah, this punk of a delivery driver. Living like this is probably why they ended up flying so far in the first place.

Forcing myself to ignore the horrendous noise, I followed the path indicated by the helmet. 

Whether it was because it had been a while since I last drove or because the motorcycle was slightly damaged, the ride wasn’t smooth at all.

“Sigh.”

Every road I passed by was a horrifying sight. 

How many people had died from this psychic attack? 

It was a complete disaster.

Amid the chaos of a highway full of collapsed people, I roared my way to the destination with that obnoxious noise still blaring.

The place where Ozymandias was located turned out to be a house a short distance from the road. 

Cult members wearing strange helmets stood guard with weapons in hand.

“…A delivery guy?”

“What—how?!”

“An intruder!”

“Kill them!”

The cultists noticed me and opened fire, but their bullets couldn’t penetrate the shield from my protective ring.

“Why do you guys start shooting right away? Are you victims of delivery bike noise too?”

“Ugh!”

I subdued one of them with the Gauntlet of Submission and snatched their gun. 

Cheolsoo had taught me how to fire a gun, so handling a handgun like this wasn’t beyond me.

Bang! Bang!

Ah, but damn, this is harder to hit with than I thought. 

With the targets moving frantically, landing a shot wasn’t easy.

“Just stand still and get hit already.”

After emptying the entire magazine, I somehow managed to take them all down. 

Grabbing a hatchet from one of the fallen cultists, I decided it would serve me better than the gun and headed into the house.


“….”

How do I even describe this?

Inside was a man seated in front of a massive machine, his face seemingly consumed by it. 

Was this Ozymandias?
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At first glance, it looked like the man was being devoured by a machine, but upon closer inspection, that wasn’t the case. 

It only appeared that way because the machine encircling the man’s head was twitching and moving continuously.

“What am I supposed to do about this…”

One thing was certain: the person sitting there, wearing the device on his head, was the one emitting the psychic waves. 

The helmet was masking him.

The problem was, he didn’t seem like one of the masterminds behind this incident. 

It looked more like he was being forced to wear the device, emitting psychic waves against his will.

In other words, he appeared to be used as a tool.

What if this man wasn’t Ozymandias but a powerful psychic captured by the cult? 

It wasn’t the time to dwell on that, but the thought crossed my mind.

I may have killed plenty of people in the underworld, but they were all bad guys. 

I’m not the type to kill innocent people who got caught up in things by accident. 

I’m not that much of a villain.

…Maybe I should start by destroying that machine. 

It seems to be amplifying his psychic abilities.

I’ve seen something like this in a superhero movie before. 

It’s like the Cerebro device used by that character with the title of “Professor” in X-Man.

If breaking the machine doesn’t stop the psychic waves, I’ll have no choice but to kill him.

Clang!

I struck the device with my axe. 

It wasn’t covered in tough metal but surrounded by thin, long wires, so it was easy to break.

Zap!

After a few hits, the machine sparked and stopped working. 

The psychic waves that had been emitted also seemed to cease, as the helmet started to retract into the subspace.

“Don’t go in. Stay out.”

I didn’t want to show my face just yet, and I wasn’t sure what other threats might remain, so I decided to keep the helmet out for now.

The immediate threat was neutralized. 

Now the Unicorn Knight could probably fight at full strength.

I checked the face of the man behind the machine.

“It’s him.”

It was Ozymandias. 

I’d seen him enough times to recognize his face. 

He was drooling and trembling, half-conscious.

Was he captured by the cult and used as a tool for their psychic attack? 

I needed to ask him some questions, so I summoned my gauntlet and brought it to his head.

“Obey.”

“….”

But it didn’t work. 

Whether it was because he wasn’t in a normal state or because he was a powerful psychic himself, the artifact’s brainwashing failed.

“Well, that’s troublesome.”

I raised my axe. 

It would be better to kill him than to let him go and risk future complications.

Just as I was about to swing it toward his neck…

“W-wait…”

Ozymandias spoke in English. 

His eyes had cleared up a bit.

I quickly touched him with the gauntlet again, but the brainwashing still didn’t work. 

It was confirmed—his powers cancelled it out.

‘So the Gauntlet of Obedience doesn’t work on psychics.’

Watching me, Ozymandias struggled to speak.

“You… you’re the one chosen to be the Bicorn Knight, instead of me.”

Instead of him?

So Ozymandias was originally meant to become a Bicorn Knight?

“….”

I nodded silently.

He seemed like he had more to say, so I decided to listen. 

If Bicorn hadn’t twisted the future, Ozymandias might have been the final boss of the original story. 

He probably knew something important.

“Just one more thing… Are you not aligned with the cult?”

Ozymandias asked.

“Believe it or not, we’re enemies.”

I didn’t bother explaining the ridiculous situation where a Bicorn Knight was fighting against the Bicorn cult.

“I see… So that’s how it is.”

Ozymandias nodded in understanding and continued speaking.

“The cult… they plan to open a dimensional gate to Bicorn’s colony in Gacheon City.”

“It’s already open.”

He didn’t seem to know what was happening outside. He was definitely being controlled.

“How long has it been since the gate opened?”

“I’d say about an hour or so.”

“Opening the gate isn’t the cult’s ultimate goal. They plan to use the colony’s army to summon Bicorn Spawns.”

“….”

Bicorn Spawns. 

Those bastards must have taken the initiative, realizing the situation wasn’t going in their favor.

It would’ve been easier if they’d just handed over the relics.

“When the colony’s army spreads across Gacheon City, they’ll be able to perform a ritual called ‘Territory Declaration.’ Once that happens, Gacheon City will be temporarily recognized as Bicorn Spawn territory.”

“Explain it more simply.”

There were too many new concepts, and it was hard to grasp.

Coughing, Ozymandias began explaining again.

“It means that the Bicorn Spawns, who are bound to another planet, will be summoned directly to Gacheon City. At least within the city, they’ll be able to move freely. Even as a Unicorn Knight, it will be hard to defeat multiple demigods. You must stop them.”


“How?”

“You must kill all three apostles. The relics embedded in their souls are the medium for summoning the Bicorn Spawns. Kill them and seize the relics.”

“….”

“Got it. I’ll finish it before the sky opens and the black light pours down. That would mean the ‘Territory Declaration’ is complete. Anything else?”

That was all the information Ozymandias had.

Damn, this isn’t going to be easy.

“Phew.”

I sighed, raised my axe, and asked him one last question.

“Why did you tell me all of this?”

“It’s my own form of revenge.”

With those words, Ozymandias closed his eyes, showing no intention to resist.

“Farewell.”

Crunch!

I swiftly sent Ozymandias to hell. 

For someone who might have been the final boss of the original story, his end felt anticlimactic.

“So much to do, so little time.”

I wish this was the end of it all, but there was still so much left to handle. 

I wanted to contact the Unicorn Knight and relay all this information, but the signal interference made it impossible.

In the end, I’d have to deliver the message personally.

Vroom!

I sped down the wrecked streets after leaving the building. 

The situation was absurd—a gang boss riding a motorcycle alone, without any underlings.

I checked the sky several times as I drove, but it hadn’t turned out like Ozymandias had described—yet. 

The only thing that caught my attention was the noise of explosions and the distant sight of the Unicorn Knight and spaceships locked in battle.

There were too many obstacles to go at full speed, but I kept heading toward the source of the explosions, all the while checking my phone periodically.

Meeting the Unicorn Knight, who was up in the sky destroying spaceships, was impossible. 

My only choice was to get far enough away from the interference to contact her.

‘It’d be hard to keep up this signal jamming across the whole city. There must be some range limit.’

The reason I thought this was because I didn’t see any signs of accidents as I moved deeper into Gacheon City.

“Monsters! Run!”

“Get out of here!”

The fleeing people didn’t look like they’d been hit by a psychic attack. 

Ozymandias must have directed his psychic waves at the highways and outskirts, not the city center.

That would explain why the signal interference was also concentrated on the outskirts. 

The highway where Tessa and I were was just on the edge of the city.

It seemed like they were targeting the areas around Gacheon City to isolate it. 

It was an efficient attack. 

Things must be in chaos outside.

‘I hope the Hero Management Bureau is acting quickly.’

Even if most heroes were struggling, someone like Landslide would be a dependable ally.

As I thought about this, I reached the city center, full of towering buildings.

“Finally.”

The signal came through. 

I had hundreds of missed calls. 

Ignoring all of them, I called the Unicorn Knight. 

It wasn’t easy steering a motorcycle with one hand.

“….”

No answer. 

Maybe she was too busy fighting. Perhaps Kelpie, who always monitored her with a bodycam, could answer.

[Mister Yoon! Why are you only answering now?!]

Kelpie’s urgent voice came through the speaker.

“Kelpie, listen closely. Those things…”

I explained everything I had heard from Ozymandias while continuing to race through the chaotic city.

“So, basically—”

I glanced up at the sky mid-sentence and saw…

‘Ah, damn it.’

A massive spaceship, large enough to be called a mothership, loomed over the city center. 

The sky above it had opened, and black light was pouring through.

They had distracted us at Gacheon Port with the Red Lotus squad, used Ozymandias outside the city for the psychic attack, jammed the communications, and opened the dimensional gate.

They’d used every trick in the book. A meticulously planned attack—and it had worked.

“….”

Bicorn, you cocky bastard. Couldn’t you foresee this future?

[Mister Yoon? Hello?! Why did you stop talking?!]


“…Get me the Unicorn Knight.”

[Huh? Why all of a sudden?]

“Hurry.”

It’s all over. 

At the very least, we need to get the Unicorn Knight out of here.
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[…]

Kelpie fell silent at my request to speak to the Unicorn Knight. 

She must have realized how serious the situation was.

“This is really important. You’re the only one who can connect me directly to her.”

I spoke plainly. 

There was no time for any back and forth.

[Alright, hold on.]

Kelpie sighed and accepted my request. 

After a brief pause and a few connecting tones, I heard a voice, distorted through a voice modulator.

[What is it? I’m busy.]

It was the Unicorn Knight. 

Her heavy breathing told me she was fighting even as we spoke.

“In a little while, Bicorn spawn will be summoned to Gacheon City.”

I skipped the explanations and got straight to the point.

[What? Bicorn spawn?]

“Yeah. Not just one, but several. Maybe even all of them.”

[…]

She didn’t ask how I knew this information. 

Perhaps she realized there was no time to waste.

“They can only operate within Gacheon City. So…”

I licked my dry lips and continued. 

My throat was parched, probably from driving so long without water, though that wasn’t the only reason.

“Let’s run. We need to survive first.”

It wasn’t an easy thing to say, and that’s why I hesitated.

The Unicorn Knight—a hero with a ridiculous backstory from a third-rate comic, a hero who specialized in mass slaughter—but still a hero, and the protagonist. 

It wouldn’t be surprising if she resisted the idea of abandoning the city and its people.

But this was the most rational and sure way out.

The outcome of the Holy War hinges on the death of either the Unicorn Knight or Bicorn. 

If the Unicorn Knight dies here, the Bicorn spawn win, and Earth becomes their colony.

Ozymandias had said that the Bicorn spawn were summoned in such a way that they couldn’t leave Gacheon City. 

If the Unicorn Knight escaped, they wouldn’t be able to follow her.

That would give us time to regroup and prepare. 

We could wait until the Bicorn spawn were forcibly reversed-summoned and wipe out their cult when the time came.

It’s just a step back for a leap forward. 

Sure, it’s heartbreaking to leave the citizens of Gacheon to their fate, but there’s no choice. Right now, we need to be ruthless.

Of course, I didn’t mean we had to leave everyone behind.

“You have someone precious to you, right? Just take that person and get out.”

Seojeong, Seojeong, Seojeong. 

If she moved with the Unicorn Knight, she’d be safer than sticking with me.

As for me, I planned to gather Tessa, Cheolsu, Secretary Park, and a few key members of my crew before leaving Gacheon City. 

Even if our foundation crumbled, as long as the core people survived, we could rebuild the organization. 

My wealth sitting securely in the bank wasn’t going anywhere. 

Bicorn could fend for himself.

I just needed to save my own people. 

If I had to, I could abandon all of Gacheon City to survive.

[…]

Silence hung in the air. 

All I could hear was the sound of the Unicorn Knight destroying spaceships.

“Phew.”

It was frustrating, but I understood. Of course, she wasn’t going to accept my plan easily.

“Hey, think rationally. Do you think you can win?”

I didn’t know exactly how strong the Bicorn spawn were, but their title alone—“demigods”—was telling. 

They were rulers who had planets at their feet.

They were obviously stronger than the Four Supervillains.

“Do you really think you won’t get caught off guard if you hesitate? They’ll surround and attack you. You have to decide quickly.”

Get your head straight. 

This is the last chance before they’re summoned.

Later, when the Bicorn spawn take hostages and threaten you, will you be able to stay unmoved? 

You won’t.

And remember, you’ve already compromised once because of me. 

You spared a lowlife like me for the greater good. 

What’s the harm in compromising one more time? 

Just one more step.

That’s how the world works, isn’t it? 

It’s all part of growing up.

“The cult put everything into this attack. They didn’t plan for you to escape Gacheon City. They’ve used every resource they have. The next fight is ours to win.

You know it. 

You can’t let things go according to their plan. 

Just surprise them once—just close your eyes and do it.”

[…]

Damn. 

Do I really have to go this far? 

It’s not like I’m enjoying saying this. 

Do I sound like a psychopath or a sociopath?

“Let’s just survive first. If you live, you’ll be able to save more people. If you die here, all the people you care about will die or be enslaved. You know that, right?”

There’s no other way. 

You can’t be trapped in a childish fantasy about saving everyone. 

Someone has to make a logical decision. 

That’s what it means to be an adult.


[…]

What? 

Are you still hesitant?

 Do I need to push you a little more?

Fine, I’ll play the devil’s advocate. 

Let’s say you really didn’t want to do this, but my words shook you. 

How about that?

Later, you can grab me by the collar and shout, “I had no choice because of you!” 

As long as you don’t kill me, I’m fine with that.

“The gang’s still running. I’m getting updates by the minute. I’ll gather as many of the kids as I can with my crew. So just get out. If you die, everyone dies. Right now—”

[You might be right.]

The Unicorn Knight’s low voice came through the speaker. 

She always spoke thoughtfully, but this time, her words carried more weight.

[But if we were going to run and leave everyone behind.]

“….”

[If that was the plan—]

“Ah…”

I closed my eyes. 

I didn’t need to hear the rest to know what she was going to say.

[If that was the plan, I never would’ve become the Unicorn Knight. I’ll handle this somehow, so get to safety.]

The call ended.

“Damn it!”

I almost threw my phone but stopped, remembering that I still needed it to contact Tessa and Cheolsu.

“What do you mean ‘you’ll handle it somehow’? What exactly are you going to do!? That dumbass—what was it? A world where children can smile without a care? Where the hell does a world like that exist, damn it!”

I was fuming, spewing out whatever came to mind.

“Are you seriously just going to play right into their hands… The cult bastards knew you’d do this! They’re banking on you not running away!”

Bang!

I kicked an innocent delivery motorcycle.

Damn, that thing’s sturdy. 

That hurt.

“You think you’re the only one screwed? I’m screwed too!”

I shouted at the sky, now darkened. 

The Bicorn spawn were about to be summoned, with star-like particles falling, forming shapes in the sky.

Oooooohhhh-!

Some strange wailing echoed from the heavens. 

Even if the Unicorn Knight changed her mind right now, it was too late to run.

My eyes fell on a sticker on the delivery box that read…. 

“A psychopath gangster is riding this bike.” 

For some reason, it pissed me off.

Is that what I am right now?

“You piece of—!”

I wanted to curse more, but I stopped myself. 

Somehow, I realized this wasn’t the first time I’d felt this level of frustration.

When was the last time? 

Right, when I was talking to Amy at the Hero Management Bureau.

-But… I was happy. For the first time in my life, I was doing something only I could do. It wasn’t just anyone—it was me. Thanks to my abilities, everyone could return home safely. And that’s… a good thing.

Yeah, that’s what she said. 

I remember thinking then.

Back then, I thought I was just getting goosebumps because I’m a twisted person who cringes at noble and admirable people, but that wasn’t it.

It’s embarrassing, but… honestly, I felt inferior. 

I was jealous that Amy could think like that.

“….”

Maybe I was thinking too much.

The guy who turned Jimin into a shut-in, that crazy dude who wanted to become a rogue ninja, came to mind.

Didn’t he go on about how the duty of a rogue ninja was to vanquish evil and protect the people? 

Something like that. 

He spewed nonsense, but he was big and strong, so no one could touch him.

He even used to beat up the popular kids, calling them “yakuza,” and almost ended up in juvie for it. 

I heard he once threw a knife, claiming it was a shuriken.

We all called him a nutcase, but at the time, I was a little envious of him.

With his physical abilities, he could’ve been an athlete or something, and had a bright future. 

But he gave up on all that to live according to his own heroic ideals. 

It looked cool to me, at least until he beat up Jimin.

“Same…”

I used to love superhero movies when I was a kid. 

I was moved by those heroes who never compromised with evil, who stuck to their convictions no matter what.

So why, as I got older, did I stop watching superhero movies?

Was it because I became too realistic? 

That’s nonsense. 

It’s because I realized I could never be one of those heroes.

Thrown into the world, I wasn’t strong enough to stand alone against injustice. 


I wasn’t brave enough to sacrifice my own interests to help others.

I’ve always compromised, barely holding on to the things that mattered to me. 

And to do that, I wasn’t afraid to get my hands a little dirty.

I became just another ordinary adult you can find anywhere. 

That’s who I am now.



 
  
    Chapter 91: The Righteous Know Not of Evil (1)


I ended up being possessed, but can human nature really change? 

In the end, I never had any connection to heroes. 

Instead, I became a mob boss, the polar opposite.

I somehow managed to secure the role of an ally to the hero, but… that’s only because I tricked her into thinking I was. 

To truly call myself an ally would be an overstatement.

From the start, my claim that I wanted to make this city a better place was a lie. 

I don’t have any grand ideals or convictions like that.

If things got too dangerous, I’d have ditched and run away whenever I needed to, just like now.

I silently looked up at the sky. 

The ceremony for the “Territory Proclamation” by the cult and the colonial warriors was nearing its end.

Oooooooohhh-!

A massive creature formed from the stardust falling from the sky, roaring as it materialized. 

It was a gigantic beast, easily over 20 meters tall. 

A three-legged zombie horse, identical to the Bovaloup I had seen in the otherworldly library.

“Helheist…”

Yeah, that was its name.

Wooooommm…!

Just looking at it seemed to trigger a mental attack, and the helmet on my head started warning me of the danger.

“Aaahhh…!”

“Mom!”

“S-stay away! Don’t come near me!”

“A monster! It’s a monster! Run!”

People who had turned to face the Helheist as they fled screamed in terror. 

Judging by their reactions, the fear they felt was immense. 

It wasn’t as overwhelming as the mental waves from Ozymandias’ mind-control device, but it wasn’t something to be taken lightly either.

The creature’s full body hadn’t even been fully summoned yet, but it was already clear that reversing the summoning would be nearly impossible. 

About 80% of its form had appeared.

Whoosh!

A white light— the Unicorn Knight— rushed toward it. 

I thought she was like a moth flying into a flame, but there wasn’t a trace of hesitation in her movement or resolve.

Spear in hand, she simply pressed forward.

Boom!

She thrust her spear into the gigantic beast.

Wooahhh!

The beast roared, twisting its massive body, while the knight, who had been flung to the ground, grabbed her spear and took flight again.

In a world darkened by thick stardust, she was the only one burning bright.

“….”

This was the last chance to escape.

It wouldn’t be too hard. 

I could contact Cheolsu, Tessa, and Seo-jeong, telling them to flee, then I could make a quick getaway. 

Riding this delivery motorcycle and using my protection ring to clear obstacles, I’d be out of here in no time.

But… for some reason, I couldn’t move.

It wasn’t because I suddenly wanted to do something heroic. 

No, it was just…

“I could never do that.”

The thought crossed my mind that only idiots, fools, could attempt to save, or even have the ability to save, a world as messed up as this one. 

The smart ones? 

They probably all killed themselves or left this world ages ago.

“Tch.”

Forget it. 

Either way, since I was aligned with the Bicorn spawn and not the Unicorn Knight, I wasn’t going to come out of this looking good. 

The Bicorn spawn were bound to retaliate.

Once I escaped from the city, I wouldn’t have enough strength left to resist them. 

Right now was probably my last chance to actually do something.

So, if that’s the case, I might as well try.

I opened the Mob Protection App and called Kelpie. 

It took him a few minutes to pick up.

[What’s up?]

His voice was sharp, probably because the situation was so urgent.

“Sorry, but I need you to pass on a message.”

I decided to bet on the Unicorn Knight’s slim chance of victory.

[What message? If it’s not important, I’m in a pretty serious situation right now…]

“I’m going to have the mob help evacuate the citizens. So tell her to stop charging at the monster like a maniac to draw attention. She should dodge attacks when she can. Also, don’t forget to tell her to hold out. I’ll figure out a way to win.”

[…Is there really a way?]

If I thought about it calmly, it wasn’t that there was no way. 

It was just that it was uncertain, troublesome, and highly likely to get me killed, which is why I hadn’t considered it seriously.

“I don’t know, damn it. I’m going to die either way, so what choice do I have?”

I hung up and posted a message to the Mob Protection App. 

It was a rough instruction to guide nearby people to the evacuation shelters.

[Don’t worry, I’ll pay you handsomely for your troubles later. You might even get a bravery award, so just do what I say. If you try to run away, I’ll find you later and stuff you in a barrel.]

After a few moments of silence, someone finally replied.

[Team 1 Leader: Got it.]

It was Mansu. 

The best knife fighter in our organization had moved first. 

Maybe his quick decision came from the fact that he wasn’t afraid of dying.

[Team 7 Leader: Understood. I’ll gather the boys and guide people to the shelters. Be careful, boss.]

[Team 3 Leader: Well, let’s do it. Better than dying while running away. We’ll step in where the cops can’t.]

[Team 2 Leader: We can shoot, right? Alright, I’m on it.]

[Team 12 Leader: Confirmed.]


The gang members began to move one by one. 

Hopefully, they would help the people the police or firefighters couldn’t reach. 

Next, I tried contacting Tessa. 

It was about time for her to wake up and call me, but there was no response, which made me anxious.

[The person you are trying to reach is not available. Please leave a message after the beep…]

Ugh, she’s not picking up. 

Maybe she got caught up in a fight and broke her phone. 

I wanted to look for her, but there were still others I needed to contact. 

I couldn’t just abandon everything to search for Tessa alone.

[Boss! What are you doing? It’s a warzone out here!]

It was Cheolsu, sounding all worked up.

“Hey, did you see the message I posted to the task force?”

[Yeah, I just saw it! Are you still in Gacheon City, or are you on your way? We need to get out of here—]

“You’re still at the headquarters, right?”

I appreciated his concern, but things were getting tricky.

[…Yeah, we’re here.]

“The situation outside is worse. Don’t go anywhere. Use the headquarters as a temporary shelter. If anyone comes by, let them in.”

The headquarters was in the city center, and trying to move around with the security team would only increase the chances of getting caught in the fighting.

[Shelter?]

“The lower floors were remodeled to be sturdy, remember? As long as there aren’t dozens of bombs dropping on it, it should hold up fine.”

Honestly, the safest place in Gacheon City right now was probably Happy Burger’s headquarters, guarded by those retired soldiers armed with a variety of guns. 

Thanks to that bastard Mambo, the place had been turned into a fortress during renovations.

[And what about you, boss?]

“I’ll assess the situation and get back to you. Don’t worry too much.”

[Sigh… What a mess. Let’s just evacuate. Can’t we just pull out now?]

“Idiot.”

At least he had the luxury of joking around. 

I chuckled and called someone else, someone I was even more worried about—Jin Seo-jeong.

[Oppa! Why didn’t you answer earlier? I’ve been calling for ages…]

Her voice was shaky, with a hint of tears. 

She must have been really scared.

“Sorry, Seo-jeong. My phone wasn’t working for a bit. Are you okay?”

[Yeah.]

“Where are you?”

[I’m at the set.]

“Who are you with?”

[It’s just me and Mina unnie.]

The set wasn’t too far from here. 

If I took the motorcycle, I could get there in less than five minutes.

“Okay, stay where you are. I’ll come get you.”

[No, you don’t need to come! It’s too dangerous. I saw something that looked like a spaceship flying by earlier!]

“It’s not far. I’ll be there soon, so don’t worry. Just wait for me.”

I hung up after calming her down. 

Seo-jeong didn’t have any means to defend herself like Tessa or Cheolsu, so I needed to get her to the Happy Burger headquarters first. 

On my way to the set, I tried calling Bicorn too, but he didn’t answer.

Could he have already left Gacheon City? 

Or maybe he’s hiding somewhere no one knows about.

“Did that bastard sneak off to the museum by himself?”

No one said he couldn’t, after all. 

If he really was in that safe space all alone, ignoring my calls, then he was truly a piece of garbage.

“Ugoa-oo!”

“Buhutoo!”

As I sped down the road on my motorcycle, a group of colonial warriors attacked. 

They were shooting bursts of black energy from toy-like guns—it looked like Bicorn’s magic.

They’ve weaponized Bicorn’s magic, huh? 

I guess most of these warriors are like superhumans at this point.

Still, it wasn’t entirely bad news for me.

Wuuung!

Most Bicorn magic wasn’t strong enough to penetrate my protection ring.

“Obey.”

I grabbed the heads of the aliens blocking my path with my gauntlet.

“Gurk.”

“Urk.”


“Krurk.”

The three armored aliens fell under my mental control.

So it works, even with different languages.

“By any means necessary, board one of your ships and detonate it.”

I could use these guys to cause a bit of chaos.



 
  
    Chapter 92: The Supervillain Sichuan (1)


Green skin, a large, protruding nose, and guttural sounds.

The alien warriors from the Bicorn colony… how should I describe them? 

They look like orcs from a fantasy novel. 

Not the kind with honorable warrior codes like in some recent depictions, but more like the low-tier mob orcs from back in the day.

Since this is a third-rate comic, even the alien villain designs feel third-rate.

“Gorrrrk-“

The aliens nodded and prepared to fly off using the jetpacks strapped to their backs. 

Something crossed my mind, and I stopped one of them.

“Give me one of your guns before you go.”

Since the weapon fires Bicorn magic energy, I should be able to use it too. 

With it, I wouldn’t need to walk around, manually using the Gauntlet of Obedience to subdue enemies.

“Kurrrk.”

The alien handed me a gun that emitted Bicorn magic energy and flew off. 

The gun was hefty, resembling a shotgun.

Zzzzing!

As soon as I grabbed the Bicorn magic energy gun—let’s just call it a “magic gun”—the monitor in the middle, which looked like a battery compartment, started reacting. 

Is it a type of electronic gun charged with Bicorn magic energy? 

Thanks to the perks Bicorn gave me, it seems like the gun is fully charged.

“Nice.”

I slung the magic gun over my shoulder and revved up my motorcycle again.

Vroom!

I zoomed down the wrecked road, feeling like the protagonist of an apocalyptic movie.

“Grrrk!”

“Bugrrrk!”

Some aliens jumped out of an alley and attacked. 

Judging by the blood around their mouths, it looked like they had been eating something—or someone.

“Ah, shit.”

Even though we ended up on opposite sides, killing intelligent creatures felt unsettling—after all, they seemed more like colonized slave warriors than true villains. 

But, seeing them now, I figured I could let go of some of that guilt.

I fired the fully charged magic gun.

Bang!

Whoa, the recoil is no joke. 

I almost lost my grip on the handlebars. 

It didn’t seem like the orcs had this much kick when they were firing it.

“Oh!”

“Buhoh!”

The blast of Bicorn magic energy exploded where the aliens had stood.

The power was leagues beyond what they had shown. 

Did my special Bicorn ring boost the output or something?

“Oh.”

I just realized this thing has auto-targeting. 

That’s a relief—honestly, I wasn’t confident in aiming something this big. 

If I think of it like firing a bazooka, it’ll be much easier.

Bang! Bang!

I blew away the alien pigs blocking the road and finally arrived in front of the set where Seojeong was.

“Seojeong!”

“O-Oppa!”

As soon as I opened the door, Seojeong, her nose and eyes red from crying, rushed into my arms. 

Park Mina, the former leader of the Chifao Girls, gave me a complex look and waved awkwardly.

“I told you not to come… I said it so many times… sniff…”

She was so out of it, she even started speaking informally to me.

Wait, did she just wipe her nose on my clothes? 

Seojeong, do you have any idea how much this outfit costs?

“Were you really that worried?”

Of course, in this blown-up world, none of that really matters. 

Keeping up appearances is pretty pointless now.

“Y-yeah. But what’s with that gun…?”

Seojeong’s eyes widened as she finally noticed the magic gun, snapping back to reality.

“How did you get that? Let’s go now.”

Taking three people on a motorcycle is too much.

“Driving a car and shooting this thing would be even harder…”

Could I really protect both of them while driving to the Happy Burger headquarters? 

Even with a good self-driving car, that would be tough.

I was mumbling to myself, wondering where to find a car, when Mina spoke up.

“I-I have a car!”

She held up her car keys triumphantly.

“And I’ve got a driver’s license too! A Class 1, no less!”

“….”

Well, obviously, if you have a car, you’d have a license. 

Still, it’s impressive that a woman in her early twenties got a Class 1 license.

“Think you can drive us to the Happy Burger headquarters?”

“Leave it to me!”

Her energy was high. 

She seemed like the kind of woman who’s strong in a crisis, and she’d probably been taking good care of Seojeong this whole time.

“Alright, let’s go.”

We found the car Mina had brought. 

Luckily, it was still intact.

“Wait a second.”

Crack.


I smashed the passenger window with the butt of the gun. 

I needed easy access to shoot.

“Okay, I’ll leave the driving to you.”

I brushed off the glass and took the passenger seat.

“Whoa.”

“Oppa…”

Mina seemed impressed, letting out a little gasp. 

Seojeong just blinked, not used to seeing me like this.

“Let’s go.”

The sound of the engine revving up was followed by the car starting to move. 

To be honest, Park Mina was a better driver than I was. 

She skillfully maneuvered around obstacles and drove steadily.

While we were on our way, there was a loud bang, and one of the spaceships hovering in the sky exploded. 

It fell helplessly, crushing the alien warriors beneath it. 

Though two others failed, it seemed like one of them had successfully completed the mission.

“Kurrrk.”

“Bugrrrk.”

A few aliens saw our speeding car and flew toward us, but I quickly took care of them. 

Their jetpacks weren’t fast enough to dodge the magic gun’s fire.

After driving for a while, we were about five minutes away from the Happy Burger headquarters.

“Uh, what should we do?”

We couldn’t drive any further. 

A large piece of debris from a building, which seemed to have been hit by something like a missile, was blocking the road ahead. 

Taking another route would probably take too long at this point.

“Let’s walk. It should only take about 20 minutes.”

I checked the texts and the anti-gang app on my phone. 

There was one piece of good news.

“The Hero Management Bureau has arrived in Gachon City with the military. They might reach this area soon.”

If even the Unicorn Knight couldn’t kill the landslide-creating Stonehead, it might at least annoy Bicorn spawn. 

I was starting to place some hope in Seohee, the Stonehead from the east.

“Oh…”

“Thank goodness…”

Seojeong and Park Mina let out deep sighs of relief. 

Encouraging them, I urged us to pick up the pace.

Moving carefully through the ruined buildings seemed to keep us safe from attacks. 

As we moved, I looked up toward the sky, where the Unicorn Knight might be.

Whoooom!

Another Bicorn spawn had been summoned. 

This one was a giant centaur with a massive mace, though it looked more like a half-chimpanzee than a half-man due to its thick fur.

Whoosh!

The centaur swung its mace at the Unicorn Knight, who was battling the Hellhest. 

The mace, shrouded in an ominous black light, slashed through the air, scattering stardust.

Clang!

The Unicorn Knight barely blocked it with her spear, but it was clear she was struggling. 

Seizing the opportunity, the Hellhest opened its decaying mouth and spewed out a vomit-like breath toward her.

She narrowly dodged the green liquid, but before she could regain her footing, the mace came swinging down again. 

This time, she couldn’t block it with her spear.

Boom!

The Unicorn Knight’s body was sent crashing into a building. 

She had managed to hold her ground against the Hellhest, but against two of them, she was completely outmatched.

…Sigh.

I hoped Kelpie conveyed my message well. 

All I could do now was hope the Unicorn Knight could dodge and hold on long enough.

“We’re almost there. Let’s run for a bit.”

“Got it!”

“Okay!”

Just as we were picking up the pace…

Whoooom!

One of the spaceships was approaching us. 

It seemed to have spotted us.

Bang!

I fired the magic gun, but the ship’s built-in shield deflected my attack. 

The shield was far stronger than the Bicorn Protection Ring. 

Not even my fully powered-up magic gun could break through it.

“Oh, damn it.”

I was about to fire a few more shots just to keep it at bay when…

Swish~!

Tiny cookies, moving along the building walls, suddenly latched onto the spaceship.

“Cookie Maker!”

As I expected, she was still in Gacheon City. 

She was one of the “winning strategies” I had been searching for—a human capable of facing Bicorn spawn. 

Honestly, aside from the Supervillain Sichuan, there weren’t many others like her.  

My plan had been to gather as many of them as possible after getting Seojeong to headquarters, but luck had brought us together sooner than I thought.

As I scanned the area, looking for the Cookie Maker, I saw a group of people approaching us. Leading them was…

Wait, what is this?

“A-are you okay?!”

A woman, flanked by the small cookie creatures, asked me in a shaky voice.

“Aren’t you the owner of Happy Burger?! What a coincidence! I was just passing by…”

She was the young owner of Jimin Bakery, who shared the same name as my friend.

Wait, what the hell? 

You’re the Cookie Maker?! 

You were actually a baker who makes real cookies?!

“Ha.”

I guess the saying “hidden in plain sight” really does apply.

In hindsight, it made sense that I didn’t figure it out. 

Who would’ve thought the leader of the cookie army, responsible for mass destruction in the original story, would be such a timid and meek-looking woman?

“Uh, these people… I rescued them… A-and, actually, I have superpowers… I helped you out once before…”


She stammered, misinterpreting my silence as disapproval.

“Jimin. Thank you so much.”

I approached her slowly and took her hand. 

At least I’d found one of them.





 
  
    Chapter 93: The Supervillain Sichuan (2)


A few minutes before the Bicorn Cult’s full-scale offensive began, at Jimin Bakery.

“Welcome~!” 

Yoo Ji-min, the store manager, greeted her customers with a smile. 

Ever since she received consulting through a support program, the bakery had been constantly busy.

Despite dealing with her share of rude customers and various hardships, she managed to persevere and keep the shop running. 

After operating the business for about a year without any major issues, she was confident she could now call herself a professional (or maybe not).

“Um, do you take large orders? For delivery, I mean.” 

“Oh, yes, of course. When would you like them delivered?”

“By this evening… could you manage 83 cookies by 7 PM?” 

A middle-aged woman, who introduced herself as a teacher from Gacheon Middle School, asked cautiously. 

She seemed a bit awkward, probably because she had come in without prior notice to place such a large order.

Ji-min understood her hesitation. 

There were only 2-3 hours left until 7 PM, and factoring in delivery time, they only had about two hours. 

Even with the store’s industrial oven, it would be tight, but possible if she worked quickly.

“Yes, that’s fine~!” 

Ji-min was a skilled baker, not to mention a savvy businessperson. 

She could handle this. 

It seemed like the teacher was using her own money to buy cookies for the students, so there was no way Ji-min would turn her down just because she’d be a bit busier.

‘Let’s get started right away.’ 

As soon as the teacher left, Ji-min began preparing the dough.

At the time, she had no idea. 

What if the teacher hadn’t placed that large order? 

What if Ji-min hadn’t rushed to bake the cookies before the evening? 

What might have happened to her?

Boom! 

“What… what’s happening?! The building…!” 

Crash! 

“My expensive windows!” 

“Kurrurrk.” 

“Prrrurrk.”

Had it not been for the sudden attack by aliens in spaceships, she might have died. 

“C-cookies! Help me!” 

Fortunately, she had a large batch of freshly baked cookies beside her. 

They were small, but they were warriors—each worth a hundred soldiers, and immortal to boot.

-An enemy has appeared to torment Ji-min!

-Green skin! It’s an ugly monster!

-Tear it apart!

The cookies, with smiling faces made of chocolate chips, jumped up and began fighting the Bicorn Colony’s warriors.  

Thanks to them, Ji-min was able to escape safely.

“Kurrwek~!” 

“Bweeeh~!”

-One, two, three… eight of them? We’ve killed them all! You’re safe now, Ji-min!

-…The recovery is slow… It seems their weapons have some strange power! Some of our friends were unsummoned! 

-Next time, we should dodge instead of taking hits! 

-If only the cookies were bigger, they could have endured more…

No, it wasn’t just an escape—it was a victory. 

Eight alien orcs were no match for Ji-min’s army of more than eighty cookie warriors.

“Thank you… so much, everyone…” 

Ji-min carefully stepped over the bodies of the aliens who had invaded her store and looked up at the sky, which was filled with spaceships.

“There are… so many of them out here, too…” 

-You’re right!

-Everyone is in danger! 

“Ahhh!” 

As one of the cookie warriors pointed out, the aliens were mercilessly bombing the city, and the people were powerless to stop them.

“….”

If Ji-min led her cookie warriors, they might be able to save the people nearby. 

But if she did, the fact that she had superpowers would be revealed.

Once this crisis was over, she would no doubt attract attention, and living a quiet life as a simple baker would no longer be possible.

The lives of many people or her personal safety. 

The decision didn’t take long. 

“Let’s go save them!” 

Ji-min had been able to adjust to life in Gacheon City thanks to the help of many people. 

She hadn’t just earned money and adjusted—she’d also been able to save her precious father’s life.

If it weren’t for the support program, if she hadn’t received that grant, her father would have died from a brain tumor that had been discovered too late.

With financial help from an organization and a citizen’s advice to get a health checkup, she was able to save her father.

“Half of you will come with me to save people, and the other half will go rescue my dad!” 

In a terrible world, people had to help one another. 

That’s what Ji-min believed now.

“You’re the owner of Happy Burger, right?” 

While rescuing people and saving her father, Ji-min finally met the person who had planned the financial aid she had received.

It was her idol, her hero, the legend himself—Yoon Do-cheol. 

He was leading a small group of people (for some reason, both were women) and fighting the aliens. 

It was exactly the kind of selfless behavior you’d expect from the CEO of a charitable company.

Somehow, he had even managed to steal an alien weapon and was firing it at their forces.

“Ji-min, thank you so much.” 

It wasn’t just a casual meeting. 

They even shook hands. 

It was the first time she had ever held a man’s hand that wasn’t her father’s—it was warm and reliable.

‘Ahh…!’ 


She felt like she could fly.

*

“So, we’re heading to the Happy Burger headquarters. Would you be able to come with us? Of course, the people you’re with can stay there too. We’re using it as a shelter. It’s been reinforced to withstand attacks.”

“If you join us, it would really be a huge help, Ms. Ji-min. Please, I’m asking you.” 

I couldn’t help but feel a slight sense of resistance every time I heard her name, probably because it’s the same as my best friend’s.

I asked ‘Cookie Maker’ Yoo Ji-min for help. 

Judging by how she brought along so many people, she didn’t seem like a cold or heartless person. 

I figured if I asked politely, she would agree.

“Uh… sure. Let’s go… to Happy Burger.” 

Yoo Ji-min nodded with a dazed expression. 

What was this? 

Was she already falling for me? 

I haven’t even done anything! 

The last time we met was probably at a fan signing event. 

‘She’s an easy one, huh?’

“Thank you so much. I’ll make sure to repay you greatly later.” 

In any case, I decided to head to the Happy Burger headquarters with her. 

With the protection of dozens of cookie warriors, I felt safe.

“There’s a spaceship over there!” 

“Oh, right! Cookies, attack!”

Since the headquarters was located in the heart of Gacheon City, we encountered several spaceships along the way. 

Each time, the cookie warriors handled both the offense and defense, allowing us to move safely.

Were they officially called Cookie Land residents? 

No matter how you look at it, these summons were totally overpowered. 

They took care of everything—guarding, fighting—leaving me free to chat leisurely with Ji-min. 

It was practically automated combat.

“Oh, if you make them as big as humans, they become even stronger. I haven’t done it yet, so I’m not sure, but…” 

I asked as we walked, and she explained that even though they were strong now, they could get even stronger if made larger. 

Plus, if she summoned Cookie Land itself, their stats would increase even more.

“I’ve only heard about it, but apparently, you can summon something like a guardian dragon? A huge dragon made out of cookies.” 

With just a few compliments and flattery, she started revealing all her abilities. 

Seriously, she’s an easy one.

“Wow, Ji-min, you’re truly incredible. You might be as strong as the Unicorn Knight!” 

“N-no, not quite…”

What do you know? 

In the original, she was on equal footing with the Unicorn Knight! 

If she summons Cookie Land and the guardian dragon, she’ll be a total powerhouse.

Sure, her human body is ordinary, and if she dies, everything gets unsummoned, but if you can keep her safe, she basically controls an immortal army.

“With your power, Ji-min, you could help the Unicorn Knight defeat those monsters. There’s a large mart near the headquarters, and it might have ovens big enough to bake larger cookies.”

I kept egging Ji-min on as we moved. 

At first, she seemed a bit reluctant, but after all the encouragement I fed her, she was filled with confidence and started seriously considering it.

“Besides, the cookies handle all the fighting, so it’s not even dangerous, right? What do you say, want to give it a shot?” 

“With great power comes great responsibility, huh? Alright, fine, let’s do it.” 

Yoo Ji-min, now full of confidence, nodded firmly.

‘What a show-off.’ 

“Wow…” 

I swallowed my smirk and gave her an admiring look. 

Is this how beautiful women feel when they watch men show off their strength?

“….”

Seo-jung pouted as she watched us but didn’t say anything, probably because she understood the seriousness of the situation.

“But… you’re coming with us, right?” 

“Of course. Let’s head to the headquarters first, evacuate the people, and then go to the mart.”

That was the plan, but just as we were about to reach the headquarters—

[Seven colony battleships destroyed.] 

[Powerful magic user detected.] 

[Deploying secret weapon.]

The Bicorn Cultists, moving alongside the aliens, sent out a loud transmission and fired a large metallic sphere in our direction. 


It was big enough for a person to fit inside.

As the cookies attacked it mid-air, the sphere exploded, revealing a figure inside—a woman wearing a frilly, unnecessarily ornate outfit.

“Kikikiki~! Lalala~! Hmhmhmm~!” 

It was a magical girl who had never revealed herself until now.
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Meanwhile, on the highway where Tessa had collapsed.

“Ugh.”

Tessa had just broken free from the psychic attack that had paralyzed her when Yoon Do-cheol killed Ozymandias. 

Thanks to her greatly improved mystic powers, she had developed resistance, making it possible.

“Ooo…”

“Ebebe.”

However, the others who had collapsed with her weren’t as fortunate. 

Even the driver who was with her was drooling, unable to escape the aftermath of the psychic attack.

“Sssrrrk.”

“Krrrk.”

Even the spaceships that had flown towards the center of Gacheon City where the Unicorn Knight was located were now returning, intending to pass by the highway to confirm Ozymandias’ condition.

At this rate, it was clear the alien warriors would kill all the humans lying on the highway as they passed through to ensure no survivors.

“…”

Although Tessa was no longer part of it, she had once fought for world peace (although with a somewhat distorted view). 

She couldn’t just ignore the people here.

She wanted to contact Do-cheol immediately and join forces, but there wasn’t enough time. 

Fighting while talking on the phone was out of the question. 

Instead, Tessa unleashed her purple mystic energy and attacked the aliens.

‘I need to save these people first, then think about what to do.’

Boom-!

Tessa, having absorbed not only her mystic power but also Bicorn’s energy, managed to crack the spaceship’s shield—a shield that even Do-cheol’s specialized magic gun couldn’t penetrate.

[A mystic holder!]

A voice in English rang out from the spaceship—a warning from a cultist to the warriors inside.

[She might be a future threat, so let’s take her out now!]

Most of the alien army consisted of slave soldiers who had been defeated in wars and absorbed into the ranks. 

The cultists held a higher rank.

Those commanding from inside the ship were not ordinary cultists but high-ranking or elite cult members. 

Unlike the slave soldiers who needed advanced technology to harness Bicorn’s power, the cultists could wield Bicorn energy directly, just like Wajaktost, the leader of the cult.

“Burrrk.”

The green-skinned pig-humans obeyed orders, aiming their magic guns at Tessa and opening fire.

Pew! Pew! Pew!

Bicorn energy bullets flew toward her. 

Though they weren’t as powerful as the attacks from the higher cult members like Camorra’s lieutenants, their speed was several times faster.

“Ugh!”

Realizing she couldn’t dodge, Tessa used her mystic power to form a shield around her. 

She also made sure to distance herself from the driver and the other civilians so they wouldn’t get caught in the crossfire.

While the magic guns couldn’t break through her defense, they did obscure her vision and limit her movements. 

The cannon attached to the spaceship slowly swiveled and shot black flames in her direction.

Boom!

“Ugh!”

This time, the attack was too much for Tessa. 

She managed to block it, but her mystic shield was severely damaged. 

She knew she wouldn’t survive another hit.

‘If this keeps up, I’ll run out of mystic energy and lose. I need to get closer to the spaceship!’

It was risky, but she had no choice.

Tessa decided to use the “technique” she had once used to communicate with the Camorra cultists. …Though calling it a “technique” might be generous.

It was, in fact, a rather brute-force method.

“Hah!”

Bang!

Tessa shot a projectile into the ground beneath her, launching her body into the air. 

The impact sent her flying upward. 

But this level of thrust wasn’t enough to reach the spaceship.

“…..!”

Having already used this technique once, it was easy for her to repeat it in succession without losing focus.

She fired the projectile again—once, twice, three times, even four—until she was practically performing a quadruple jump.

Whoosh!

Tessa soared through the air like she was flying. 

She wasn’t actually flying, but at that moment, she resembled the “Pegasus Knight” that Do-cheol had once heard about in the original story.

Tap!

Despite the alien soldiers’ attempts to shoot her down, Tessa managed to safely land on the now-unshielded spaceship.

“You disgusting pig bastards!”

They might have once been honorable warriors, but now, having fallen so low as to serve Bicorn, Tessa’s rage was palpable. 

Her hands crackled with destructive power.

“Sssrrrk…!”

The pig-humans trembled in fear.

Without the protection of something like Bicorn ’s Guardian Ring, the slave soldiers had no real defense. 

At best, their enhanced exoskeletons were stronger than Earth’s bulletproof vests or military gear.

The powered suits could stop bullets and even allow them to lift over a ton, but in the face of Tessa’s mystic power, they were as fragile as paper.

Boom!

What followed was a one-sided slaughter.

[Th-this insane…!]

Even the cultist commander stepped in to fight, but they couldn’t stand a chance against Tessa.

Whoosh…

As the spaceship was completely destroyed, Tessa leapt off. 

Another spaceship was nearby.

From there, it was a repetitive process. 

She would break through the shield, board the ship, kill the soldiers, and destroy it.

After about three more rounds, Tessa had completely wiped out the squad that had returned to check on Ozymandias’ fate.

After the battle, Tessa checked on the survivors.


“W-what’s going on?”

“Is she the Unicorn Knight?”

“…But she’s not wearing armor?”

“Yeah, that’s true. Did she forget to wear it?”

The citizens, who had finally regained their senses, stared in amazement at Tessa and the fight between her and the aliens.

“Everyone, get a grip and evacuate Gacheon City!” 

Tessa shouted.

She had to stand there and shout because she needed to absorb the mystic energy from the cultists she had killed, but to the onlookers, who didn’t know this, she seemed like a heroic figure, standing strong even after an intense battle.

“Ah, understood.”

“Thank you!”

“My phone’s not working.”

“Same here.”

“My wife is still in the city…”

“You really think you can save her on your own? Especially with no signal… Get out of here first and try to contact her later.”

Finally snapping out of their daze, the people got into their cars and fled Gacheon City.

“Yikes!” 

Yoon Do-cheol’s driver was also quick to leave. 

Having experienced the “Gacheon City Water Ghost” Kim Ga-bi before, he had become very safety-conscious and was the first to act.

“My phone’s not working…?”

From their brief conversation, Tessa realized something serious and checked her own phone.

“Ah…”

It was completely destroyed, likely due to the aftermath of the fierce battle.

There was no one around to lend her a phone, and even if there were, it wouldn’t matter since the signal was out. 

She had no way to contact Yoon Do-cheol now.

‘…Should I head to the Happy Burger headquarters?’

Since the day Yoon Do-cheol was attacked by Mambo, he had been meticulous about his safety. 

The headquarters was packed with things, both legal and illegal, that he had gathered for his protection.

Considering how much Yoon Do-cheol valued his own safety, he was likely there with Cheolsu and the others.

“I need a ride…”

But due to the pileup from the crashes, it was impossible to clear a path for a car. 

She looked around for a motorcycle or scooter but couldn’t find one.

“Sigh.”

She had no choice but to walk along the highway.

VROOOOM!

Suddenly, the thunderous roar of a motorcycle with massive wheels echoed through the air as a giant man on the bike appeared.

“What the heck? I came in response to a request for support, and I’ve hit the jackpot?”

The man, laughing heartily, wore a helmet, and his bulky figure seemed oddly familiar to Tessa. 

As she thought hard, her eyes widened.

“…Bjorn?”

“That’s right! It’s me!” 

The man took off his helmet and got off the motorcycle. 

It was none other than Bjorn, who had once been the enforcer of a biker gang in Sweden and had applied to be Yoon Do-cheol’s bodyguard.

Tessa didn’t bother asking the obvious question… 

“Why are you here?”

The Bicorn cult was launching a full-scale assault, and now, a near-evil figure had appeared to block her way. 

The story was clear as day.

“Did you join the cult? Seduced by the promise of becoming stronger?”

Tessa asked, filled with contempt.

“Seduced? No, I sought them out myself!” 

Bjorn summoned an axe from thin air. 

It was once surrounded by red energy, but now, twisted by Bicorn’s power, it had become grotesque.

“Getting defeated by you was the most humiliating moment of my life. Now, I have the chance to redeem myself.”

Bjorn, who had become a collaborator of the Bicorn cult, sneered as he approached Tessa.

“Good timing. I needed a motorcycle, anyway.” 

Tessa responded, smiling casually. 

No matter how much stronger Bjorn had become, she was confident she wouldn’t lose.

“You always show up at the perfect moment to give me exactly what I need—first a bodyguard, now a bike.”


And, of course, she didn’t forget to mess with his head a little before the fight began.

Trash talk was a basic part of combat, after all.

“You fucking bitch!” 

Bjorn’s face turned red as he charged at her.
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“Die!”

Bjorn’s axe, surging with Bicorn’s energy, collided with Tessa’s purple mystic force.

Clang!

A thunderous sound rang out as the two were momentarily pushed back. 

Bjorn, who had always been confident in close combat, raised his eyebrows.

“What the hell? Your power’s different from before. Did you get some sort of ability enhancement, like me?”

Tessa didn’t respond, instead launching projectiles from mid-range.

“Yeah, it wouldn’t be fun if I killed you too easily!”

Bicorn’s energy fully enveloped Bjorn, turning him into a black giant. 

He charged at her like a bull.

Boom!

Though Tessa’s projectile hit its mark, Bjorn only sped up. 

His body, now reinforced by the combined power of Bicorn’s energy and his axe, was nearly indestructible (or so he claimed). 

If she faced him head-on, even Tessa would suffer significant damage against this near-living tank.

Crash!

Tessa swiftly dodged Bjorn’s axe with parkour-like movements, increasing the distance between them.

“I won’t kill you quickly, don’t worry. I’ll strip you bare and hang you from the ceiling. After two days of that, you’ll be begging for death. How do I know? I’ve done it before!”

Bjorn, confident he had the upper hand, started spewing a stream of vile insults.

The situation was disadvantageous in many ways, but Tessa didn’t respond. 

Instead, she gathered all the mystic energy she could into both hands. 

She even redirected the protective mystic energy that shielded her body into her hands.

As the saying goes, the best defense is a good offense. 

After expending a lot of her mystic energy to destroy a few spaceships, Tessa knew that avoiding Bjorn’s relentless assaults and trying to wear him down with long-range attacks was neither efficient nor guaranteed to work.

She chose a direct confrontation.

Tessa wasn’t just a natural-born fighter—she had talent, yes, but she had also trained extensively. 

With her growth-based mystic abilities and the combat techniques she learned from the church, she was practically a human weapon. 

Her ability to make precise decisions in critical moments and gauge her distance from her enemies was exceptional. 

She trusted her instincts.

“Do you have some kind of secret weapon?” 

Bjorn asked, charging at her again. 

Tessa didn’t reply, focusing all her senses on her hands.

‘What the hell, not even a word? Shouldn’t she be saying something, seeing as this might be her last fight?’

Bjorn, slightly irritated by Tessa’s silence since her initial taunt, clicked his tongue. 

He valued the ‘mood’ of a fight. 

To him, a proper battle between masters, where both were risking their lives, needed to involve some threats, psychological tactics, or at the very least, a last word or two. 

He thought of it as the moment when fighters catch their breath after exchanging blows and have a conversation of sorts.

Of course, not all professional, life-or-death fights were filled with noise and taunts. 

In fact, battles between seasoned killers were often eerily quiet, with only the sound of labored breathing as they conserved their energy.

But for Bjorn, who had grown up in crime-ridden streets and risen to be an enforcer for a gang, most of his opponents were from rival gangs.

-Rachel! That’s your house, right? I’ll shove a knife through your skull and then do the same to your woman!

-I’ll give you five minutes. Come out now, and I’ll only kill you. I swear. If you don’t, Billy knows where your family lives. I’ll tear your kids apart.

They were brutal, sadistic villains who prided themselves on talking trash, never shutting up until their dying breath.

In Bjorn’s eyes, Tessa had broken the battle ‘etiquette’ by staying silent. 

This was a huge insult to someone like him, who thrived on the chaos and brutality of combat.

“Whatever! I’ll crush you head-on!”

As the distance between them closed rapidly, Bjorn let out a wild scream, lifting his axe high.

‘…Just a bit more.’

Tessa measured the distance carefully, waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

‘Just a little closer.’

Bjorn’s axe came crashing down towards her.

‘Now!’

In a split second, relying purely on her instincts, Tessa grabbed Bjorn’s axe with both hands, infused with mystic energy.

“What…?”

Bjorn’s eyes filled with confusion.

In a swift motion, Tessa wrenched the axe from his grasp and used it to strike his neck.

Slash!

Bjorn’s head flew into the air and fell to the ground. 

For someone so strong, his end came shockingly quick.

Tessa stood frozen for a moment in the position she had struck, glaring at the axe in her hands. 

The energy that had once surrounded the axe dissipated into the air, vanishing now that its wielder was gone.

Only then did Tessa toss the axe aside.

“Huff… huff…”

She panted heavily, feeling the aftermath of having poured all her strength into such a short period.

“…Whew… whew…”

After catching her breath, Tessa approached Bjorn’s motorcycle. 

It was tall, but Tessa was unusually tall for a woman, so it wasn’t much of an issue for her.

Vroom!

Bjorn’s bike roared to life, much louder and more intimidating than the one Yoon Do-cheol had driven earlier.

A few alien warriors, likely summoned by the initial support request, blocked her path, but they were no match for her.

Tessa quickly made her way into the heart of Gacheon City.

As she arrived in the center, she saw a sight that greeted her, Unicorn Knights and Bicorn -spawn fighting in the air.

“Hellhests, Centaurs… even Nuckelavees.”

Tessa muttered the names of her enemies. 

By then, another Bicorn spawn had joined the battle.

Nuckelavee. 

According to Tessa’s knowledge, it was Bicorn’s first and most powerful offspring. 

The creature had the form of a demon fused with both a horse and a human, but unlike a centaur, it also possessed the head of a horse. 

It resembled a mounted knight from the depths of hell.

A Unicorn Knight, who had been parrying their attacks and waiting for a chance to counter, was suddenly knocked to the ground. 


Nuckelavee had landed a brutal kick with its hooves.

Boom!

A crater formed in the asphalt road.

The Unicorn Knight had already been struggling against two Bicorn spawn, and now that the strongest one had joined, it seemed hopeless. 

At this rate, she was bound to die.

“…Ha.”

Tessa, who had stopped her bike to watch, let out a deep sigh.

The Unicorn Knight. 

Though Tessa had somewhat lessened her hatred recently due to various circumstances, the knight was still her enemy and target. 

Yet, watching her slowly die like this didn’t sit well with her.

It wasn’t because she felt a childish need for the knight to die by her hand. 

Rather, as a former member of the Church, it felt wrong to see a brave knight, who had fought to uphold justice (at least according to the Church’s standards), being trampled by such vile, wretched demons.

So, would she help? 

That was ridiculous. 

Even if Tessa joined in, she couldn’t defeat the Bicorn spawn. 

It would just be a death sentence for her as well.

Maybe the Unicorn Knight could hold on a bit longer. 

If Tessa ignored the battle and moved forward, she could meet Yoon Do-cheol safely. 

If anyone could figure out how to banish the Bicorn spawn or turn the tide, it would be someone as clever as him.

But what if the Unicorn Knight couldn’t hold out? 

Then it would all be over. 

If the knight were to die at the hands of the Bicorn spawn, the Holy War would end in defeat. 

Earth would be declared a Bicorn colony, and it would soon face direct attacks from the warriors of other colonies.

Doom was at the doorstep.

Should she focus on reuniting with Yoon Do-cheol and hope he had a solution?  

Or should she risk her life to help the Unicorn Knight and buy more time?

“Tch.”

After a brief moment of contemplation, Tessa made her decision.

Vroom!

Victory is something you seize. 

Hoping for someone else to win was never her style.

Her motorcycle shot forward toward the heart of the city, where the Unicorn Knight and the Bicorn spawn were still battling. 

She had decided to join the fight.

When she arrived at the center, the Unicorn Knight was once again slammed to the ground by the Bicorn spawn’s attacks.

Crash!

The Unicorn Knight rolled across the road, pushing the pavement aside. 

Her once-pristine white armor had long since been soiled.

“…Hey, idiot!”

Tessa called out to her.

“…?”

Barely lifting her head, the Unicorn Knight—Jin Seon-ah—made eye contact with Tessa. 

Her eyes widened in surprise.

Tessa’s lips twitched. 

What should she even say in a moment like this? 

Words failed her.


Suddenly, a scene from an anime she had watched with Yoon Do-cheol at his house flashed through her mind. 

Oddly enough, it was a situation much like this one.

“It’s… a temporary alliance.” 

Tessa said, extending her hand to the Unicorn Knight. 

The fact that she was too embarrassed to deliver the entire line was her little secret.
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“Kikikiki~! Lalala~! Hmhmhm~!”

The last member of the Sichuan, a reality-warping psychic, the ‘Magical Girl,’ appeared in midair.

Was she a collaborator of the Bicorn Cult? 

It didn’t seem quite right. 

She was dropped in like a tool.

I studied her closely. 

There were three blue symbols on her forehead. 

It was the mind-control mark of Ozymandias. 

It seemed like she had been captured and brainwashed by the Bicorn Cult.

Even though Ozymandias was dead, the mind-control symbols remained. 

Could the mark persist independently for a certain time even after the death of its creator? 

It reminded me just how powerful that guy had been.

“You evil Alpaca soldiers! I won’t forgive you in the name of love and justice!”

The Magical Girl, her eyes crazed, giggled and waved her magic wand.

“Return to where you came from! Earth isn’t your place!”

With a “poof!” sound, the cookies that had been charging toward her vanished.

– What the…! 

– Our friends were forced back to Cookie Land!

Did the magic get canceled?

– Without them, Ji-min is in danger! Be careful!

The cookies, who had been fearlessly charging in, froze in place, realizing the danger the Magical Girl posed.

Great. 

Just when we’re up against the Bicorn Cult, the Sichuan are fighting each other.

There is a way to subdue her. 

Ozymandias’ powers and my gauntlet cancel each other out. 

I confirmed this when he tried to brainwash me. 

If I can get close enough to the Magical Girl and make contact with her using the Gauntlet of Obedience, I should be able to break the mind control.

The problem is how to get close. 

She reversed the summon of all those powerful cookies with a flick of her wand. 

There’s no way my protection ring can block her abilities.

If I got hit by her magic and returned to my hometown like the cookies, that would be nice, but I doubt things will go that smoothly. 

If that were possible, she wouldn’t be a supervillain—she’d be a god.

“Should I use the cookies as shields to get closer? But how many would be sacrificed?”

This is a really tricky situation. 

We’re already short on manpower, and I can’t afford to suffer heavy losses.

“Ji-min, I—” 

Just as I called out to the Cookie Maker to plan our next move, something happened.

“What the…?”

Park Mi-na, the former leader of the Qipao Girls, who had been holding Seo-jeong’s hand and following closely, suddenly stepped forward with wide eyes.

“You! Evil soldier! You must have a death wish!”

The Magical Girl, who had been locked in a standoff with the cookies, raised her wand toward Park Mi-na.

“Mi-na! It’s dangerous to step forward now!”

I tried to stop her, but Park Mi-na shook off my hand and spoke to the Magical Girl.

“Ye-ji! It’s you, right?!”

“Nonsense! I am Princess Dina Eliza Louis Beatrice the 18th, from the Magical Kingdom!”

“I-it’s me! Mi-na! Mi-na unnie!”

“P-Park Mi-na…?”

The expression on the Magical Girl’s face shifted strangely at the sound of Park Mi-na’s name.

It was like her laughing mask had cracked.

“Mi-na, what’s going on?”

An unexpected development. 

I whispered quietly to her.

“She’s my younger sister from the Qipao Girls. We were like family back then…”

“Ah.”

That brief explanation was all I needed to piece the story together in my head.

Girls sold off to pay their parents’ debts.

Forced into the bizarre, horrifying profession of  VTubers. 

Despite the shocking and terrifying situation, they bonded with each other and relied on each other to move forward.

That’s a deep connection, like family.

The Magical Girl held the title of one of the Four Heavenly Kings. 

Even though her powers were mental, like Tessa, she should have some resistance. 

I didn’t know how the cult managed to suppress that, but if someone with a close bond appeared, it might awaken the suppressed resistance.

“I see.”

I let Park Mi-na go. 

She marched right up to the Magical Girl, or rather, to Ye-ji, as she called her. 

I followed closely, planning to use the Gauntlet of Obedience while Park Mi-na had Ye-ji’s attention.

“I was so worried when I couldn’t reach you… Where have you been all this time? Do you know how much I searched for you? What happened to you?”

“U-unnie?”

The Magical Girl’s eyes flickered at Park Mi-na’s concerned words. 

The hand holding the magic wand slowly lowered.

[What are you doing?! Attack… Agh!]

Pwookash!

A spaceship that tried to intervene exploded, thanks to the cookies. 

The Magical Girl remained fixated on Park Mi-na, not moving an inch.

“Yes, Ye-ji. It’s me, Mi-na unnie!”

Now standing right in front of her, Park Mi-na pulled the Magical Girl into a hug. 

Confused, the Magical Girl stood still, accepting the embrace.

It was a heartwarming scene of love overcoming supernatural powers, but honestly, I didn’t care about that. 

I had a job to do.


I placed the Gauntlet of Obedience on her shoulder.

“Obey!”

Got you, you crazy girl!

While Park Mi-na’s heartfelt words might eventually free her from the mind control, who knows how long that would take? 

I prefer to be sure.

“Ah—Aah!”

The symbol of Ozymandias engraved on her forehead vanished, along with the madness that had flickered in her eyes.

“How… how is this all…?” 

“Ye-ji!”

Park Mi-na tightly hugged the Magical Girl, who was still dazed and looking around in confusion.

“U-unnie… Waaah!”

The Magical Girl, who had been flailing her hands, finally seemed to regain some clarity and hugged her back.

It was an emotional reunion—well, not exactly sisters, but close enough.

“For now, let’s head to headquarters! Mi-na, can you take care of Ye-ji?”

We had already wasted too much time here. 

More spaceships could show up at any moment, so I planned to head to Happy Burger and drop off the survivors we had gathered.

“Okay!” 

“Yes!”

After a few more minutes of walking, we finally arrived at the Happy Burger headquarters, where Cheol-su and the security team were stationed. 

Walking everywhere was really tiring.

*

“Boss!” 

“Sir!”

I exchanged a few words with Cheol-su and Secretary Park, who was in charge of the Happy Burger shelter. 

I also spotted a few members of the gangster defense squad.

“You’ve brought quite a few people.” 

“They came on their own, more or less. Secretary Park also broadcasted a message on the radio and YouTube. He’s quite an impressive guy.” 

“Haha, it was nothing. I just told people to come to Happy Burger for shelter.”

Cheol-su praised Secretary Park, who modestly laughed it off. 

Park’s wife, who was actually one of our undercover agents disguised as a Happy Burger employee, stood next to him. 

“….”

She gave me a brief nod of acknowledgment.

At first, she was assigned to keep an eye on Park to prevent betrayal, but after living together for years, it seemed they had grown quite fond of each other.

‘Well, no problem with that.’ 

Park had more or less proven that he wouldn’t betray us. 

Whether she stayed as a spy or just lived as his wife, it didn’t matter much anymore.

“Do you think my sister is okay? I can’t get through to her…”

Seo-jeong, who had been fidgeting with her phone, asked me anxiously.

Ever since we started traveling, she kept asking where Jin Seon-ah was, so I had lied, telling her that I had evacuated her to a safe place. 

But it seemed Seo-jeong wasn’t entirely convinced.

It’s not like I wanted to lie. 

It was better for her to think her sister was safe somewhere than to find out that her sister was actually a unicorn knight, wasn’t it?

“The spaceship attack is messing with the signal. It’ll be back soon.” 

“Alright…”

She mumbled something like….

“My sister’s so clueless, I have to take care of her…”

It seemed I was witnessing a lot of tearful sibling moments today, but there were more important things to focus on.

“Shall we get moving?”

I asked both Yoo Ji-min, the Cookie Maker, and Ye-ji, the Magical Girl.

The Magical Girl had calmed down somewhat after talking with Park Mi-na.

Ah, and here’s how she ended up being captured by the Bicorn Cult.

After the collapse of Huoguo Huoguo, who had been holding her, she traveled abroad to visit the theme park of her favorite show, Magical Girl Dina. 

Unfortunately, she was attacked there.

The reason for the attack was absurd. 

After the holy war had begun, she gained powers and got excited, performing magic tricks on the street. 

That’s how she got caught.

She was subjected to something like a torture session to test her powers at the cult’s headquarters, where she was eventually brainwashed.

In short, she got captured because she was being foolish.

“Where are we going again?”

The Magical Girl, who claimed she had grown stronger after her ordeal at the cult (according to her), asked. 

She seemed a bit colder than the impression I got from Mi-na’s earlier explanation.

“Ah, well…”

I quickly explained the need for the Cookie Maker’s abilities and a large oven, along with the need to help the unicorn knight fight against the Bicorn Spawns, though I filtered the details a bit.

“So, if the unicorn knight loses to those monsters, the world could be destroyed?” 

“As far as I know, yes. That’s why we need your help, Ye-ji.”

“….”

The Magical Girl looked silently at Park Mi-na, who was standing with the other survivors. 

Maybe she was remembering the reason she needed to fight or what she wanted to protect.

“Alright. Even though the world never helped me… I’ll try to save it this once.”

Oh, that was a pretty cool line. 


She continued speaking.

“But if it’s just a cookie-making facility you need, we don’t have to go to a large store.”

She raised her magic wand.

“I can make it myself.”





 
  
    Chapter 97: The Supervillain Sichuan (6)


“Wait a second.” 

Magical Girl Ye-ji was searching for something on her phone. 

Curious, I glanced over and saw that she was browsing an online shopping site for a large oven.

“Hmm… it looks like this… and inside…” 

She searched for “oven structure and principles” and even found a diagram of an oven’s internal workings. 

Only after thoroughly examining it did she nod.

“Alright, I can make it.” 

With confidence, she waved her magic wand in the air like a conductor leading an orchestra.

With a pop, an oven materialized out of thin air. 

Not just any oven—it was a huge industrial oven, the kind used in large-scale bakeries.

“Wow.” 

This time, I was genuinely impressed. 

Was this reality-warping power? 

And she said it was light?

Considering combat potential and practical utility, even if it wasn’t the strongest ability, it was certainly one of the best.

“I kind of pulled this together, so it’s not perfect or precise. But I maximized the image of an ‘oven’ as most people imagine it, so its performance shouldn’t be a problem…”

Ah, there she goes, speaking in terms only she understands. 

Basically, the oven would work as expected but would disappear after 2-3 hours, so we had to keep that in mind.

-Wow! 

-It’s a big oven! 

-With this, we can bring out our full strength! 

-Ji-min! Hurry! Summon us again!

The cookies, excited by the sight of the oven, rushed toward the Cookie Maker.

In the original story, the cookie soldiers were as big as humans and carried cookie-made weapons. 

Of course, their bodies and weapons weren’t as fragile as cookies—infused with magic, they were at least as strong as steel.

With an oven this large, we could probably bake human-sized cookies when it’s fully loaded.

-Couldn’t we summon the Guardian Dragon with this? 

-Nah, that’s not possible~! You’d need an even bigger oven for that!

“….”

The cookies’ chatter jolted me awake.

To be honest, even if the cookie soldiers were as tough as steel and there were a lot of them, they wouldn’t stand a chance against the unicorn knight. 

Just as they had been banished by the Magical Girl’s attacks, they’d likely be easily defeated by the unicorn knight’s spear.

Even in the original story, the cookie army couldn’t deal much damage to the unicorn knight. 

They were a nuisance, causing havoc and killing civilians, but they didn’t win by brute force.

So why was the Cookie Maker one of the Sichuan Supervillains?

That’s right—because of the “Guardian Dragon.”

In the original, it fought the unicorn knight one-on-one. 

I heard it was over tens of meters long, practically a giant monster like the Bicorn Spawns.

Normally, it would require summoning Cookie Land, offering sacrifices, and performing all sorts of rituals to summon the Guardian Dragon. 

But if we could summon it quickly using the Magical Girl’s powers or magic? 

Nothing could be better than that.

“Ye-ji, can you make it bigger? The cookies mentioned a powerful being called the Guardian Dragon.” 

I decided to coax her a little.

“I’ve heard of it too. It’s the guardian deity of Cookie Land, very large and powerful… I think it could really help us.”

Even Ji-min—no, Manager Yoo Ji-min—supported the idea. 

From the sparkle in her eyes, she just seemed excited to bake something huge.

“Bigger? How much bigger are we talking?” 

Magical Girl Ye-ji confidently tapped the tip of her magic wand. 

She was supposed to exude an aura of power, but with her small frame and cute face, she looked more like a smug little kid.

After a short conversation with the cookies, Yoo Ji-min made a decision.

“An oven 3 meters tall and 5 meters long. Is that possible?” 

“…You’re crazy. But it’s doable.”

The Magical Girl slightly furrowed her brows, closed her eyes, and waved her magic wand. 

Wait, she’s going to make it right here?

“Hold on a second. If it’s 3 meters tall, we should go to the lobby. It’ll destroy everything down here if you summon it now.”

The height of the makeshift shelter we had prepared for the survivors wasn’t even 3 meters. 

If she summoned the oven here, it would smash through everything.

We moved to the lobby. 

It was more convenient with no one watching, and the glass windows were covered with fireproof (or more accurately, protective) barriers, so the enemies couldn’t see inside.

“Let’s begin.”

The Magical Girl closed her eyes again, and her wand began to glow, emitting pink light. Was she focusing all her power into this?

“Hiyaaah!”

Boom!

With a strange battle cry, a massive oven dropped in front of us. 

The sound was so loud that if we hadn’t soundproofed the fireproof walls, it probably would’ve been heard outside.

-With this…?! 

-It’s possible! It’s possible! 

-If we bake the parts separately and piece them together, we can summon it!

The cookies were jumping around in excitement. 

Chaotic little creatures.

“We’ll need to bake ten pieces: one for the head, four for the body, four legs, and one for the tail.” 

Cookie Maker Yoo Ji-min was fiddling with cooking tools as she estimated the task. 

All of these tools were made by the Magical Girl as well.

“It’ll take a while, but… it’s for the sake of the world.”

Just as Yoo Ji-min was about to get to work, Magical Girl Ye-ji, who was sitting in a chair looking tired from using too much magic, casually said,

“If it’s a non-living thing, and only part of it, I can shorten the time. I can even speed up the growth of plants—I once made something bloom in days that would’ve taken months.”

Wow, seriously? 

Reality-warping powers are way overpowered. 

Couldn’t I get something like that as a perk instead of the weird Bicorn relic? 


This would even be useful in everyday life!

“Th-Then, could you use magic to just ‘pop’ the dough into existence too? It actually takes a lot of time to prepare… I can guide you along the way, how about it?” 

“Since we don’t have much time, that would be a good idea. Ye-ji, for the world—no, for Gacheon City, please help us out.”

Somehow, Yoo Ji-min and I ended up bossing around the Magical Girl.

“Sigh… I feel like nothing has changed from when I was captured by those guys.” 

Even while mumbling, the Magical Girl diligently made the giant cookie. 

The ingredients were scavenged by Cheol-su and the security team from a nearby grocery store. 

We hadn’t seen any aliens, likely because someone was keeping them distracted elsewhere.

…Later, I found out that at that time, some superhuman criminals, including ‘Jaws’ and ‘Tentacle Trouble,’ had escaped from prison and were wreaking havoc.

The thugs caught by the Crime Prevention Squad managed to draw the aliens’ attention while trying to flee the city, holding their ground surprisingly well in combat. 

They eventually got overwhelmed, but they did buy us some time and created a distraction. 

A real Gacheon Suicide Squad moment.

“Hiyah!” 

The Magical Girl summoned a massive wooden rolling pin, over 2 meters long, and began mixing the flour telekinetically in midair.

-Hiyah!

The cookies, who had been watching idly, suddenly joined in, mimicking the Magical Girl’s energetic shouts. 

It was a sight to behold—dozens of cookies working alongside the Magical Girl and the Cookie Maker.

“Yes! It’s not as delicate as I would have liked… but given the time constraints, it’ll do!” 

Yoo Ji-min, occasionally striking a professional pose, seemed to be directing the Magical Girl. 

They worked surprisingly well together, and thanks to their teamwork, the 10-piece cookie dragon was soon complete.

“Whew! Ye-ji, you really worked hard. Now, all that’s left is to assemble the pieces!” 

Yoo Ji-min wiped her sweat, even though the Magical Girl and the cookies had done all the kneading and baking, while she mostly stood in the background giving orders. 

I’m not sure why she looked so exhausted.

-We’ll handle the rest! 

-Ji-min, you just need to infuse it with magic! 

-It’s going to take a huge amount of magic, so be prepared! 

-Better sit down, or you might collapse!

The cookies, growing more affectionate as they neared completion, carefully pieced together the giant cookie parts. 

Finally, the cookie dragon, standing 5 meters tall and over 16 meters long—T-rex-sized—was complete.

“Ugh…!” 

Yoo Ji-min placed her hand on the cookie to finish the task, sweating profusely as she poured an immense amount of magic into it.

After a few minutes, the eyes of the cookie dragon glowed a bright blue.

Success—the Guardian Dragon was summoned.

“Haaa… Can I rest now?” 

Yoo Ji-min exhaled deeply and slumped into a chair, looking completely worn out.

-Hmmm… 

The Guardian Dragon glanced around, then spoke in a deep, resonant voice. 

-My name is Malaku. I have come not for victory, but for salvation.

What the hell is it talking about?

Anyway, it didn’t matter. 

The Cookie Maker’s ultimate weapon, the Guardian Dragon, was finally ready. 

Now we could send it to the battlefield at the heart of Gacheon City.

“You did great, Ji-min. Now…”

That’s when it happened.

Creaaak—!

Suddenly, the Guardian Dragon’s chest opened up.

-I require a pilot to continuously infuse magic. Do not worry, it’s very safe and comfortable inside me.


“Kyaaah!” 

“Alright, let’s go, let’s go.”

We gently pushed the shrieking Yoo Ji-min into the dragon’s chest. 

Might as well finish what she started, right?





 
  
    Chapter 98: The Supervillain Sichuan (7)


Boom! 

The Unicorn Knight was sent flying and crashed into a building. 

It was a direct hit from Nuckelavee, the strongest among the Bicorn spawn.

“Ugh…” 

The Unicorn Knight barely managed to stand up. 

Thanks to her armor, which was harder than any substance on Earth, and the massive amount of magic power she possessed, she hadn’t sustained any serious injuries. 

However, the accumulated minor damage left her whole body aching and heavy.

Although the sudden appearance of Tessa had bought them more time, it wasn’t enough. 

Even though Tessa had killed the powered-up Bjorn and absorbed his strength, they were still facing three powerful demigods known as the Bicorn spawn. 

At best, Tessa could briefly delay their focused attacks on the Unicorn Knight.

Bang! 

A purple projectile struck the head of a centaur approaching the Unicorn Knight. 

It was a suppression attack from Tessa.

-You’re becoming quite a nuisance. 

The damage wasn’t significant, but it must have been enough to annoy him. 

The centaur, who had been silent since his summoning, turned his attention toward Tessa and spoke for the first time.

-I’ve had enough. I’ll kill you myself. 

After exchanging a brief glance with Nuckelavee and Helhest, the centaur began swinging a massive iron mace. 

It carried even greater power than Bjorn’s axe.

Clang!

“Ugh!” 

With a single heavy blow from the mace, Tessa’s purple barrier shattered. 

She quickly twisted her body to avoid the blow, but the broken concrete debris from the ground injured her.

-This is the end, you little insect. 

Nuckelavee and Helhest closed in on the struggling Unicorn Knight, while the centaur prepared to deliver a final blow to Tessa. 

It was a moment of extreme danger.

Thud! 

A massive object flew in at high speed, slamming into the centaur with a body tackle.

“What the…!” 

The centaur, caught off guard, was knocked back by the sheer force of the attacker, something of similar size and power to the Bicorn spawn. 

The surprised centaur turned to identify the intruder.

-My name is Malaku. I have come not for victory, but for salvation. 

Like an NPC from a video game, the giant dragon delivered its predetermined lines. 

Naturally, it was none other than the Guardian Dragon of Cookie Land.

“W-Whoa~! Help me, Dad!” 

Yoo Ji-min, the ‘Cookie Maker,’ who was riding inside the dragon, screamed as the dragon’s body shook from the impact. 

However, since the inside of the dragon was well-sealed, her cries didn’t reach the outside.

And it wasn’t just the Cookie Maker who had appeared.

“Hiyah!” 

A Magical Girl suddenly appeared behind the Unicorn Knight, waving her wand to summon a large wall that blocked Nuckelavee and Helhest. 

As expected from a Magical Girl, the wall was pink.

While the Bicorn spawn hesitated for a moment, the Unicorn Knight, who had been assessing the situation, spoke to the Magical Girl.

“Who are you…?” 

“Mr. Yoon sent us.” 

“Ah…”

Yoon Do-cheol. 

It seemed he had scouted and brought in powerful magic users. 

He had told the Unicorn Knight to hold on and survive, promising to find a way to turn the tide. 

Though she had followed his advice with some doubt, thinking he might have already fled…

It wasn’t that she didn’t trust him. 

It was just that the situation seemed utterly hopeless.

“…He said he’d find a way, so we just have to survive.” 

The Unicorn Knight murmured quietly, catching her breath.

She had told him she would “find a way to make it work,” and since he had kept his promise, it was now her turn to keep hers.

-What is that? A beast god? 

-Look closely. That’s no ordinary beast. It resembles a spirit forged by divine power. 

-Do you really think a spirit can stand against us? If that’s the case… 

-A plaything of the God of Games, perhaps. How bothersome.

The Bicorn spawn muttered amongst themselves as they observed the Guardian Dragon. 

Then, they readied themselves for battle again.

“Alright, let’s do this.” 

With that, the Unicorn Knight and the group that was not really supervillains but resembled the Sichuan (“The Four Heavenly Kings” though one was missing) also gathered their magic power to prepare for the fight.

After a brief moment of stillness, the two forces clashed.

Boom! 

The sound of iron maces, projectiles, magic wands, toxic breath, spears, and hooves clashing filled the battlefield.

The Guardian Dragon played the role of a tank, using its massive size and sturdy cookie body to withstand attacks. 

From the rear, the Magical Girl and Tessa launched a barrage of attacks, while the Unicorn Knight darted between the front and midlines, alternating between tanking and dealing damage.

Though they put up a good fight, they were still about 2% short of what was needed to take on the Bicorn spawn. 

The Unicorn Knight was strong enough to handle one, but the others lagged slightly behind.

In the first place, they weren’t as strong as the Sichuan (Four Heavenly Kings) in their prime from the original story. 

Their lack of combat experience was the biggest issue, more so than any gaps in power.

Tessa, who had plenty of battle experience and skill, was there, but since her resurrection was incomplete, she was currently the weakest. 

She couldn’t make much of an impact.

“Ugh!” 

“Hmph.” 

“Tsk.”

-It’s starting to hurt. Once the damage reaches its limit, I’ll need time to recharge. I miss my disciple, Rice Cake Cookie.

In the end, the incomplete team couldn’t overcome the power gap and began to be pushed back.

“….”


Just as the Unicorn Knight was contemplating what to do next, new challengers arrived on the battlefield amidst the chaos. 

The first was a giant boulder that came rolling in.

Thud!

A rolling boulder struck the centaur’s body with a powerful blow, sending him flying due to the momentum of the impact.

-Who dares again?!

This was the second surprise attack, following the Guardian Dragon’s earlier strike. 

Furious, the centaur shouted in rage. 

The boulder, of course, was none other than “Rockslide” Dong Seo-hee.

Responding to a deployment order, the Hero Management Bureau, which had been battling alien ships in Gacheon City, arrived at the heart of the conflict after receiving a call from Yoon Do-cheol.

“That huge monster is the enemy trying to destroy the city! Attack! Oh, but leave the cookie-made dragon alone!”

Fortress, the leader of the Hero Management Bureau, gave orders as they arrived on the scene following Rockslide.

“Whoa, these are actual giant monsters? They’re way beyond just powerful superhumans!” 

“What are these freaks doing in Korea…” 

“Shoot, now!”

A barrage of various attacks from numerous heroes belonging to the Bureau rained down on the Bicorn spawn. 

The Bureau, having recruited many superhumans besides Bomboilina and Gargoyle, now boasted a considerable number of combatants.

“Take this, you alien monster scum!”

Although none of the individual attacks were particularly devastating, combined, they were enough to irritate even the Bicorn spawn.

-Mere mortals!

-Where do all these pests keep coming from?!

What they didn’t know was that all these reinforcements were thanks to Yoon Do-cheol, who was secretly coordinating from a safe distance.

With the reinforcements bolstering the Unicorn Knight’s side, they began to gain momentum. 

Rockslide, with defense superior even to the Guardian Dragon, drew the attention of the Bicorn spawn, allowing the superhumans to freely launch their attacks.

“Die, you monster scum!”

Though Rockslide’s abilities and straightforward fighting style were rather simple, her raw power wasn’t far behind the Supervillain Sichuan (Four Heavenly Kings). 

If she had harbored evil intentions and tried to crush everyone underfoot, she could have turned the Four Heavenly Kings into the Five Kings.

‘…This is our last chance.’

Despite appearances, the Unicorn Knight knew that this advantage was temporary. Once their firepower dwindled, the Bicorn spawn would regain control of the battle.

“I have one last trick up my sleeve. Just buy me a little more time.” 

She whispered quietly to her allies before retreating a short distance.

It was a technique that required preparation time and had been too risky to use until now. 

But the Unicorn Knight had one move that could turn the tide of this battle.

The Unicorn Knight, protector of innocence and purity, wielded a transcendent power that only the guardian of children’s dreams could use. That power was…

‘Now is the time for everyone’s strength.’

Closing her eyes, the Unicorn Knight raised both hands high into the air.

Buzz! 

The ash-clouded sky began to clear, and a bright light started to rise. 

The Bicorn spawn, noticing the strange phenomenon, turned their attention toward the Unicorn Knight.

-That…!

-We have to stop her!

They rushed toward her, flying or running, but were intercepted again and again by the Sichuan (Four Heavenly Kings) and the Bureau heroes.

“Kurrgh!” 

Even alien warriors arrived with their spaceships, firing magical cannons at the Unicorn Knight, but their attacks couldn’t even scratch her.

‘It’s ready.’

A moment later, the Unicorn Knight opened her eyes. 

Everything was in place. 

Now, all that remained was to gather the power. 

Normally, this would be a long and arduous process, but with strong allies by her side, she had a chance.


The Unicorn Knight contacted Yoon Docheol through her companion Kelpie.

*

“What? You need the dreams and hopes of children? Even abandoned dreams from grown-ups? Alright, gather them!”

Upon hearing this, Yoon let out a deep sigh.

How on earth am I supposed to gather something like that…



 
  
    Chapter 99. Holy War (1)


In order to win this battle, we need the power of dreams, hope, and innocence. 

It took some time for me to fully grasp this ridiculous notion.

“So, all I have to do is just pray? To the sky?”

[That’s right. Just clasp your hands together and think of those things. It’s not too difficult, is it?] 

Kelpie spoke as if it were a simple task. 

Apparently, that was all it took for the Unicorn Knight to gain immense power.

Sure, it’s not hard in itself. But come on now.

“You want me to tell people, who are terrified and panicking in this chaos, to think about innocence? Really? Me?”

That’s not an easy thing to ask. 

I’m not a politician or some influencer—I’m just the owner of a burger franchise. 

And it feels off to explain that I’m an ally of the Unicorn Knight.

Even if I did explain and somehow got the message out through social media or texts, wouldn’t people just dismiss me as some crazy idiot? 

There’s no proof of any of this.

[Aha.]

Now she’s going “aha,” realizing the reality of the situation. 

Kelpie finally seemed to grasp it, letting out a contemplative hum.

[It’s not like we need the strength of every single person in Gacheon City. The pure prayers of children—or even if we compromise, adults recalling their nostalgic memories—will do. Even just a few dozen or a couple hundred focused people will be enough.]

Yeah, sure, like those people hiding in shelters or cowering in their homes would willingly do that.

“Alright, I’ll give it a try. But don’t expect too much.”

There’s at least some way. 

I have subordinates who will follow orders without question, and I have contact networks. 

I could probably get a few hundred people to act as I want.

I immediately called another number. 

The head of Gacheon Orphanage.

“Oh, yes. It’s me, Do-cheol, Director.”

The kids and teachers from the orphanage had been evacuated first with the help of the anti-gang task force. 

They’re probably in the bunker we used when we took down the Ninja Ramen CEO by now. 

They’re children, and some are Amy’s friends, so I gave them special treatment.

I quickly and briefly explained to the director that I was working with the Unicorn Knight and that she needed the prayers of the children right now.

[Understood. I’ll talk to the kids. If it’s coming from you, they’ll listen.]

“Thank you so much. Please tell them we’ll go out for something tasty later.”

Next, I logged into the anti-gang task force app and posted a message. 

Something along the lines of “pray if you’ve got the time.”

[7th Division Leader: Dreams and innocence? You mean like my childhood dreams?] 

[3rd Division Leader: You’re killing me, boss.] 

[10th Division Leader: Does being a national-level hitman count? That’s the only dream I can remember.]

“A national hitman, seriously…”

These morons were born to be gangsters, it seems. 

I just told them to figure it out on their own.

The only people I can definitely get to pray are the orphanage kids and my gang members. 

Now, I’ll have to rely on Secretary Park’s help.

“I’ve tried contacting various people, but this might not work out. The situation is too urgent, and the request is just too hard for most people to understand…”

Secretary Park, sitting with his wife in front of a computer, wiped the sweat from his forehead. 

It looked like he used some kind of network, like the one we used when gathering people for the Happy Burger headquarters.

“No, it’s been a huge help.”

I gave him some well-deserved praise and headed up to the first floor to check the situation outside through the window.

The glowing orb that the Unicorn Knight had summoned in the city center was growing larger and larger, and then, with a loud bang, it exploded.

“Oh.”

Had we met the minimum threshold? 

Maybe the orphanage kids had been a big help, even if the national hitman wasn’t.

Soon, a massive wave of light, charged with overwhelming power, spread out from the city center, scattering the stardust that had blanketed the city. 

The sun rose again in the sky that had grown as dark as night.

“Phew.”

I was just about to relax, thinking victory was within reach, when—

Buzz!

“Damn.”

A call came in from someone I really didn’t want to hear from. 

Bicorn, whose whereabouts had been a mystery up until now.

I thought about ignoring it, but then again, we were so close to the Unicorn Knight’s victory. 

I couldn’t let this bastard ruin things at the last minute.

Before he could cause any chaos, I had to track him down, stop him, or kill him. 

With Tessa not by my side at the moment, he probably wasn’t going to attack just yet, but still, it was a dangerous situation.

“Finally calling, huh? After it’s all over?”

I answered the phone, grumbling.

[There were preparations I had to make after the sudden attack.]

His voice was as calm as ever, as if completely devoid of emotion.

“Enough with the excuses. Why are you calling now?”

[Did you see the light that the Unicorn Knight unleashed?]

Of course, I saw it. 

It’s all thanks to my help.

“And?”

[It’s a sign that the Unicorn Knight has awakened her powers. For a short time, she’ll possess strength on par with a lower god, but when the duration ends, she’ll be weaker than ever.]

“You want to strike then?”

Hiding in the shadows and waiting for an opportunity to strike back. 

Typical dirty opportunist.

[Exactly. This chaos will be our moment. Even if the Unicorn Knight has one more hidden trump card, it won’t matter. All the pieces are already in place.]

Bicorn suddenly laughed.

[Perhaps it’s my destiny to win after all. I hadn’t planned for my own children to be the key to victory, but there’s no more reliable method.]

He laughed, savoring the approaching victory.


[Bring your subordinate, Tessa, and join me at Lollipop Tower. I have a plan.] 

“Tessa’s not with me right now.” 

I don’t even know where she is or what she’s doing. 

Is she fighting the aliens or those cult members?

[Is that so? It doesn’t matter. You’ll be meeting her soon enough.]

“….”

Something about this feels off. 

The way he specifically mentioned Tessa and the strange way he said we’d meet her—it makes me wonder if he’s done something to her. 

“Alright.” 

Maybe I should join up with Bicorn and act as a spy. 

If I call Kelpie and secretly record the conversation, that idiot won’t notice a thing.

I told the others I’d be stepping out for a bit and left the headquarters.

“Boss, let me come with you.” 

“Stop it. Just stay inside. I’ve got this ring, so nothing’s going to happen to me, alright?” 

Cheolsu wanted to follow me, but I stopped him. It was better for him to stay here and manage the security team. 

If he followed me and got himself killed, that’d be a problem.

“No more alien ships in sight… I guess things have calmed down.”

Maybe because of the fierce fighting at the center of the city, I couldn’t see any of those alien scumbags roaming around. 

It seemed like they’d all gathered over there.

Vroom—

I drove for a few minutes.

Bang! 

“What the hell!” 

A black figure shot up from below and flipped my car over. 

Thanks to my protective ring, I survived, but the car was instantly reduced to scrap metal.

What is this? 

A cult leader? 

According to Ozymandias, they should’ve all died as part of the summoning ritual for Bicorn spawn.

I watched as the black shape slowly approached, writhing as it took form. 

It transformed into a figure with the body of a human woman, but with the tail of a horse and two hind legs. 

Suddenly, a strange scent filled the air, and she spoke.

—So, you possess not one, but two relics. I smell something suspicious. Could this be my father’s scheme? I’m glad I didn’t join the others and wandered off.

Her appearance, aura, and manner of speech were unmistakable. 

She was a Bicorn spawn. 

What’s she doing here?

Though smaller than the others, I could still feel immense power radiating from her.

—My name is Gandharva, ruler of Planet Aphras. And you, human, who are you?

The creature, who called herself Gandharva, slowly approached me. 

“Ah, damn.”

Maybe I should’ve stayed at headquarters. 

Why did I act beyond my limits?

Still, I couldn’t show any weakness. 

I summoned my helmet and gauntlets and glared at her.

I had to think fast. 

There had to be a way out of this.

“What, are you here looking for your dad?” 

Might as well probe her. 

They say to turn crises into opportunities, right?

***

“Hyaaap!”

With the power of dreams, hope, and innocence, the Unicorn Knight, now greatly empowered, swung her spear at the Helhest standing in her way.

Slice!

The spear, imbued with divine energy, sliced off the Helhest’s hind legs, which turned into stardust and vanished.

Roar! 

The creature let out a scream of pain and stumbled back.

‘Nice!’ 

The Unicorn Knight’s eyes glowed with determination.

Though her awakening wasn’t complete and her power boost was temporary, right now, she might even have a chance to kill Nuckelavee, the strongest of the Bicorn spawn and Bicorn’s successor.

Instead of chasing after the fleeing Helhest, the Unicorn Knight turned her attention to Nuckelavee. 

She knew that eliminating the strongest enemy first would ease the burden on her allies.

“Huff, huff…”

But perhaps because it took too long to gather her strength, all those fighting alongside her to stop Nuckelavee had either died or were rendered unable to fight.

—So it ends like this. Fine. Let’s settle this. 

Nuckelavee grinned as he saw the Unicorn Knight flying toward him. 


Standing precariously in front of him was Tessa, barely holding on.

—You can rest now.
Shunk! 

In an instant, Nuckelavee’s claws pierced through Tessa’s heart. 

It happened so quickly.
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“Ah, you’ve arrived. This way, please.”

In front of Lollipop Tower, a woman who appeared to be a staff member guided me. 

I scrutinized her closely. 

There were no signs of brainwashing. 

She didn’t seem to be part of the Bicorn cult or one of its worshippers—just an employee, it appeared.

Following her lead, I arrived at the lowest underground floor of Lollipop Tower. 

The top floor, where I had first visited, had been destroyed during an alien attack, so they must have relocated to the lowest level.

Screech!

The metal door opened with a menacing sound.

…!

Inside, it wasn’t just Bicorn. 

Elijah Jung, T-Rexler, Fatal Shot…members of the Hero League, all familiar faces from the news, were gathered.

No, I should say they were monsters who had taken over the bodies of the Hero League members.

Bicorn, you bastard… 

So this is what you’ve been plotting. 

Somehow, you’ve summoned these collaborators from the U.S. mainland to Gacheon City.

“You’re later than I expected. Were you delayed by something?” 

Bicorn, seated in the place of honor, gazed at me with black eyes, as deep as the abyss of space.

For a moment, I feared he might be probing me, but it didn’t seem like he had that ability.

I had to act as naturally as possible. 

“Aliens on the spaceship, what else?” 

I shrugged and sat in the nearest available seat.

“Hmm.” 

He nodded without much suspicion.

“So, how did you manage to bring these people here? Why are they all gathered in one place when they should be in the U.S.?” 

“It’s an application of my power.” 

Bicorn tapped the incense burner in front of him. 

“If they inhale the incense, I can ‘invite’ them to the museum. And if I decide, I can summon them directly to wherever I am. Due to the mystical energy consumed, they were temporarily incapacitated, which is why they couldn’t contact you.”

So, long before this whole mess started, Bicorn had sent incense to the U.S., and when the Bicorn spawn invaded, he immediately summoned the Hero League. 

The delay in communication must have been because he fainted from the effort.

It’s essentially a large-scale, long-distance teleportation with the condition that they pass through the ‘museum’ first. 

This sneaky bastard hid such a broken ability.

…Well, it’s not like he’s the only one hiding things around here.

I glanced over at the monsters disguised as members of the Hero League. 

If I’d come here alone thinking I could handle this, I’d be in serious trouble.

“So, what’s the plan?” 

I settled into a more comfortable position and waited for him to speak. 

My goal was to gather as much information about his intentions as possible.

“The fight between the Unicorn Knight and my child will end in the Unicorn Knight’s victory. At the start of the battle, it might have been uncertain, but with her awakening ability, no demi-god can handle her.”

“But she’ll still suffer significant damage and die. By the time her awakening ends, the Unicorn Knight will be on the verge of death.”

“You plan to ambush her then?” 

I pointed at T-Rexler, who for some reason was the only one not sitting and had transformed into a dinosaur. 

Maybe because of his massive size, he was too conspicuous.

“Exactly.” 

Bicorn nodded.

“I heard the Hero Management Bureau and several powerful superhumans are helping her.”

“The Watchers will deal with those small fry.”

So, the Hero League is going to take care of the Sichuan and Dol Avalanche, who have Unicorn Knight-level potential? 

I don’t think there are any supervillains in the League who could handle beings as powerful as the Sichuan.

Well, since they’re all exhausted from fighting, I guess it doesn’t matter.

“Even if the Unicorn Knight has another ace up her sleeve, it won’t matter. We’ve got one of our own, after all.”

Bicorn smirked ominously and tapped the table twice.

“Yoon Do-chul. You asked me about ‘Pegasus’ before, didn’t you?”

“I did.”

I had indeed asked. 

In the original story, Tessa was a rival of the Unicorn Knight and was known as the “Pegasus Knight.”

Since she was called the Pegasus Knight, I assumed there was another divine entity with that name, on par with the Unicorn or Bicorn. 

However, Tessa herself seemed unaware of it.

So I asked Bicorn, who seemed to know a lot, but he dodged the question, saying I’d find out when the time was right.

Now that he’s bringing it up, it must be the right time. 

I’m not exactly curious about it anymore, but I wouldn’t mind hearing what he has to say.

“I’ll give you an answer. Tessa is…” 

Bicorn paused briefly, observing my reaction before continuing.

“She is my child.”

“…What?” 

Holy crap, what did he just say? 

Your child?

My head was spinning from the completely unexpected words. 

“Tessa… is a Bicorn spawn?” 

“Yes, she is my last child, born from mating with a mortal who possessed superior genes and soul.” 

“…Did Tessa know?” 

“No, she probably has no idea. How could she? As soon as she was born, I disguised her as a human and left her in front of a cathedral. I arranged it so that her powers would gradually be unleashed on the day the holy war began, when the mystical forces awoke. I used up almost all the divine power I had left in the process… but it was worth it.”

Bicorn’s lips twitched as if he found the situation amusing.

So, this is the big secret of her birth. 

There had been some foreshadowing, after all. 

Tessa had said she was abandoned in front of the Unicorn Cathedral without knowing her parents.

In typical stories, when a character’s parents remain unknown, there’s a high chance they’ll play an important role later on. 

It’s not just because I’m an otaku that I know this cliché—it’s a general narrative rule.

“Pegasus. That is her name as my child. You could even call her a demigod.”


…I never expected that Tessa wasn’t a knight of Pegasus, but Pegasus herself.

Now it all makes sense. 

This bastard’s plan was to use both me, the Bicorn Knight, and Tessa, the Bicorn spawn, to ensure the Unicorn Knight’s death.

“I kept this trump card hidden until now, but the time has come to use it. Yoon Do-chul, kill the Unicorn Knight with Tessa by your side. Then, I will return you to your home.” 

“…I don’t really care, but what if Tessa doesn’t cooperate?”

Tessa has been getting closer to Jin Sun-ah, the Unicorn Knight, and her personality hasn’t been corrupted like in the original story, thanks to avoiding all the horrible experiences. 

I doubt she’ll just go along with it.

“Don’t worry. I’ve planned for that as well. When she awakens as a demigod, she will follow my orders for a time.”

He’s already prepared for everything. 

Calling in the Watchers to possess the bodies of the Hero League and Elijah Jung and pulling off all of this… it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say he’s arranged everything in this world, except for me, whom he couldn’t control.

Bicorn’s expression turned serious again as he gave me an order. 

“There is someone here with a mystical power that enhances sensory perception, including smell, to an extreme degree. Find Tessa with this person and—” 

“Heh.”

I couldn’t hold back my laughter.

It’s just too funny. 

This overly meticulous and obsessive bastard was caught by my bugging device.

“Pfft… haha…” 

“Yoon Do-chul. What’s so funny?” 

Bicorn’s face slowly stiffened, and the expressions of the Watchers nearby became strange as well.

“Oh, it’s nothing.”

You’re the one who’s funny, bastard. 

Slowly, I stood up from my seat.

“I just found your thorough explanations touching and… touching.” 

“What nonsense—”

Swoosh! 

A black figure shot out from my shadow. 

It immediately took the form of a living creature and spoke. 

-Father, it’s been a while.

It was Bicorn spawn, Gandarva. 

I had formed an alliance with her before coming here.

“Th-this is absurd…!”

Bicorn’s eyes widened in shock, as if he hadn’t expected this situation at all.

“Bicorn. Didn’t you tell me on the plane that you’d only spoken the truth until now?” 

I said, glaring at him.

“But according to her, that’s not entirely the case. You’re the one who betrayed me first.”

So, let’s just blame everything on you, idiot.

“Kill them!” 

–You dare act like gods, you insolent spirits!

The Watchers and Gandarva moved simultaneously. 

I summoned my helmet and gauntlets, taking a defensive stance.

“What? Defeat the Unicorn Knight? No, you’re the one who’s finished here.”

***

Meanwhile, in the center of Gacheon City, where a massive battle was taking place.

Tessa collapsed powerlessly to the ground, her chest pierced by Nuckelavee’s hand.

“You…!” 

The enraged Unicorn Knight charged at Nuckelavee, separating him from Tessa and engaging him in battle.

As the two transcendent beings fought, Tessa’s previously motionless body twitched. 

Whirr! 


The mystical violet energy within her began to fill the gaping wound in her chest caused by Nuckelavee’s hand, glowing even more intensely.

At that moment, when the violet energy trying to engulf her body touched the wing tattoo on the back of her neck—

Whirrr! 

A massive violet pillar shot up from near Tessa, and huge wings sprouted from her back.

This was the true final boss of Unicorn Knight, the Bicorn spawn and the incarnation of Pegasus.
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“Ugh…!” 

With a surge of pain and confusion, Tessa opened her eyes, feeling an overwhelming power coursing through her. 

Though her mind was foggy, she vaguely recalled what had happened and checked her chest, where a gaping hole had once been. 

“What the…?” 

Her destroyed heart had regenerated and was now beating strongly again. 

Bones had mended, and flesh had regrown. 

The wounds, now fully healed by her mystical powers, were hastily covered by her tattered clothes (she moved quickly to avoid exposing her bare skin). 

“….”

She lifted her head. 

Having fully awakened as a demigod and unlocked a sliver of divine power, the world around her appeared different from before. 

She could now perceive gravity pulling at objects, electricity, heat, light, and the energy loosely categorized as “mystic power.” 

These forces, visible through her newly awakened third eye, represented an otherworldly sense only those beyond mortal limits could experience—a glimpse into the divine, albeit still incomplete.

-That power…!

-Was she one of us all along?

-I didn’t sense anything like that before…

Helhest and the centaur were shocked, while Nuckelavee, who had been battling the Unicorn Knight, looked intrigued. 

Before, Tessa had only sensed faint traces of their emotions, but now she could clearly feel them. 

“Good.” 

Tessa nodded as she manipulated the violet energy with a few hand movements. 

The wings, formed from that energy, fluttered. 

For someone who had just “died” and resurrected, she felt surprisingly well. 

She was confident she could fight immediately. 

Originally, after awakening, Tessa should have been bound to obey Bicorn’s orders. 

But since he was too far away to give commands, and her mental state was remarkably intact, she was able to act of her own will. 

Thus, the berserk Tessa from the original story, who rampaged under Bicorn’s orders, was no more. 

There were no villains nearby to break her spirit, nor was Bicorn close to exploit her awakening.

-She must be killed now! 

The centaur, a monstrous creature with an ape’s upper body and a horse’s lower body, pushed aside the ones in his way and charged toward Tessa. 

He and the other Bicorn spawns, who had been vying for power since Bicorn’s absence, fought for control of more colonies. 

The weaker ones among them had already perished in the war. 

Even though they were blood-related, there was no reason not to kill her. 

Boom! 

A massive amount of energy exploded from Tessa’s wings. 

Unlike her usual style of firing energy from her fingertips to fly, she used her wings’ power to soar into the sky. 

Perhaps “soar” wasn’t the right word. 

It was more like she was propelled into the air by the energy from her wings, akin to a jet engine lifting an aircraft. 

In an instant, Tessa ascended into the sky and charged toward the centaur, who was preparing to swing his flail.

-….?! 

Startled by her speed, the centaur swung his flail quickly but missed his target. 

Tessa had already struck his head with her left hand, filled with energy, before flying past him. 

“Ugh!” 

The centaur staggered from the powerful blow, glaring at Tessa, who floated in the sky like a monkey deprived of its banana. 

The impact had been strong enough to rattle his brain. 

Though Bicorn spawns were revered as demigods, they hadn’t transcended the mortality of their flesh. 

Unlike spiritual beings like Bicorn or the Unicorn, they could die if their bodies were completely destroyed. 

Though Tessa hadn’t trained to use Bicorn’s magic like her siblings, her abilities were formidable enough to pose a threat. 

The centaur, sensing death close by, tightened his grip on his flail. 

A bead of sweat rolled down his forehead.

***

Making an alliance with Gandharva, who claimed to be the ruler of some distant planet? 

That was easier than I expected. 

Let me recount a bit of the past. 

“So, you’re here to find your father?” 

That’s what I had said to her before engaging in a fight with Gandharva. 

Well, calling it a fight isn’t accurate. 

It was more like I was taking a one-sided beating while barely holding on with my protective ring. 

Crack! 

Even though the protective ring quickly regenerated from its cracks, it had become tattered after repeatedly enduring attacks from a demigod like her. 

On top of that, a huge amount of energy drained from my body all at once. 

Feeling like I was about to die, I opened my mouth again. 

“Do you really have time for this? Your siblings are over there fighting hard, aren’t they?”

-Oho.

 Gandharva’s lips twitched in amusement. 

Her face, being that of a human woman, made it easy to read her expressions. 

“I don’t care about claiming the Unicorn Knight’s head. I’m not that greedy.” 

The Bicorn spawns had joined the holy war to prove themselves as legitimate heirs to the throne. 

It seemed that bringing back the Unicorn Knight’s head was the key to gaining recognition.

“As long as I can hold onto my own territory, I’m satisfied.” 

‘Yeah, right.’ 

I thought. 

This was just self-consolation. 

She claimed she only wanted to maintain her colony, but it was clear she had given up because she wasn’t as powerful as her other siblings. 

I mean, look at this. 

My protective ring, though tattered, is still holding up. 

If I were up against a real giant beast like Helhest, Nuckelavee, or the centaur, the ring would’ve been shattered already. 

In royal succession disputes, only those ranked in the top 1, 2, or 3 typically participate actively. 

This weakling wasn’t fit to be in this competition. 

And another thing: she was mistaken. 

The situation had already changed. 


“You don’t seem to understand. You’re not in a position to take the Unicorn Knight’s head right now, you know? Can’t you see that light?”

As Gandharva’s face hardened, it became clear that he was already aware. 

Perhaps he hadn’t joined forces with the Bicorn spawn because he knew the Unicorn Knight might win.

“Enough. I’m satisfied with ruining my father’s, that hateful bastard’s, plan by killing you.”

Gandharva spoke with a slight grimace.

Wait, what?

Could this actually work in my favor?

“Your goal is to mess with Bicorn? I can help you meet him if that’s what you want.”

-…!

Everything moved smoothly from there.

I briefly explained my situation to Gandharva, and we formed a temporary alliance.

“So, after you wreck Bicorn’s plan, you go back to your colony, and I get protection until then. Deal?”

Yeah.

She might not be as strong as the other Bicorn spawn, but at least she was reasonable.  

People who are weaker often tend to be smarter. 

Or rather, they have no choice but to rely on their brains.

Oh, and Gandharva hated Bicorn because he just abandoned her and her mother on a distant planet after creating her. 

Classic Bicorn, ditching them and running away.

…Now that I think about it, maybe Bicorn left Gandharva behind because he failed in creating someone like Tessa. 

Perhaps she was weaker than he had hoped.

Otherwise, there’s no way he would’ve abandoned a demigod. 

He probably got frustrated when things didn’t go his way and dumped her.

In any case, Bicorn’s downfall is all his own doing.

“Right?”

Finishing my brief flashback, I quickly grabbed a nearby potted plant and smashed Bicorn’s incense burner.

I couldn’t let him light the incense. It’s better to eliminate any variables.

“Y-Yoon Do-chul!”

Bicorn glared at me with eyes like a black hole, but I wasn’t scared at all. 

Why would I be, when he’s just wiggling his fingers, unable to do anything?

What good is being a god? 

He wasted his power summoning Jimin, and now he’s left powerless, only summoning me by mistake.

“Kraaagh!”

“Hah!”

The Watchers were being cleaned up by Gandharva. 

She attacked with tentacles that emerged from the shadows, and few could dodge or block her strikes. 

Only T-rexler managed to stand his ground, protecting a leader-like figure, Elijah Jeong.

“Why? Why betray us? Don’t you want to return to Earth?”

Bicorn’s scream was filled with frustration. 

Even in this situation, he was fixated on Earth.

“I do want to go back.”

“But how can I trust a flight that’s so unreliable? You think I’d want to board a plane captained by some liar dragging around a pile of rags?”

“I never lied—”

Oh, this guy is persistent. 

I already heard most of it from Gandharva.

“You don’t have any dimensional travel abilities. You just go back and forth between areas declared as your domain by your followers, right?”

That’s similar to how the Bicorn spawn were summoned in Gacheon City.

“…!”

“And you don’t have any powers related to prophecy either, right? That’s something higher-tier gods can do, not weaklings like you. Am I wrong?”

Honestly, I had already suspected as much. 

How could someone who lost all influence for centuries after one failed summoning ritual still be capable of manipulating space and time?

So how did Bicorn cross over into this world, foresee the future, and summon me?

The answer is simple.

“No, it’s not over yet! I still have more to offer!”

Cornered, Bicorn shouted into the air, just like when he was caught talking to himself on the surveillance device.

“Just once more, help me, please!”

Bicorn’s mysterious conversation partner. 


The one who brought Bicorn to this world. 

A being who can foresee the future and possesses the power to control people.

“…Ishtania, the God of Games!”

The answer lies with an external collaborator.

Not just a mere Watcher, but someone far more powerful.
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“Father cannot glimpse the future nor cross dimensions on his own. The ability to interfere with the laws of the universe is only granted to beings of higher dimensions. At the very least, you need permission from such entities.”

That’s what Gandharva had said. 

In any case, it meant Bicorn was not a being from a higher dimension. 

When I first saw Bicorn’s past through the relics, with all his talk about ‘The Black Beast of Night’ and ‘Cosmic Order,’ I thought he was unbelievably strong. 

But it seems it was all just his self-promotion.

“God of Games, Ishtania, help me!”

Once again, Bicorn cried out to the sky with a grave expression.

Ishtania—probably some god pulling the strings behind all of this. 

I’m not sure why this god dragged Bicorn into this world and tried to possess me, but I doubt it was for a good reason.

I stepped back a little, waiting to see if anything would happen, but… nothing did. 

“….”

No response, no anomaly. 

All I could hear was the sound of Gandharva and the Watchers fiercely fighting.

“It seems like this Ishtania guy has abandoned you.”

I smirked and slowly approached Bicorn. 

There was no need to fear him anymore. 

He had hijacked the body of a human, Ha Sang-jin, but he couldn’t wield divine powers or authority. 

He had lost that influence. 

At best, he could use a single mystical power retained by the body’s original owner, but I’d destroyed the source of his power, the incense, just a while ago.

Of course, given Bicorn’s habit of mixing truth with lies, it’s possible he could still use his true abilities and was just trying to catch me off guard… but, looking at his despairing face, I doubt it.

“Here… this is the end…? No… If not now, I’ll lose the chance to regain my divinity…”

He slumped to the ground, muttering to himself.

“This… this can’t be. How did I get this far? I escaped from that hellish world, and now, here…? To a mere human…?”

He trembled, lips quivering, realizing that he was doomed.

Good. 

No teleporting away using the incense, no hidden tricks like Tessa’s true identity. 

In that case, time to finish him.

“Wasn’t it nice while you were daydreaming?”

I charged at him and kicked him. 

The Hero League—or rather, the Watchers—were too busy being beaten by Gandharva to even think of stopping me.

Crack!

“Ugh!”

Bicorn rolled across the ground, having been kicked in the back. 

For someone who called himself a god and had a few colonies, he sure looked pathetic.

“Eh? Thanks for the magic power boost, you bastard. It really helped me make good use of the relics.”

“Oof!”

This time, I punched him in the gut.

Despite everything, the Bicorn relics were still intact, meaning he didn’t have the strength to reclaim the special power he gave me. 

It seemed like he had poured every ounce of strength he had into boosting my power.

This is what happens when you go all in. 

He should have left some reserves. 

He’s no different from those idiots who invest their entire fortune in stocks, hoping to strike it rich.

“Tsk tsk. Blinded by victory.”

I raised my fist again. 

He deserved to be beaten for trying to control me, for lying, for pretending to be a big shot. 

There were just too many reasons to hit him.

“Ugh!”

Bicorn weakly swung his arm, trying to block me, but his movements were clumsy. 

It must be because he’d never fought in a human body before.

Meanwhile, I’m pretty good at this kind of brawling. 

Sure, I’ve only fired a gun a few times, but I’ve thrown plenty of punches even before I was possessed. 

I’m no expert, but I’m more than capable of beating the hell out of someone flailing around like a newborn foal.

Whack! Whack! Crack!

I wrapped Bicorn in a relentless storm of violence. He staggered like a newly born colt.

I decided to kick him in the groin for good measure.

“Ohoooock~!”

God or not, it seems if you take over a human body, you feel all the pain that comes with it.

“After all that tough talk, you fight like a third-rate thug?”

Ah, this is so satisfying. 

This third-rate punk. 

At least his body feels great to hit.

But it’s tiring to keep pummeling him. 

Punching takes more stamina than I thought.

“This is getting boring. We’re both exhausted, so let’s finish this.”

I looked around and grabbed a tool that could serve as a club. 

I didn’t forget to check on Gandharva and the Watchers’ battle while doing so.

“Uuugghh…”

Of course, Gandharva was winning by a landslide. 

Her tentacle pierced the chest of the strongest-looking Watcher, T-rexler, and Elijah Jeong, the leader. 

A bluish energy, which I assumed was their souls, drained out of the dying bodies.

The Watchers… they were said to be spiritual parasites living off human souls, right? 

Like Bicorn, they probably weren’t truly dead, but at least they were neutralized.

“W-wait, wait! Wait a second!”

Bicorn, with blood dripping from his nose, made a ‘stop the violence’ gesture.

“We can still negotiate! If you help me with Gandharva…”

“Hey, you’ve been through a lot, haven’t you? Don’t worry. I’ll finish you off with one hit this time.”

“I’m the only one who truly understands you humans! The only one who can love your true nature!”

Bicorn screamed, unable to contain his anger any longer.

“It was awful meeting you. Let’s never meet again.”


I swung the club down onto his head. 

Bicorn collapsed, bleeding, without even a final scream.

“Ehbbbt.”

Oh, his eyes have rolled back.

Bicorn, who had taken over Ha Sang-jin’s body, died like that. 

I didn’t feel any guilt since Ha Sang-jin was top-tier trash anyway.

-It’s over.

Gandharva, who had been watching her father’s pathetic struggle in real time, approached me. 

Now, all that was left was settling things… 

But surely, she wouldn’t betray me here, right? 

After all, she is her father’s daughter.

-It’s done. I’ve achieved everything I wanted. You must have fulfilled your goal too. Now send me to my colony, Aphras.

Unlike her father, Gandharva was pretty ethical.

“Alright.”

I’m not the type to backstab unless the other party makes the first move. 

Even if she’s a villain and part of Bicorn’s spawn, I don’t really care about the alien species suffering under Gandharva’s rule in Aphras. 

Why should I worry about beings I’ve never even met when I’m busy enough looking after my own?

For all I know, Gandharva might actually rule Aphras well.

“Just make sure you keep your promise not to come back to this world.”

-Breaking a promise is for the dishonorable. I always keep my word.

Well, she’s certainly more godlike than her father, even if she’s only half-god. 

I nodded, then focused my power on Bicorn’s relics.

The method to reverse summon Gandharva is simpler than you’d think. 

I just needed to inject a certain amount of Bicorn’s power into her body, and she’d take care of the rest with her own abilities.

Thanks to Bicorn’s excessive gifts, I had more than enough of his power. 

And since I didn’t need to sacrifice anything of my own, I did it right away.

Whirrr~!

Both relics trembled simultaneously, releasing Bicorn’s power into Gandharva.

It’s strange that I can still use Bicorn’s power even though he’s gone. 

Maybe it’s because he’s alive somewhere?

-Hmm…

As if fully charged, Gandharva let out a soft hum as her body began to turn translucent. 

She was being reverse summoned.

“Goodbye.”

I waved once to the slowly vanishing figure. 

All in all, it had been a satisfactory deal. 

Gandharva was comparable to my former temporary ally, Vietnamese gang boss ‘Nguyen Dinh Phuc.’

“Phew, I can’t do this twice.”

The amount of power needed for the reverse summoning was more than I expected, and I felt drained. 

Still, I couldn’t stay in this place filled with corpses. 

I slipped out before any of the remaining employees of Lollipop Tower arrived.

……I wonder if there are CCTV cameras here? 

That makes me nervous. 

I’ll need to clean up the mess a bit.

“What’s going on…?”

“Obey me.”

“Ugh.”

I brainwashed the woman who had guided me earlier.

“Delete the CCTV footage and burn all the bodies. Oh, and if possible, burn down the whole basement.”

With the chaos caused by the cultists, aliens, and Bicorn spawn, I just needed to get rid of the evidence. 

Lollipop Tower was almost destroyed by the alien attack anyway, so there wouldn’t be too many people suspicious of it.

The problem is the bodies of Elijah Jeong and the Hero League… but that’s something the Korean government will have to handle.

If I were part of the government, I’d cover it up as much as possible. 

Why stir up unnecessary trouble?

“Yes, master.”


Watching the brainwashed woman head down to the basement, I left Lollipop Tower.

“…Just one thing left?”

It’s legendary that even after all this mess, there’s still one more thing to do.

The Unicorn Knight matter should be wrapping up soon, so I moved quickly.

“So busy, so busy.”
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Meanwhile, in the center of Gacheon City, where a great battle was unfolding.

Thud!

The Unicorn Knight’s spear pierced Nuckelavee’s heart.

“Guh…!”

Nuckelavee, with its demonic long horns growing from its humanoid upper body and horse-like lower body, collapsed, bleeding.

“Ha… ha…”

The Unicorn Knight, clad in dented and dirty armor, gasped for breath. 

It was a close victory. If the enemy had held out just a little longer, the knight would have lost, as their awakened state would have ended.

“Is… is it over?!”

From a distance, Stonefall, who had been tossed aside earlier, recited the “reviving spell for dying enemies,” but no miracle occurred.

“Well done… it was a good fight.”

Nuckelavee’s body turned to stardust and scattered, confirming its death.

“It’s really over now, right…?”

Yeji, dressed in her tattered magical girl outfit, looked anxiously at the Unicorn Knight. The knight silently nodded in response.

Their siblings, Centaur and Helhest, had been slain earlier.

The Unicorn Knight had defeated Helhest, who had lost a leg, with the help of the magical girl, Cookie Maker, the guardian dragon, and Stonefall. 

Centaur had been killed in a battle against Tessa and the heroes from the Bureau, who had provided fire support.

Now that Nuckelavee was dead, the fight was truly over.

“Thank you for your hard work. We’ll take care of the stragglers.”

Fortress, the leader of the Hero Bureau, bowed to the Unicorn Knight, his eyes filled with respect.

“Ah, thank you.”

The Unicorn Knight expressed their gratitude.

The key to their victory had been the combined strength of the Unicorn Knight and the Supervillain Sichuan, but the battle had been stabilized and brought under control with minimal casualties, thanks to Fortress’s efforts. 

If Fortress hadn’t protected the civilians with a large dome-shaped shield, the others wouldn’t have been able to focus on the fight against the Bicorn spawns.

‘Thank goodness…’

The colonial slave warriors were now panicking without their leader. 

The Unicorn Knight was nearly exhausted from the battle, and they worried they wouldn’t have the strength to chase down the fleeing enemies. 

But with Fortress offering to take care of them, the knight felt relieved.

“Just a moment.”

The Unicorn Knight moved to where Nuckelavee had fallen. 

All that remained in the stardust was one of the Bicorn relics—armor left behind.

With all the Bicorn spawns summoned through their relics now dead, only the relics remained. 

(The apostles of the cult, who were supposed to possess the relics, had sacrificed themselves.)

“Four…”

There were four pieces: the armor, one gauntlet, and two boots. 

More than half of the six relics were now in her hands. 

Although the left boot’s magical energy seemed weaker than the others, it wasn’t in bad condition.

…What she didn’t know was that Helhest and Gandharva had shared the power of one relic during their summoning, which was why its magic had diminished. 

It had also been forcibly reverse-summoned by Yoon Do-cheol, further weakening it.

‘Now, all that’s left is the Bicorn Knight…’

The Unicorn Knight, Jin Seon-ah, narrowed her eyes, shining with determination.

She didn’t know where the enemy was hiding, but with the Bicorn spawns defeated and half the relics stolen, there wasn’t much the enemy could do. 

Once she found and killed the Bicorn Knight, the holy war would be over, and the world would be safe again.

Just as she decided to rest until her strength returned and then search for the knight…

“…Unicorn Knight.”

Tessa, who had been whispering something to the magical girl Yeji, approached her.

After a moment of hesitation, it seemed she was about to call her by her real name, ‘Jin Seon-ah,’ but stopped herself.

“What?”

Tessa came closer and spoke.

“The boss wants to see you.”

The boss. 

There was only one person in the world Tessa would call that.

The owner of Happy Burger, the ruler of Gacheon City’s underworld, and her collaborator.

Yoon Do-cheol.

Normally, she wouldn’t go just because he called, but this time she owed him a great deal. 

It wasn’t an exaggeration to say they had won thanks to his help.

“For what?”

Why would he want to meet her? 

They could easily talk over the phone.

“He wants to talk in person.”

In person? 

What could he want in person? 

Was it to shake hands in congratulations? 

For her, physical contact with men was a strict taboo, but a handshake… she could allow that.

Yoon Do-cheol had done that much for her.

“Where do I have to go?”

“Follow me.”

The Unicorn Knight and Tessa soared into the sky.

“I’ll never! Ever do this again~!”

Back on the ground, as soon as the guardian dragon vanished, Cookie Maker Yoo Ji-min shouted loudly, her face covered in tears and snot.

***

“Ah, you’re here.”

Sitting and resting, I saw Tessa arrive with the Unicorn Knight.

The Unicorn Knight sat down silently, and Tessa nodded her head before sitting down as well.

The place I’d chosen to meet was Happy Burger’s first location. 

Why did I pick this place? 

Hmm, probably because it was the first place I “brought back into business” after arriving in this world. 

It held a special meaning for me.

Even when that troublemaker customer showed up, I let him leave without a scratch because I didn’t want to get blood on the floor.


“…Thanks for-“

“Enough with that. I did it to survive, and we saved the citizens of Gacheon as a bonus.”

I cut off the Unicorn Knight’s words of thanks. 

Let’s skip the formalities.

I stopped the Unicorn Knight, who was about to express her gratitude with trembling lips.

Let’s skip the formalities.

“I’m sure you’ve heard ‘good job’ and ‘thanks for your hard work’ enough times to be sick of it… I’m tired too, so can we just get straight to the point? Is that okay?”

“Yeah.”

“First, let’s make one promise.”

“What?”

“No matter how horrifying what I’m about to show you is, promise you won’t suddenly attack me.”

The Unicorn Knight, startled, suddenly stared at my lower half.

No, you crazy girl. 

Where are you looking? 

I’m not pulling out that, for crying out loud. 

What on earth are you imagining… Are you in elementary school?

“I’m serious right now.”

“…Alright. I promise.”

Maybe because I worked so hard during the recent attack, she accepted without prying further.

“Sigh.”

I took a moment to prepare myself and summoned the ‘Gauntlet of Submission,’ placing my hand on the desk.

“W-w-wha…!”

The Unicorn Knight’s brain seemed to short-circuit as she made strange noises, her mouth agape while pointing at my gauntlet.

Still, she didn’t immediately grab her spear and stab me, so that’s something. 

At least we can talk this out.

“It’s complicated to explain, but this is what happened.”

I briefly explained that the Bicorn approached me to tempt me, but I betrayed him instead. 

I added a bit of fiction to make it sound more favorable to me.

“The holy war isn’t over yet, right?”

“…Yes.”

The Unicorn Knight’s expression grew more serious, even as she calmed down.

“The war ends when the Unicorn Knight and Bicorn Knight’s battle does, right?”

She nodded silently.

“Hey.”

I met her gaze and said the next words.

“Can you trust me?”

The Unicorn Knight hesitated for a moment before giving a short reply.

“Yeah.”

See? 

This is why actions speak louder than words. 

If I hadn’t gone all out to save Gacheon City, would she have answered like this? 

It’s all thanks to me.

“You have all four relics, right? Hand them over.”

Without a word, the Unicorn Knight summoned what looked like a pocket from a subspace and pulled out the relics.

I took a deep breath and began equipping them one by one.

Clank.

When I slipped on the last gauntlet, I felt an overwhelming energy surge through my body. 

It was almost god-like.

Black energy from the relics slowly enveloped me. 

I had completed my transformation into the Bicorn Knight.

“Good. Looks like I can control it.”

I had even called Tessa, worried I might lose control, but it seemed I was fine.

Everything was ready. It was time to end this war.

I slowly approached the standing Unicorn Knight. 

I could hear her gulp nervously.

I gave her a small smile.

Don’t worry too much. 

I’m about to make a choice no Bicorn Knight has ever made.

I walked right up to her and…

“I surrender.”

I knelt in front of Unicorn Knight Jin Seon-ah.

“…!”

Her eyes widened in shock, clearly not expecting me to kneel suddenly.

“You’ve won.”

What the Bicorn Knights of the past had never done… was to officially declare defeat.

I’d heard a few things from Gandharva. 

There wasn’t a strict rule that one of us had to die for this to end. 

The war would end if either the Unicorn Knight or Bicorn Knight admitted defeat.

If all it took to end this dreadful war was for me to kneel, why wouldn’t I? 


I’d drop to my knees without a second thought.

Whoosh!

Soon after, a beam of light shot up from outside, a grand and beautiful one.

And with that, this cursed holy war was finally over.

…At last.



 
  
    Chapter 104: The Holy War (6)


A beam of light surged up, pushing away the darkness and remaining Bicorn magic from the city, stretching all the way to the sky. 

It was such a sacred and grand sight that I found myself staring in awe. 

For something created by forces fighting over purity and corruption, it was surprisingly beautiful.

“The Holy War is really over, right?” 

Unicorn Knight Jin Seon-ah silently nodded, equally captivated by the sight. 

The three of us stepped outside, watching as the beam of light rose to the sky. 

It swept away all the dark energy that had covered the city, gathering into one unified light. 

“Wow…” 

Then, just like when I first obtained the relics, the light formed into a glowing halo. 

“Is that… the Unicorn?” 

Could it be that the Unicorn descended directly, unlike the Bicorn? 

It didn’t feel as powerful or overwhelming as I expected. 

“It’s not really the Unicorn itself… more like a fragment of it. Its divinity was restored through victory in the Holy War, allowing it to reveal just a sliver of its power on earth.” 

The Unicorn Knight spoke, filled with emotion. 

Even though he didn’t show it outwardly, I could tell Tessa was deeply moved too, as his eyes subtly trembled. 

“Hmm.” 

Just in case, I dispelled all the Bicorn relics. 

Even though it was a god, and it might understand my role in all this, if not, it could attack me immediately. 

Despite the defeat in the Holy War, the relics still worked fine. 

I was receiving real-time information about the new ones I’d acquired. 

Let’s see: the armor seemed like a stronger version of the Guardian Ring, offering even better protection.

The boots allowed me to fly freely like the Unicorn Knight. 

The newly acquired gauntlet could transform into a weapon, likely serving the same role as the Unicorn Knight’s spear. 

It was good to have more ways to protect myself, but honestly, the bad outweighed the good. 

The fact that the Bicorn’s special blessings and relics were still functioning meant the Bicorn was alive somewhere. 

It also implied that this fight wasn’t completely over. 

Sure, the cult had collapsed, and I had all the relics, so the threat might not be as significant. 

But that playful god or whatever — could they use some strange power to help the Bicorn return? 

There was still a strong chance that the same battle could repeat itself. 

…Can divine beings not be killed? 

At the very least, I need to banish it from this world to feel at ease. 

With those thoughts, I was about to leave the area when…

-“Possessed one.”

Someone spoke directly into my mind. 

A being far beyond a mere demi-god like the Bicorn Spawn. 

“…Unicorn?” 

Could it be that the Unicorn itself was sending me telepathy? 

To me, the one branded a degenerate by the Unicorn Knight?

-“Not now, but I have something to tell you. Please wait a little.”

The Unicorn’s voice was mechanical and businesslike, like that of a mature woman. 

I wondered if it wasn’t the actual voice of the Unicorn but some recorded file used to communicate with humans. 

I thought it might be offering some sort of gratitude, but apparently not. 

The Unicorn only left me with those words and disconnected. 

Now that its divinity was restored and it could interfere with Earth again, maybe it had a lot of tasks to handle. 

As the shining halo in the sky disappeared, the Korean military entered the city’s center. 

They began to organize the situation alongside the heroes from the Bureau. 

I left the cleanup to them and decided it was time to head home and get some rest. 

“…Boss, I think we have a lot to talk about today.” 

“Seems like it.” 

Was she about to tell me she was a Bicorn Spawn? I already knew. 

Tessa and I left the scene. 

The Unicorn Knight bowed deeply in farewell before soaring high into the sky. 

And so, the incident was officially over. 

***

My old home had been half-destroyed by those alien bastards’ terrorist attack, so I couldn’t live there anymore. 

I ended up staying at a luxury hotel in the nearest city to Gacheon. 

For a while, the news only talked about the events in Gacheon. 

The whole world was shocked that not only were there psychics but also aliens. 

I even saw an article saying more religious leaders were committing suicide. 

“Boss.” 

Tessa finally opened up about everything that had happened while we were apart, including the fact that she was a Bicorn Spawn.

I explained to her that it was all part of Bicorn’s plan.

“Such a scheme… I had no idea. I thought the Holy War would start, and we would gain divine powers…”

“He prepared everything thoroughly. He hid how to apply his powers, called in the Hero League members… though it all went to waste in the end.”

Honestly, I have to give him some credit. 

Bicorn was a lot smarter than the image he left after being caught by the bugging device. 

Even when Unicorn had no divinity and was silent, Bicorn used the remaining divinity to plan out a grand scheme. 

Not only was his intelligence greater, but as a god, he was several steps ahead of Unicorn.

In the end, he lost because he couldn’t control the variables he created, but it wasn’t because he was completely incompetent.

If I had truly wanted to return to Earth and sincerely helped Bicorn, he would have won. 

That much is certain.

“So, you’ve become a demi-god now. Do you feel any different?” 

I asked playfully, trying to lighten Tessa’s burden.

“My senses have definitely improved. It’s like a heightened intuition, something like a sixth sense.”

She explained that she could now see phenomena or energies that would normally be invisible to the naked eye.

“Does that mean you can see ghosts now too?”

“Thankfully, no, I don’t see any.”

We spent time together, joking about whether ghosts might not actually exist, all while waiting for the Unicorn’s telepathic message.

What happened to Seo-jung and the others? 


They’re currently being investigated. 

Not because they did anything wrong, but because they were present at the scene. 

There’s a chance they might have caught some alien disease or something.

Tessa and I, thanks to the power of money and influence, got out of it easily. 

I wanted to help Seo-jung and the others, but doing so would’ve been too much of an abuse of power, so I held back. 

People these days are very sensitive to that kind of thing, so I had to be careful.

At least they weren’t in any real trouble. 

They were just resting while getting some tests done at the hospital, so I decided to think of it as a good thing.

—”I’m sorry for the delay, I had more matters to handle than expected. Have you been well?”

Several days later, the Unicorn finally sent a telepathic message. 

Unlike Bicorn, it was much more polite.

I wasn’t sure if it was always this polite or if it was trying to butter me up for some special favor, but I didn’t mind.

“Yeah, I’ve been doing alright. What can I help you with?”

I treated it like an elder, feeling awkward about being too casual with a god. 

Bicorn was a jerk, so I had no problem being rude to him.

—”First, I want to sincerely thank you for helping my knight and protecting this world. Without your help, we could not have won.”

Ah, it knows. 

Unlike that fool Jin Seon-ah, I already like it.

—”Possessed one, I wish to tell you everything about this world and about myself.”

The Unicorn quickly got to the point.

It wasn’t just saying this out of gratitude, so it must want something. 

I decided to hear it out. 

It wouldn’t lie like Bicorn did.

—”Have you ever thought that this world is too similar to your world?”

“Well, yeah, there are a lot of similarities.”

There’s South Korea, the U.S., the U.N… Gacheon City may be fictional, and superpowers, gods, and aliens exist, but despite all that, there are many similarities to Earth.

—”Have you ever thought this world is strangely illogical and full of nonsensical settings, as if it were a comic book world?”

Hmm. 

I had thought about that, but hearing it directly from a god made it feel a little unsettling.

“I suppose that’s true.”

—”This world is a planet that was modeled after your world, Earth.”

…I didn’t expect that. It’s more shocking than I thought.

—”This planet, a duplicate Earth, was created hastily about 500 years ago. The idea that the Holy War has been going on for thousands of years is a complete lie. The last Holy War was the first, and all other records were manipulated by divine power.”

“Wait, hold on.”

Ah, damn. 


That’s a lot to take in all at once.

“So, who created this planet, and who manipulated it?”

—”It was the god of play, Ishtania. She created this world, resembling a comic book, and brought life forms similar to Earth’s humans here. This world is her playground and experimental lab.”

So, she wasn’t just a collaborator but the ultimate mastermind behind it all.
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A fake world, created by a god-like being as a copy of Earth. 

Of all places, why did I have to be forcibly dragged into such a place?

I was overwhelmed by the unexpected scale of it all but kept my cool and thought it through. 

Why was Unicorn telling me all of this? 

What answer was it expecting from me? 

Could it be asking me to deal with that god, Ishtania?

Maybe, like Bicorn, it was going to claim something about “the uniqueness of an outsider beyond the rules” and make me do a similar task. 

I needed to be careful with my words from here on.

“Why did that god do such a thing?”

— “For her spiritual evolution or the growth of her divinity.”

The response came in a mechanical voice, delivered quickly.

— “I am a spiritual-information lifeform created by the god of play, Ishtania. In your terms, you could call me a program or high-performance AI. The only difference is that I am made of spirit, not machinery.”

“I-Is that so?”

…What the hell, it really is a machine?

You’d think it would hesitate to share such important information, but it just unloaded everything without a second thought. 

Is it because it lacks emotions?

— “Ishtania’s goal is to raise a powerful god. She is nearly at the final stages of success.”

“So…”

— “Yes. This planet itself exists for the experiment of my growth.”

Ah, the puzzle pieces were starting to fall into place. 

The reason Ishtania invited Bicorn to her world? 

It’s simple now.

Bicorn was intended as a sacrificial pawn for Unicorn’s growth from the very beginning.

That explains why Ishtania abandoned Bicorn at the end. 

She must have judged that he was no longer a threat.

…So now, she must be planning to summon a new threat. 

It seems the Holy War isn’t truly over.

Even as I was thinking, Unicorn continued speaking.

— “When I first looked down on this planet, I had no sense of self. I was just a puppet, moving according to Ishtania’s will. But now, it’s different.”

The previously steady, AI-like tone of Unicorn’s voice paused briefly, as if to collect itself.

— “Through interacting with the intelligent life forms on the surface, I gained a sense of self. I no longer wish for the residents of this world to suffer because of my growth.”

An AI that gained self-awareness and rebelled against its creator—more or less, that’s what this feels like.

— “This world is beautiful, and it is worth protecting. Until now, I’ve only taken a passive defensive stance, but now, I want to take this opportunity to completely sever the ties between this planet and Ishtania. For that, I need your help.”

Well, I expected that much. 

Before hearing out the details of its request, I decided to ask a few questions.

“Was Bicorn’s attempt to possess Earthlings during the last Holy War also part of Ishtania’s scheme?”

— “Yes. When Bicorn faced imminent defeat, he sought Ishtania’s help, and she gladly assisted him. My knight and I did our best, but we couldn’t stop it entirely.”

Unicorn revealed the full truth about the previous Holy War.

— “Before the possession ritual failed, Ishtania twisted the process, causing the intended possessee to be sent into another world. The ritual autonomously searched for a replacement over 500 years, and even I couldn’t stop it. That’s why you ended up coming to this world.”

“I see.”

I didn’t fully understand the specifics of what was being said, but at least I grasped that things had gone wrong, and I was brought here as a result.

“Was the person who was supposed to be possessed…?”

— “Yes, it is the person you’re thinking of. His name was definitely ‘Jimin’.”

Damn. 

I had a feeling, but it turns out it was true. 

It’s a little bitter to know that Jimin also got possessed.

I thought he’d be living a good life back on Earth.

“Do you know which world Jimin got possessed into and what kind of person he became?”

Well, at least it couldn’t be worse than being a mob boss in a third-rate superhero comic, right?

— “He became a paladin in a world destroyed by beings known as demons.”

“…Huh.”

Jimin, you poor bastard… what’s going to happen to you?

Maybe I got the better deal. 

I offered my heartfelt condolences to the guy who was probably suffering (or dead) somewhere.

After giving me such a detailed explanation of the situation, Unicorn finally made its direct request for help.

— “To prevent further interference from Ishtania, will you fight for this world? Your assistance is desperately needed.”

Honestly, I don’t want to. 

Fight a god who plays with the universe as her playground? 

The thought of it makes me want to tell them to go screw themselves.

But this wasn’t something I could dismiss lightly.

If Ishtania brings in someone even stronger than Bicorn and starts a new Holy War, I’m the one who’s going to end up getting crushed.

This isn’t really a choice. It’s more of a necessity.

— “As a reward, I would like to send you back to your original world, but that is impossible. If I, being still incomplete, try to perform such a ritual, it could cause the world to collapse. I also cannot offer any material rewards. When gods intervene in the physical world, only terrible things happen. I am truly sorry.”

So, it’s asking me to help for free?

“It’s fine. I understand. Just…”

Well, whatever. 

I wasn’t expecting any reward from the start.

“Screw it. Let’s give it a shot.”

I was the one poking around in Gacheon City, trying to save this messed-up world. 

If I’m going to do it, I might as well see it through to the end, for my own safety.

“There’s also the full set of Bicorn’s sacred relics, and with the demigod Tessa and Unicorn’s knight on our side, we should be able to manage, right?”

— “Thank you. There are many things I need to restore, so it won’t be easy right away, but I’ll look for a way to reward you somehow.”

Well, unlike Bicorn, Unicorn’s personality seems quite decent. 

It doesn’t seem like the type to suddenly betray me, so I guess that’s reassuring.

“You mentioned wanting to sever the connection between Ishtania and this world. What exactly do I need to do?”

Unicorn began explaining.

It was another long, difficult, and complicated explanation, but to summarize:

1. Unicorn and its knight severed the direct connection between Ishtania and this world during the last Holy War.


	



2. However, Ishtania is still indirectly influencing this world through another world that is connected to it. This connection has grown stronger as the Holy War resumes and mysteries awaken.


3. My task is to sever the passage that links this world to the other. That’s the only way to block Ishtania’s influence.


	



— “Since I was modeled somewhat after my creator, I can mimic her powers to a small extent. I can send you to that other world temporarily.”

I asked, just in case, but Earth isn’t connected to this world, so they can’t send me back there.

“So, I just need to go to that world, sever the passage, and come back, right? How much time do I have?”

— “If you take longer than a week, I cannot guarantee your safe return.”

So, I have a week to find and destroy the passage. 

That’s not too short, I guess.

“What kind of world is it?”

— “It’s a dimension of living cookies called Cookie Land. Like this place, it’s a world created by Ishtania.”

Wow, so it’s all connected like this. 

Come to think of it, Tessa once mentioned that Bicorn’s minions called the Cookie Dragon ‘Ishtania’s toy.’

At least it’s not a completely unfamiliar place. 

I’ll need to ask the cookie maker, another Jimin, for help.

***

— “Mm…!”

The spirits, writhing like will-o’-the-wisps, regained consciousness. 

These were the souls of the Watchers who had been defeated by Gandharva.

— “Where are we?”

— “I don’t know. I thought we were going to be banished back to our original world…”

— “It’s vast… endless. A strange place.”

— “The afterlife shouldn’t exist, right?”

The Watchers, who had cooperated with Bicorn to stage the ‘crisis’ that Ishtania desired, now found themselves floating in a pitch-black void with not a single ray of light.

The leader, who had once taken over Elijah’s body, silently observed the situation. 

Though all he could do was stare into the dark void, remaining calm helped in this strange situation.

Though they had now become simple parasitic monsters, they were once beings who harbored ambitions to rule the universe.

If not for one madman, they might have succeeded in rebuilding and reaching out into the universe again.

— “That rogue ninja.”

The Watcher leader muttered the name of his hated enemy. 

No matter what, they couldn’t let go and give up now. 

They had to find a way out.

Ding!

— “What is this?”

— “What in the world…”

Suddenly, a white, square-shaped window appeared in front of them. 

It was what humans call a “status window.”

— “Can you see it too?”

— “It seems we’ve each been given one.”

— “A window visible only to me. What a strange power.”


While everyone was examining their status windows, a message arrived through them.

Ding!

[The god of play, Ishtania, sends her regards!] 

[The god of play, Ishtania, welcomes you!]
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The Watchers were speechless. 

The God of Play—there was no way they didn’t know her. 

It wasn’t because Bicorn and Ishtania were related, but because she was the strangest deity in the entire universe.

Ishtania, the God of Play. 

Despite possessing enough power to dominate the universe, she was known for focusing on observing and toying with mortals, making her infamous as a god who could be called perverse. 

It wasn’t due to any ideology or belief—she simply enjoyed these acts, making her terrifying in a sense.

But why was such a being contacting them? 

And using something bizarre like a status window to do so?

…Could it be because her divine rank was so high that direct communication was impossible? 

Were they, once revered as gods on another planet, utterly incapable of dealing with her?

The leader of the Watchers, now filled with ominous thoughts, waited for the next message.

[The God of Play, Ishtania, seeks your cooperation.] 

[The God of Play, Ishtania, offers to return you to your original world and grant you greater power than what Bicorn had proposed.]

Though the offer was cloaked in the language of cooperation, it was clear that they were being coerced. 

Their souls were trapped in this dark space—if they refused, they might be torn apart.

‘…There’s no other option anyway.’

They had no way to return to their original world, and even if they did, they couldn’t defeat their enemy.

-“Alright, we’ll cooperate.”

The leader of the Watchers made the decision. 

They spoke with honorifics, mindful of the unpredictable nature of this being. 

Normally, they wouldn’t show respect, even to a god like Bicorn, but this was a completely different level.

The fact that they couldn’t sense any trace of power here spoke volumes. 

If it had been an ordinary divine entity, no matter how well-concealed, their divinity would have leaked out—like Bicorn’s magic or the Unicorn’s holy power.

As beings who had transcended their mortal forms, the Watchers had ascended to a higher realm. 

Binding them required divine power or something of equivalent strength. 

Yet, in this space, they felt nothing—making it impossible to find a way to break free or resist. 

That was why the Watchers quickly succumbed to fear.

[The God of Play, Ishtania, is pleased.]

The messages continued.

[The God of Play, Ishtania, whispers that she will show you how to return to your original world.] 

[The God of Play, Ishtania, reveals that she has prepared new bodies for you to use there.]

It wasn’t likely that Ishtania was using an intermediary to send these messages—she was communicating directly. 

Yet the way she used words like “whispers” and “reveals” felt bizarre. 

It was almost like a child playing a role.

As her name suggests, could Ishtania see all of this as just a game? 

The Watchers couldn’t show it, but they felt an unsettling sense of discomfort.

…New bodies?

[The God of Play, Ishtania, confidently states that she has prepared powerful artificial bodies for you.] 

[The God of Play, Ishtania, discloses that these bodies are normally reserved for her champions and holy knights.]

So, all they had to do was return to their original world and accept these artificial bodies she had prepared?

[The God of Play, Ishtania, nods.]

…Is that really all there is to it?

Their goal was to return to their original world, defeat the rogue ninja who had banished them, and gain the power to do so. 

This seemed like a deal that offered Ishtania nothing.

[The God of Play, Ishtania, assures you that this is the only condition.]

+-“Weren’t you trying to defeat the Unicorn and its knight?”

The Watchers had overheard bits and pieces while working with Bicorn, though they didn’t know that Ishtania’s true goal was the Unicorn’s spiritual growth.

They could tell that Ishtania wanted them to face the Unicorn in opposition.

[The God of Play, Ishtania, says that such a confrontation will happen naturally.]

Did she believe that the Unicorn and its knight would stand in their way when they tried to return to their original world? It made sense—they wouldn’t want to leave any seeds of doubt.

However, there was one more thing that worried the Watchers.

“Until we obtain the new bodies, we won’t be able to wield much power. We could take over human bodies, but that won’t be enough to fight the Unicorn Knight.”

“Moreover, the Unicorn has regained her divinity. Fighting her in that world, even if it’s possible elsewhere, won’t be easy. And the Bicorn and his minions, who could have opposed her, are gone.”

[The God of Play, Ishtania, laughs.]

Moments later, something appeared in the status window.

[Divine Name: Bicorn 

Titles: Black Beast of the Night, Great Stallion, Seed Sower, Virgin Conqueror 

Level: 12 (In terrestrial form) 

Species: Sacred Beast/God (Lower Dimension Deity) 

Dominated Worlds: 15 (Current status unclear) 

Powers: Bicorn’s Magic, Domain Proclamation, Brainwashing, Relic Creation, Corruption]

Another status window followed.

[Divine Name: Ishtania 

Titles: God of Play, Goddess of Love and War, Destroyer of the Ancient Deities 

Level: ?? (In terrestrial form) 

Species: Potamia God/Primordial Deity (Higher Dimension God) 

Dominated Worlds: 3500+ 

Powers: ???, ????, ????, ???…]

Suddenly, information on Bicorn and Ishtania appeared.

Though the meaning of these “levels” wasn’t clear, the gap between Bicorn and Ishtania was obvious.

[The God of Play, Ishtania, tells you not to worry.] 

[The God of Play, Ishtania, encourages you to focus solely on your goal.]

Was it confidence, or just indifference to whether they succeeded or failed?

“Alright, let’s do it.”

After a brief hesitation, the Watchers decided to ally with this mysterious being. 

They had no other choice. Though it might just be a game to Ishtania, to them, it was their last chance.

***

Several hours had passed since they had spoken to the Unicorn.

[You heard what Lady Unicorn said, right?]


A message came from the Unicorn Knight. 

It seemed that after talking with the Unicorn, she had gone to meet Jin Seon-ah.

Well, that was expected. 

Something this serious couldn’t be handled by just me and Tessa alone. 

I figured they’d involve Jin Seon-ah too.

I told her it was fine and that we’d get to work starting tomorrow, but the Unicorn Knight seemed to have more to say.

[…Can you come out for a bit?]

“What’s up? Is it important?”

I was planning to relax today since things would get busy tomorrow, but suddenly she was calling me.

[Yeah. Probably.]

“Probably?” 

If it’s important, just say so! That sounds ominous.

“You’re being shady. Are you about to propose or something?”

[Cut the crap and come out already! Stop talking nonsense.]

Her polite request quickly turned into a demand. 

I wasn’t particularly busy, and I had a feeling that dragging my feet wouldn’t end well, so I agreed to go.

“Fine. Where do you want to meet?”

[The alley behind Happy Burger’s first branch. Oh, and come alone.]

The first branch alley? 

She chose an unusual spot. 

It’s a busy area, so wearing armor would definitely attract attention. 

But more importantly…

“Alone? Why?”

[Just come. There’s a reason.]

What was she planning? 

I had some ideas, but given the timing, it felt a bit ominous. 

It was almost as if she was setting up a death flag, right before the final battle.

I messaged Tessa, telling her to come help if I didn’t respond in a few minutes, then headed to the Happy Burger alley.

You might think moving alone was dangerous, but I was wearing the full set of Bicorn relics. 

Nothing short of a major threat could harm me now.

Vroom!

It had been a while since I last drove myself.

The chauffeur who used to drive me had retired, wanting to spend time with his family. 

After facing death a few times, he had a newfound appreciation for life, or so he said.

He didn’t want to accept a raise or even more time off. 

Honestly, it was a wise decision. 

Staying on as my driver wasn’t likely to bring him any good fortune.

“Feels kinda lonely.”

It wasn’t just driving—I hadn’t been alone in the car in a long time. 

Even though he hadn’t been chatty, I’d gotten used to the chauffeur’s humming or Tessa’s occasional coughs.

Enjoying the rare solitude, I parked in the alley and waited. 

After a while, I saw a figure approaching.

“Hello… No, I mean, hi.”

It wasn’t the silver-haired knight, but Jin Seon-ah, dressed in casual clothes.

I blinked in surprise.

“I thought it was about time. Think of it as a sign of trust.”

Her words were brief, leaving a lot unsaid.

“Actually, I’m the Unicorn Knight…”

She started speaking with a serious expression but then suddenly frowned.

“Heh.”

I had tried to hide it, but she caught me stifling a laugh.


“You… Tessa told you everything, didn’t she?”

Jin Seon-ah’s face flushed.

“You’re right.”

I had figured it out before Tessa said anything, but I didn’t feel the need to deny it.
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“Ah… seriously…”

Jin Seon-ah covered her face with both hands, looking embarrassed and annoyed.

Well, I get it. 

She finally worked up the courage to reveal her identity, only to find out I already knew. 

If it were me, I’d feel humiliated too.

“Think of it as a sign of trust~.”

I mimicked what Jin Seon-ah had said earlier. 

I couldn’t help but tease her, especially after she had spoken so seriously. 

It was like she was about to reveal some deep secret about her origins.

“Stop it, seriously.”

“So, are you going to speak casually now?”

Jin Seon-ah had been using formal speech when she was pretending to be just an ordinary person, or more specifically, when she was acting like Seo-jeong’s older sister. 

Now, she was suddenly speaking informally. 

It seemed like she’d decided to drop the formalities.

“…We’re not that far apart in age. I’m still in my twenties, too.”

Jin Seon-ah pouted as she gave some weak excuse. 

Does she think being in your twenties makes everyone friends?

“Five or six years is a big age gap, though.”

As a proud man of the East, I couldn’t let this slide… Not really. 

I was just teasing her because I felt like it.

I mean, I’ve done so much for her. 

I’ve always helped her, even gave her sister a hefty salary. 

I was the one who saved her during the Bicorn Spawn attack.

Helped evacuate civilians, found the Cookie Maker and the Magical Girl, took care of the mastermind Bicorn…

I didn’t fight directly, but I did almost everything behind the scenes. 

So, I think I’ve earned the right to tease her a bit.

“Then, should I call you ‘oppa’…?”

What nonsense is this? 

Ugh, that sounds creepy.

“Never mind. It’s silly to be formal at this point. Let’s just drop the formalities. But make sure you explain it well to Seo-jeong, okay?”

Seo-jeong is sharp. 

If she notices that we suddenly switched to informal speech, she’ll get suspicious.

“Got it.”

“Is that all you needed?”

“…Yeah.”

This is so awkward. Not that we weren’t awkward before, but now that she’s revealed her identity, it feels even more awkward. 

I can’t even think of a proper analogy for this.

In moments like these, there are only a few things a Korean can say.

“…Have you eaten?”

Since it felt weird to just leave, I figured I should at least offer her a meal.

“No, not yet.”

“Then let’s have dinner together. Call Seo-jeong too.”

“Seo-jeong’s busy with Mina’s broadcast…”

Wait, what? 

A broadcast? 

You mean that Burger-chan or whatever it’s called?

“She’s doing a broadcast after everything that’s happened? You should’ve stopped her.”

“I tried, but she insisted, saying people were waiting for her.”

“Unbelievable.”

Is she addicted to streaming? 

At this point, I feel like Seo-jeong has fully become Burger-chan.

“Alright, then just the two of us can eat.”

Tessa had already said she was eating, so it felt awkward to invite her. 

Besides, we’ll meet again tomorrow, so it’s better to just eat quickly and head home.

“Just the two of us? For dinner?”

Jin Seon-ah muttered with a flustered expression.

Ah, here we go again. 

That Unicorn mindset is acting up again. 

She’s acting like I just asked her to spend the night together or something.

“What’s the big deal? We had dinner together the first time we met too.”

“That… that was because of Seo-jeong!”

“Then let’s just say we’re eating now because of what’s happening tomorrow. A quick strategy meeting before Cookie Land.”

“Does that even make sense…”

“I don’t care. You walked here, right? Get in the car. If you don’t come soon, I’ll leave you behind. I came out here without even eating dinner because of you.”

I cut off Jin Seon-ah’s grumbling and headed toward my parked car.

A few moments later, I heard the sound of her footsteps reluctantly following behind me.

“Let’s eat here. I’ve been here a few times when I was bored, and the food’s decent.”

“You eat at fancy restaurants when you’re bored?”

“What else is money for? Might as well spend it on something like this.”

We headed to a restaurant in a nearby city and ordered their most popular dishes. 

It was close to closing time, so despite not having a reservation, we got seated without a wait.

“So, you’ve been treating Seo-jeong to meals like this every weekend while I was gone?”

I’ve bought her plenty of meals since I got back, but she conveniently left that out.

“Of course. She’s the teacher’s daughter, so it’s the least I could do.”

I was still sticking to the story that I considered their father my mentor. It’s a little late to reveal that we don’t really know each other.

It seems like Unicorn didn’t tell her I’m a possessor, so I’ll continue playing the role of Yoon Do-chul.

“…Thanks. You’ve been playing the role of an older brother for me, since I couldn’t be a proper sister.”

“No need for thanks. If anything, thank Seo-jeong for growing up so well without straying from the right path.”

Although, her obsession with Burger-chan makes me wonder if she didn’t stray a little.


“When did Tessa tell you the truth about me?”

Jin Seon-ah asked while chewing her food.

“A few months after I hired her, I think?”

“You barely knew each other for a few months, and she told you everything… I guess she must’ve really hated me.”

She said it so casually.

“Hated? Isn’t that too soft? It was more like hatred. If I hadn’t stepped in, the two of you would’ve torn each other apart.”

In the original story… no, in the foretold future, that’s how it went. 

Since Tessa’s true identity was a Bicorn Spawn, it might have been a close fight.

She could have even overtaken Ozymandias, the Bicorn Knight, and claimed the final boss’s position.

“…Without your help, everything—Seo-jeong’s situation, Tessa—would’ve been a total mess.”

She was pouring out compliments, something she didn’t usually do.

Anyone overhearing might think she was heading to her doom.

This is the kind of thing you need to interrupt midway. 

Otherwise, the atmosphere just gets gloomy and overly serious.

“Enough with the confession. If you’re grateful, just treat me better from now on. And stop calling me a ‘filthy man whore.’”

“That was only once! I only said it once, on the first day!”

“Really? I guess the emotional scar was so deep that the word flashes before my eyes every time I see your face. It still baffles me. ‘Filthy man whore.’ How does that make sense after everything I did for your sister?”

“I… I said I’m sorry!”

I continued teasing her as we finished our meal. 

I didn’t realize it when she was the stern Unicorn Knight, but she’s actually pretty fun to mess with.

Afterward, I dropped Jin Seon-ah off in front of Seo-jeong’s house.

“See you tomorrow. Oh, by the way, Ji-min doesn’t know anything. What are you going to do? Just show up in armor?”

“That’s the plan. We’re meeting at your building, right? No one else will be around.”

“Okay. I’ll make up some excuse for Ji-min, so don’t worry.”

I had already contacted the Cookie Maker. 

I told her that the alien forces that had attacked the city might come through Cookie Land to invade Earth, and asked for her help. 

She agreed.

I hope everything wraps up smoothly, but that’s probably not going to happen, right? 

That goddess of mischief is bound to interfere.

***

“Oh, hello, boss! …And the knight and bodyguard?”

Cookie Maker Yoo Ji-min greeted me, Tessa, and Jin Seon-ah, who was disguised as the Unicorn Knight. 

Since we’d met once before, the atmosphere wasn’t too awkward.

“Wow~! This place is huge and nice.”

Yoo Ji-min looked around the building and giggled. 

It was an innocent, country-girl kind of laugh.

“I’ve got all the machines we need ready.”

I smiled gently back at her.

This was the baking studio I had rented, and here, we were going to create a gateway to Cookie Land.

It wasn’t a metaphor—it was a literal gateway made of cookies. 

We needed to make a door out of actual cookies.

“Normally, summoning Cookie Land would be the best way, but there are some restrictions~! The cookies told me it might be possible if we create a doorway to Cookie Land!”

That’s what she said.

Once Yoo Ji-min opened the door, Tessa, Jin Seon-ah, and I would go in, cut off the goddess’s interference, and come back. 

Yoo Ji-min had to stay behind to keep the door open, so she couldn’t join us.

I had considered bringing the Magical Girl too, but since she’d been brainwashed and imprisoned by the Bicorn Cult for so long, her mental state was unstable. 

I didn’t want to risk bringing her along and having her freak out.

“Alright, just wait a moment~!”

Humming a tune, Yoo Ji-min started baking. 

She looked carefree, without a hint of worry.

…It was definitely the right call not to tell her this was a matter of world survival. 

If she knew, her hands would’ve been trembling with anxiety.

Several hours later…

“Ta-da! It’s finished! Now, if you just open it…”

Creak-!

As soon as the cookie door opened, a strange light flashed. Inside, a dimensional portal formed.

“I had already informed the cookies, but just in case, take this bread and show it to them! They’ll recognize it as my work!”

“Thank you.”

Holding the freshly baked bread, we stood before the dimensional portal.


-The dimensional rift has been loosened. You can enter now.

Normally, outsiders wouldn’t be able to enter, but with the help of the Unicorn, we had managed to find a way.

“Let’s finish this quickly.”

The three of us stepped through the portal.
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Whoosh!

With a strange sound, my body and the two women were sucked into the dimensional portal. 

A distant light appeared, and soon enough, we found ourselves standing on solid ground.

Ugh, feeling a bit queasy.

It was such a bizarre experience that I was momentarily speechless. 

When I possess something, it’s just a matter of closing and opening my eyes, but this dimensional portal thing is different. 

Maybe it’s because when you possess something, only your soul or mind moves, while in this case, it’s your whole body.

-What’s this? 

-Intruders? Guests? 

-Let’s get rid of them!

The cookies, seeing us, started running toward us excitedly. 

We had been summoned inside Cookie Land.

“We’re guests, guests!”

I quickly raised the bread Yoo Ji-min gave me. 

The bread, still warm even after crossing dimensions, seemed to convince them.

-Huh?

-This is bread baked by Ji-min! 

-They’re guests!

The cookies, who had been rushing at us, now cheered with joy at the sight of the bread.

These guys get excited about everything. 

It feels like I’ve wandered into a land of lunatics rather than Cookie Land.

I explained to the cookies that we had come at Ji-min’s request and would only be staying for a short time.

-Really? So, you’re tourists!

-Let’s ride the Cookie Ride together! 

-No way! If you’re in Cookie Land, you’ve got to see the Cookie Tower first!

-I prefer the Cookie Bumper Cars…

-And second is the Cookie Carousel!

Ugh, they’re making me dizzy. 

How does Yoo Ji-min handle this?

“No, no, it’s fine. We’re just staying for a short while.”

I calmed down the overly enthusiastic cookies and sent them on their way.

“Where do we go now?”

We need to quickly sever the connection between Yoo Hee-shin and this world.

Given the current circumstances, I had no choice but to take charge, but I’m really more suited for sitting at a desk or sipping whiskey at home. 

I hate direct combat.

All I can think about is finishing this mission and going back to Earth… well, to the duplicate Earth, to rest.

-I’ll guide you.

With the help of the unicorn acting as our guide, we slowly made our way to a place the cookies called “the plaza,” a spot where the Cookie Tower was clearly visible.

Ding! Ding! Ding!

A bell rang three times from the wall of the Cookie Tower. 

At the same time, twilight descended upon Cookie Land.

“…?”

As we stood there puzzled by the sudden phenomenon, all the busy cookies halted as they gazed at the sunset.

-I can still give you a proper tour…!

Even the cookie that had been following us eagerly stopped in its tracks. 

Its chocolate eyes, nose, and mouth twisted into a strange, eerie expression.

Moments later, every cookie turned toward us, their expressions equally distorted.

-It’s Yoo Hee-shin’s doing. She’s noticed we’ve entered this dimension. She’s controlling the residents of Cookie Land to attack us.

“Looks like we’ll have to fight.”

The moment I heard the unicorn’s warning, I summoned all the Bicorn relics. 

A helmet, armor, and gauntlets attached themselves to my body.

“Tsk.”

“So, it’s not going to be that easy.”

Tessa and Jin Seon-ah also prepared for battle. 

Tessa summoned her beautiful wings and took to the sky, while Jin Seon-ah raised her spear, gathering an energy called holy power at its tip. 

Both were fully ready for combat.

-Kiiill them.

The cookies, who had been smiling earlier, now spoke in deadly serious tones as they charged at us.

As Tessa fired projectiles and Jin Seon-ah infused her spear with divine energy, I decided to test out my newly acquired power.

Whooong!

The gauntlet I had just obtained trembled and transformed into a scythe. 

This was the Bicorn Knight’s primary weapon—the Bicorn Scythe.

…Ha. 

Of course, it had to be a melee weapon. 

I’d much rather stay back and fire guns or cannons.

While most of the cookies were distracted by Tessa’s interception or fighting Jin Seon-ah, a few still sought an opening—and that opening was me.

“Ah, my luck…”

Shing!

I swung the scythe toward the cookies. 

The Bicorn’s dark energy coated the scythe, slicing through their cookie bodies.

But there’s no time to celebrate. 

There were still plenty of cookies, and the ones I cut down were already regenerating. 

These cookies were worse than zombies with their ability to recover.

The only saving grace was that, individually, they weren’t very strong, so they weren’t too much of a threat. 

But even that didn’t matter anymore.

-My name is Malaku. I have come here not for victory but for salvation.

From behind the Cookie Tower, a massive dragon emerged. 

This was Cookie Land’s strongest protector, the Guardian Dragon.

It was twice the size of the one I saw on duplicate Earth. 


Did it bulk up on steroids or something?

-It’s an artificial spirit created by Yoo Hee-shin, also known as Ishtania. 

The unicorn explained.

-That spirit was modeled after a god from another world who dealt Yoo Hee-shin a humiliating defeat. Like the original, it’s designed to become several times stronger within its own domain.

Damn it. 

So that means it’s insanely powerful in its own territory. 

This is going to be a hassle.

-I am Keron, the Necromancer Cookie! The dark superstar hated by all! I may be small, but I’m pure evil!

“Shut up!”

Slash!

I sliced the cookie that had come right up to me, babbling loudly, and shouted to Tessa and Jin Seon-ah.

“Handle them for now! I’ll find the connection point!”

“Understood!” 

“Got it!”

Since I’m not used to superhuman battles, I wouldn’t stand a chance against something like that. 

Better to let the battle maniacs handle this.

-We must stop him from proceeding.

-Wakari mashita, Master.

I cut down the cookie blocking my path and followed the unicorn’s guidance. 

I tried flying using my boots, but the mana consumption was higher than expected, so I came down and ran instead.

I might need my energy for later.

Boom!

Behind me, the battle raged on like a war. 

The Guardian Dragon was fending off both the Unicorn Knight and Bicorn Spawn. 

It was blocking their attacks with its massive, sturdy body while raining down cookie-made lightning and firing jelly-like breaths. 

It looked ridiculous at first glance but was incredibly threatening.

“We’ve arrived!”

We reached the location the unicorn indicated. Looking around, I saw two dimensional portals.

“…Are there normally two connection points? Which one should we destroy?”

Something was off. 

Why were there two portals, both identical to the one we came through to Cookie Land?

-This is bad.

For the first time, the unicorn, usually so methodical and robotic, sounded quite flustered.

“What’s going on? Keep it simple, please.”

If this gets too complicated, I’ll be the one struggling. 

And time is of the essence.

-Yoo Hee-shin has transformed the connection points into dimensional portals. She couldn’t have done it alone; she had help.

“Help? Do you know who?”

-Judging by the type of magic used, it’s likely the Watchers. It seems they opened two dimensional portals with Yoo Hee-shin’s assistance.

The Watchers. 

The ones who possessed the Hero League’s bodies and aided Bicorn’s plan. 

I had hoped they were dead after Gandharva’s attack, but of course, they’re back to cause more trouble.

-One portal connects to the world the Watchers came from, and the other to the world Bicorn came from. The Watchers have returned to their world.

“What do we need to do?”

-To forcefully close the portals, you need to go inside and destroy the portal connected to this dimension. That will send everything that came through the portals back to their original worlds.

“So I just need to go in and break it?”

-Yoo Hee-shin and the Watchers likely tampered with the coordinates. You won’t be able to go straight to the location of the connected portal.

“Then…”

-You have one week to find and destroy the connected portals, the gateways between the two worlds. If you don’t, you won’t be able to escape Yoo Hee-shin’s grasp.

“Ugh.”

Going to two different worlds to destroy the portals within a week? 

That sounds impossibly difficult.

-What will you do?

I just want to go home and take a nap.

-Returning to the duplicate Earth is also an option. I’ll respect your decision.

So I should give up everything and go back, waiting for the second Holy War? 

No thanks.

“Let’s go to the world the Watchers went to.”

I’ll deal with the most immediate threat first. 

The world where the Watchers are scheming seems more dangerous than Bicorn’s destroyed home world.

I’d like to bring Tessa and Jin Seon-ah with me, but they were too far and busy holding off the Guardian Dragon. 

Leaving them here feels a bit wrong, though.

-Don’t worry. Time flows differently in this dimension and that world. One day here is a month there.

The unicorn assured me that we’d be back quickly enough.

“What are my chances of defeating the Watchers?”

-If Yoo Hee-shin doesn’t personally intervene with her divine power, your odds are above 70%. Few can defeat someone using divine artifacts like you.


“And what’s the likelihood of Yoo Hee-shin using her divine power?”

-Low. She dislikes doing anything that causes her a loss.

Then I’ll just have to handle this quickly.

-Enter the portal on the left.

I headed toward the world where the Watchers had gone.
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With a dazzling array of colors, my body was transported to another world.

“Ugh.”

It’s my second dimensional transfer in a day, so I feel a little queasy.

“If I do this a third time, I might end up puking.”

I took a deep breath and surveyed my surroundings. 

It was an empty, barren field. 

Did the gods or Watchers mess with the coordinates to purposely drop me in a strange place?

“Hey, Unicorn, are you watching?”

-Of course, but since this world is far from the replicated zone where I reside, please be aware that responses may be delayed, and I won’t be able to communicate as frequently as before.

“I understand.”

So, I won’t be able to stay in touch as often. 

I’ll have to contact you only during important moments or when I need to check on Tessa and Jin Seon-ah.

I started walking. 

I didn’t know what kind of place this world was, and flying right away might make me stand out to enemies.

Unicorn had mentioned that with the Bicorn artifact in my possession, few beings could defeat me, but “few” didn’t mean “none.” 

Getting noticed by a powerful figure in this world wouldn’t do me any good.

A little while later, Unicorn sent me a telepathic message.

-This is a world known as the “Watcher’s Realm.” It’s a base world where the Watchers, who had grown in power, attempted to begin a conquest of the universe. However, the original inhabitants successfully rebelled and completely freed themselves from their grip.

It explained it all so clinically, like a textbook. 

Does it have an encyclopedia only gods can read? 

But more importantly…

“…A conquest of the universe? Did the Watchers really have that kind of power?”

Wait, Unicorn. 

Didn’t you just say earlier that my chances of victory were overwhelmingly high? 

What’s this about universal conquest? 

The scale sounds completely different now.

-No. The universe is vast, and there are many beings far stronger and more sinister than the Watchers. Their attempt to conquer the universe was halted by the rebellion of the natives and otherworldly beings they summoned, and even if they had tried, they likely would have failed.

Ah, so they were just overconfident, biting off more than they could chew. 

A bunch of pretentious thugs, basically.

“Stronger, like Yoo hee-shin?”

-Yes, that’s correct.

Unicorn provided even more information. 

To sum it up…

The world’s name is the Watcher’s Realm. 

It was ruled by the Watchers for a long time, but now it’s freed by its native inhabitants. 

In terms of Earth’s technology, it’s around the medieval era.

It’s home to monsters, and things like magic and sword masters exist, so it feels like your standard medieval fantasy world. 

Apparently, other beings from different dimensions have been here too, like myself.

“Is it possible to track the location of the dimensional gate?”

-Not yet. We need to get closer to its location before I can trace it.

Finding a dimensional gate in a world I’m visiting for the first time? 

Not easy.

-If this world is influenced enough by Yoo hee-shin to open a dimensional gate, there should be native followers of hers. Find them. They’ll likely know the location of the gate or the whereabouts of the Watchers.

At least I have a lead.

‘Quest: Find Yoo hee-shin’s followers, kill the Watchers, and close the dimensional gate.’

….or something like that. 

First, I need to track down those followers.

I headed to the nearest village. 

I was expecting monsters to appear, but I didn’t encounter a single one on the way.

“anjdi, wkftodruTek. djeltj dhkTwl?”

The villagers mumbled as they spotted me. 

The language was foreign, and I couldn’t understand a word.

-I’m analyzing the native language. 

Translation will be available soon.

“Oh, where are you from? Are you a lost noble?”

After listening to the villagers for a bit longer, I started understanding them.

“What an unusual outfit. Who are you?”

I ended up talking to a plump middle-aged woman, who seemed to be the village chief. 

She didn’t show any fear or suspicion towards strangers.

…Honestly, it felt more like she was trying to be friendly, probably because she was impressed by my looks.

“Yoo hee-shin? Ishtania? Never heard of them. Are they some new religion? If you’re curious, go to the city and ask around. Folks here were born and raised here, so we don’t know much.”

“Where’s the biggest city?”

If I’m going to go, I might as well head to a large city, like Seoul or Gachon City.

“Neo-Neo Solitron. I’ll give you a map. And… if you don’t have a place to stay, you can spend the night at my place. It’s warm.”

“No, thank you. I appreciate the map.”

Stay the night? 

With you? 

Hell no, I’ve got standards.

Anyway, thanks to the overly friendly village chief who seemed starved for male attention, I got both information and a map. 

I headed towards the city with the ridiculous name of Neo-Neo Solitron.

“This should be far enough.”

As night fell, I summoned the artifact and flew to shorten the journey. 

It was my first time flying, so I thought it’d be tricky, but the boots moved exactly how I wanted them to, making it easy.

“Urgh.”

Still, I couldn’t escape motion sickness. 

After flying low for a bit, I arrived at the city in just one day. 

Exploring another world? 

Yeah, no time for that.

I went straight to the nearest inn and asked if I could stay the night without any money.


Of course, I chose one run by a girl who looked pretty decent by my standards. 

I mean, if I’ve got nothing else, might as well use my looks, right?

“We’re fully booked, but I might be able to find you a room. What? You don’t have money? Well… as long as my parents don’t find out, you could secretly stay in my room for the night. How about it?”

Despite arriving late, thanks to the kindness of the innkeeper’s daughter, I spent a warm, cozy night.

“Yawn.”

After a passionate night, I woke up feeling much stronger, with my Bicorn power having increased.

Damn, now I finally feel like a Bicorn Knight.

It was a win-win for both of us: I got to relieve some stress after a long time, and the innkeeper’s daughter seemed pretty satisfied too.

“It’s an old outfit my dad used to wear. Do you want to put this on before you head out? People will think you look suspicious walking around dressed like that.” 

The innkeeper’s daughter, who had been hiding under the blankets, handed me the clothes, but the strong scent of an old man was too overwhelming, so I politely declined and left the inn. 

I can take my time finding clothes. 

Maybe I should look for a clothing shop run by a lady? 

“Hmm.” 

At times like this, I’m glad I got reincarnated into a handsome, well-built body. 

Being good-looking is a universal advantage. 

“The Goddess Cult, right…” 

I got some information from the innkeeper’s daughter. 

Apparently, a cult called the ‘Goddess Cult’ has emerged in the past few years. 

The public opinion isn’t great, but it’s slowly expanding its influence. 

For now, I plan to head to the headquarters of the Goddess Cult to investigate and look for any Watchers or dimensional gates. 

I entered the bustling plaza, hoping to gather more information about the cult or, if possible, make contact with one of its members. 

“Hmm.” 

A large statue in the center of the plaza caught my eye. 

It depicted a man in a black martial arts uniform and mask, and for some reason, his appearance seemed familiar. 

“…A ninja?” 

What’s this? 

Why is there a ninja in a Western fantasy world? 

Did some other reincarnated person or dimensional traveler do this? 

I was momentarily distracted by the oddity. 

“Your attire is quite peculiar. Are you perhaps part of a theater troupe?”  

A chubby man approached me. 

I glanced over his clothes. 

He looked like someone who had both money and information, though I couldn’t tell if he was a noble or not. 

Getting on his good side might be useful. 

“Ah, no, I’m not part of any troupe.” 

I answered with a polite smile. 

“Is that so? Then, you must be from another country.” 

“That’s right. People have been quite curious about my attire.” 

Let’s just go with the foreigner story. 

“Then this must be your first time seeing the statue of the rogue ninja. It’s one of our city’s most famous landmarks.” 

Rogue ninja? 

The mention of that word reminded me of a crazy psychopath classmate I once knew—a self-proclaimed rogue ninja candidate named Shin Noh-bin, who once brutally beat up my friend Jimin. 

Could it be? 

…No way. 

The Shin Noh-bin I knew died years ago in a car accident on Earth. 

There’s no way that rogue ninja could be him. 

It’s probably just some other reincarnated person who liked ninja cartoons. 

“The rogue ninja is a hero among heroes who shattered the conspiracy of the Red Whale Tower Master and the Watchers, plunging the world into chaos. He’s even compared to ancient warriors, if not greater.”  

The chubby man, lost in nostalgic memories, suddenly began explaining the statue without me even asking. 

“A legendary figure, huh?” 

“Indeed, a living legend. And he happens to be a close friend of mine.” 

“…Really?” 

If this rogue ninja is actually a reincarnated person, they might be able to help me. 

I should try to befriend this guy. 

“My name is…” 

What should I call myself? 

Let’s just make something up. 

“I’m Bicorn. May I ask your name, sir?” 

I decided to borrow Bicorn’s name. 


Why not? 

“Ah, I forgot to introduce myself. I am Ernst Satton, a true artist, writer, former adventurer, chairman of the Oculum Protection Association, and owner of the Irgal National Theater.” 

The chubby man extended his hand toward me. 

His smile looked a bit sleazy.
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“Are you interested in theater by any chance? I see great potential in you.” 

The man who introduced himself as Satton leaned in close to me. 

Potential? 

Yeah, right. 

It’s probably just because I’m good-looking, and he wants to recruit me as an actor. 

Since he said he’s the owner of a theater troupe, that checks out. 

“Haha, I do have a little interest.” 

For now, I’ll play along and get close to this guy to learn more about that so-called rogue ninja. 

I don’t have all the time in the world, so I’ll invest today and maybe tomorrow in finding out the ninja’s whereabouts. 

If he refuses to tell me, I’ll just use the ‘Gauntlet of Obedience’ to force the information out of him. 

There might be side effects, but who cares? 

This isn’t just about our world—it’s about the fate of this world too. 

A small sacrifice like this fat Satton guy, who’s clearly no saint, is worth it. 

“I’ve always been a fan of theater performances.” 

“Is that so!?” 

I threw out some lines he’d like. 

After all, since my reincarnation, I’ve watched enough plays to make anyone sick of them, all in preparation to play the role of the ‘Ally of the Unicorn Knights.’ 

I even hired a few famous actors as my acting coaches, which helped me learn how to maintain a poker face, feign sincerity, and act natural in everyday situations. 

“Haha! You’re quite knowledgeable! That’s rare!” 

“Haha, I’m honored.” 

“This won’t do! You must come see one of our troupe’s performances! I’m sure you’ll love it!” 

And so, I followed Satton to watch a play.

-“Rogue ninja… I do not regret my actions. I am… ‘Justice.'”

-“That arrogance will also fall before my ‘conviction.'”

-“Is it possible? I am Jade Hall, the Master of Illusions. My body is made of ‘order.'” 

It was a play about the rogue ninja’s exploits, but… well, how should I put it? 

It felt outdated. 

Compared to the advanced technology, storytelling, and direction of 21st-century theater, the dialogue was bland and childish. 

“……” 

It wasn’t easy pretending to enjoy it. 

Maybe it’s been a while since I’ve had to flatter someone. 

It feels like just yesterday I was a mob boss and CEO, living large. 

The real highlight, though, came after the play when a singer took the stage. 

“Hello~! I’m Muka, the bard~! Did you enjoy the play~? I’m here to perform a lovely song before the memory of the play fades~!” 

“Today’s song is~! The Coachman of Goldon!” 

“I am~! The Coachman of Goldon~! Tun~ dundundun~ tun~ dun~ Not the coachman of Tellas~! Not the coachman of Lenghel~!” 

I swear, I was going insane. 

The art standards of this world must be the complete opposite of Earth or the copy-Earth. 

Otherwise, there’s no way they’d show something this awful in such a big theater. 

After that torture ended, I finally got to sit down with Satton over drinks and have a deeper conversation. 

“Hahaha! I completely agree! You and I are really on the same wavelength! You even look just like me when I was younger! I could swear we’re soul twins!” 

“Haha.” 

This guy was casually flattering himself, but at least I had won him over. 

Fortunately, he was an easy mark. 

“By the way, about that rogue ninja…” 

“Ah, yes! My soul friend!” 

Everything with this guy is “soul” something. 

“Is it possible to meet him? Since you’re such close friends, I imagine you see him often.” 

“Of course! Though he’s always busy with world peace, if I, Satton, ask him, he’ll come running!” 

He hesitated, so they’re probably not that close. 

No matter. 

As long as they’re acquainted, that’s enough for me. 

“Could I meet him too?” 

It’d be easier to catch the Watchers with his help. 

From what I gathered from the play and Satton’s stories, the rogue ninja seems to hate the Watchers too. 

“Haha, as I said, he’s busy with world peace. You can’t just meet him whenever you want—” 

“What if the fate of the world depends on it? 

I cut him off before he could finish. 

This wasn’t just some offhand remark. 

A regular person might dismiss this as nonsense, but someone like him, who creates dumb plays and babbles about ideals, would likely take it seriously. 

Of course, words alone wouldn’t be enough. 

I summoned the Bicorn relic. 

Vwoom! 

The full set of Bicorn knight armor materialized around me, radiating magical energy. 

“If I told you that I’m a hero from another world, here to save this one, and that I need the help of the legendary rogue ninja to defeat the great evil, would you believe me?” 

Satton’s mouth fell open. 

His eyes were burning with awe. 

I knew it. 

This is exactly your thing, isn’t it, you overgrown kid? 

After a bit more conversation, I got Satton to promise that he’d contact the rogue ninja for me.

***

On the third day of my stay in this otherworldly “Watcher’s Domain,” a man and woman dressed in black martial arts uniforms came to find me. 

Saying “came to find me” might not be accurate. 

They had been using some strange power to blend into the surroundings, like chameleons, and had been watching my every move. 

“I know you’re there, so you might as well come out.” 

After obtaining the full Bicorn relic set, my perception had transcended that of a normal human. I couldn’t see their forms, but I could sense something moving.

“You’re not an ordinary person, are you?”

With a swish, the man who had been hiding revealed himself. 

He had a red band tied around his head and was quite large. 


Naturally, he was wearing a ninja outfit.

“Are you the rogue ninja?”

“No, I’m the Master Ninja who leads the Yongjugol ninja village.”

Yongjugol? 

Master Ninja? 

What kind of ridiculous setting is this? 

Is this world, like the replicated Earth, stuck in a B-grade comic universe?

“What were you doing, hiding like that?”

“I heard you say the world is in danger. I was merely observing to see if that was true.”

“You could’ve just asked me directly.”

“…Is it true that the Goddess Church has allied with the Watchers to bring about the end of the world?”

“Of course.”

Other ninjas also slowly appeared from the shadows. 

There were about 20 of them. 

Quite a lot.

The ninjas stared at me. 

After a few moments of silence, the so-called Master Ninja spoke.

“The rogue ninja wants to meet you. You’ll need to come with us to Yongjugol.”

“Fine.”

“Yongjugol is a hidden village. No one is allowed to know its location. You’ll move with us, but your eyes and ears must be sealed.”

“Okay.”

I was wearing the Bicorn armor, which provided better protection than a guardian’s ring. 

Even if they tried to harm me, it wouldn’t be easy.

I followed the ninjas to the hidden ninja village called Yongjugol.

“You can open your eyes now.”

When the blindfold covering my eyes was removed, we were in a ninja village built inside a cave.

A man in black clothes, a woman knight in golden armor, a woman ninja in white robes, and a tin-can robot were all staring at me.

“Nin-nin.”

Seriously?

The guy in black was probably the rogue ninja. 

He had this slightly insane look in his eyes.

“He just looks like an ordinary Asian… Tribo, is he really from another dimension?”

“Based on residual two-dimensional energy, he certainly seems to have crossed over from another world.”

The tin-can robot responded to the rogue ninja’s question.

“Where are you from?”

Nodding, the rogue ninja drew his sword and pointed it at me. 

Though it was sheathed, I could feel the strong energy from it. 

He was definitely stronger than me in my current state.

I answered.

“I’m from Earth, specifically Korea.”

Considering all this ninja and Yongjugol business, it seemed like they were earthlings too—probably Koreans. 

Revealing where I came from should work in my favor. 

Normally, it’d make them feel friendly, right?

“So you came from the world of apes. A truly ‘fucking handsome yellow monkey,’ huh?”

“Yellow monkey.” 

He says. 

He didn’t seem particularly pleased to hear that.

“Is it true that you’re a warrior from another world?”

I nodded and summoned the full set of Bicorn relics.

“Armor I obtained after defeating an evil villain.”

I wasn’t lying.

The rogue ninja’s eyes twitched slightly.

“Orphe, is he a friend or relative of yours? He uses the same powers.”

“That can’t be. He’s probably just using armor with similar magic engraved on it. Also, why would you call out my name? Doesn’t that make my helmet useless, you idiot?”

The woman knight in golden armor shook her head at the rogue ninja’s question. 

I guess her armor could also be summoned similarly.

“Hmm, I see. But there are a lot of people named Orphe, right?”

“It’s exactly like that, Orphe. You gave me that name, didn’t you? There’s only one of me in the world.”

“Nin-nin.”

The knight sighed, as if this wasn’t the first time something like this had happened.


With the ridiculous “nin-nin” speech, the odd anti-social vibe, and the slightly crazy, icy look typical of a sociopathic maniac…

…?

“Wait… are you Shin Noh-bin?”

I couldn’t help but ask the rogue ninja. 

Was the psycho who broke Jimin’s teeth… you?
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“What?!”

At my words, the rogue ninja made a strange sound. 

He didn’t just make noise—he literally jumped in surprise. 

This ridiculous overreaction was so typical of Shin No-bin.

“You… what are you?”

The rogue ninja, raising his sword higher, asked.

Since he wasn’t denying it, it had to be Shin No-bin. 

Even if his appearance had changed, his signature way of speaking and acting was unmistakable. 

It’s only natural he wouldn’t recognize me since I look pretty average.

“Do you remember Jimin?”

“Jimin… that’s a name I haven’t heard in a long time. He’s the minor who had his teeth broken for insulting a man’s dreams, right?”

He’s remembered it in his twisted way. 

Objectively, Jimin was the victim.

“Is that guy doing well?”

“Uh…”

I suddenly couldn’t find the words to answer the rogue ninja. 

After all, I’d heard from Unicorn that Jimin had been reincarnated into a world destroyed by demons. 

If I hadn’t known that, I could’ve laughed and told him Jimin had become a shut-in because of him.

“Well… it’s a complicated story, so let’s just say yes.”

It’s not something I could explain here.

“More importantly, what happened to you? I thought you died after getting hit by a car. I even went to your funeral with my classmates. Your sister cried a lot.”

I didn’t really want to go, but I got dragged along with friends. 

A lot of kids had suffered because of him, not just Jimin. 

We all wanted to confirm whether the maniac had actually died, so we went in a group.

Though our reason for going wasn’t pure, we didn’t cause trouble at the funeral. 

We quietly paid our respects and left.

“Hmm. I can’t even imagine that heartless ape crying. Tell her I’m living on, having completed my mission.”

No, I can’t go back to Earth either.

It’s been almost 10 years, and this guy hasn’t changed a bit. 

Maybe he hasn’t really changed at all… Still, achieving his dream in another world is impressive in its own way. 

I can respect that.

“By the way, who are you?”

You’re only asking that now?

“I’m XXX, Jimin’s friend. We were in the same class back then.”

“Oh, you’re that delinquent. I didn’t kill you because you weren’t a yakuza.”

Delinquent? 

Just because I was friends with kids who liked motorcycles doesn’t mean I was a delinquent.

“Pfft.”

Even though this guy’s a maniac, it feels good to talk to someone from Earth again. 

I didn’t realize it, but it’s giving me a boost. 

So this guy’s still living like this, even as an adult.

“No-bin, you had friends back home?”

“What do you take me for? Of course I had friends.”

The woman knight, called Orphe, spoke in surprise, and Shin No-bin lied through his teeth. 

So, in this world, he’s called No-bin.

“Uh… sure, I believe you.”

Orphe slowly took off her helmet, which disappeared into some kind of subspace like my Bicorn relics. 

Beneath it was a sharp, intelligent beauty with blue hair. 

Her gaze toward Shin No-bin was warm.

“Oh…?”

So, he’s even got a girlfriend? 

And she’s this pretty and smart? 

Wow, this guy’s really made it in another world.

“If that’s the case, then the lie you told about the Goddess Church working with the Watchers must be true.”

Shin No-bin cleared his throat and looked at me with serious eyes again.

“Yeah, I swear on Jimin’s teeth.”

“Not exactly reassuring. Anyway, we’ve sent people to gather information too. They should be arriving soon.”

Shin No-bin crossed his arms and waited for someone. 

Ten minutes passed.

No one came.

“…Just wait a little longer.”

“Sure.”

I sat on the ground to wait. 

After another hour, some unfamiliar ninjas finally arrived.

“Super Ninja Runox, why are you so late?”

“Apologies. I wanted to gather solid evidence.”

The female ninja, called Runox, bowed her head in front of Shin No-bin. 

A Super Ninja, on top of the Rogue and Master Ninja? 

This world just has everything, doesn’t it?

“We found items in the Goddess Church’s temple that appear to belong to the Watchers. It’s clear that they are plotting together.”

“Hmm.”

Shin No-bin nodded.

“I believe you now, delinquent. You really are a warrior from another world.”

The title “Warrior from Another World” still doesn’t feel familiar to me.

“When are we leaving? I’m kind of on a tight schedule.”

I brought in the rogue ninja because I wanted to ensure victory, but I don’t have much time left. 

I’ve already wasted three days.

“Don’t worry. We’ll depart immediately.”

Bwoo-!


The tin-can robot, called Tribo, blew a mechanical horn. 

Ninjas hidden all over the cave gathered, fully armed, and lined up behind me.

“The Goddess Church has joined forces with the evil Watchers! It’s time to annihilate them!”

“Uwaaah!”

At the end of Shin No-bin’s short speech, a thunderous roar erupted.

“Huh.”

There are actually people who sincerely follow this madman. 

I’m speechless.

On Earth, he was a psychopath, and in this world, he’s the strongest ninja? 

What a life.

“Nin-nin!”

Whether they cared or not, the ninjas enthusiastically shouted “Nin-nin!” and moved like the wind. 

It seemed they were planning to storm the headquarters of the Goddess Church right away. 

These guys were seriously relentless, a real no-holds-barred group. 

I liked it.

“Delinquent, are you coming too?”

“Of course.”

For some reason, my chest swelled with excitement. 

I wasn’t the type to get easily excited, but everything was so strange and entertaining that I couldn’t help it. 

It felt like I was one of the heroes in a crossover superhero movie.

With the help of my long-lost Earth friend, we headed toward the base of the villains, the Goddess Church. 

The Watchers… they were in for a big surprise.

***

“Ugh.”

“Who goes there?!”

Thunk!

Shurikens embedded themselves into the heads of the guards at the entrance of the Goddess Church. 

The ninjas moved swiftly, infiltrating the church’s interior.

Thunk! 

Thud!

I had expected the ninjas to assassinate stealthily, but I was wrong. 

They stormed in with reckless abandon, smashing and killing everything in their way.

“An attack! We’re under attack!”

“Those guys… ninjas?”

“How did they know and get here so quickly?!”

The Goddess Church’s soldiers, flustered by the blatant assault, moved in disarray but were no match for the ninjas. 

Even the ones who managed to hold out were soon turned into corpses by Master Ninja, Super Ninja, and the second rogue ninja (as Shin No-bin claimed the female ninja to be).

“Hyaah!”

Orphe, who I assumed was Shin No-bin’s lover, was also impressive in battle. 

In her golden armor, she rampaged like a human tank. 

At this rate, I could just sit back and watch.

Ah, when I first arrived in this world, I worried about how I’d fight. 

Now, I’m just grateful. 

I’m no combat leader or boss—how well could I fight, really? 

It’s better to leave this kind of thing to killing machines like them.

“Rogue ninja…! You’ve come to interfere again!”

Just as we were devastating the Goddess Church’s headquarters, men and women in shining holy armor appeared.

At that moment, I noticed Shin No-bin’s eyes, who was watching with me from behind, gleaming eerily. 

It looked like he was using some sort of psychic power.

“They’re Watchers.”

They’ve already taken on physical bodies? 

If we had been any later, it could’ve been disastrous.

“It’s the Holy Knights!”

“The Goddess’s warriors have come to defeat the enemies!”

The Goddess Church soldiers, who had been losing ground, regained their morale, but from my perspective, it still wasn’t looking good for them.

“Rogue ninja! We’ve lured them here!”

The Watchers, disguised as Holy Knights, weren’t here to fight us. 

They had been caught trying to escape.

Sling!

Shin No-bin unsheathed his sword, called the “Ninja Blade.”

“Watchers… I’ve killed so many of you already, and yet some of you still remain. Whatever you were plotting, it’s over now.”

With that, Shin No-bin leaped into the air.

“Wajabot!”

His battle cry and movements were ridiculous, but his sword emitted a transcendent energy.

“!”

The biggest Watcher tried to block Shin No-bin but didn’t last long. 

Before three clashes of their swords, the Watcher’s head hit the ground.

Shwooo~!

Just like with the Gandharva incident, the Watcher’s soul tried to escape from its body, but…

“-You can’t escape from the rogue ninja.”

With glowing eyes, Shin No-bin grabbed the soul and stared at it intently.

-Kaaahhhh!

The soul screamed as it disintegrated.

Shin No-bin had acquired this ability after defeating the Sixth Demon King (according to him), allowing him to destroy souls.

He could even take down immortals who had transcended their physical bodies.

It seemed like an overpowered ability, but there were more limitations than I thought. 

As he explained, he had to destroy the body quickly and grab the soul before it could escape. 

It was kind of like a balance patch.

“Ugh…!”

“Damn it!”

The Watchers’ expressions darkened as they watched their comrade’s soul be annihilated. 

Including the one who died, there were six left. 


Last time, I saw seven.

Did one of them manage to sneak away?

I used the power of my boots to soar into the air. 

I’d leave the fighting to them and go find the dimensional gate and the remaining Watcher.
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I flew around, surveying the Goddess Church headquarters, searching for the dimensional gate and the last remaining Watcher.

“Found it.”

The dimensional gate was locked tightly in a basement. 

Naturally, I sliced through the lock with Bicornside.

“Should I destroy this?”

I had heard that dimensional gates could only be destroyed by divine power or something equivalent. 

Since Bicornside held Bicorn’s divine power, it should be possible. 

I pointed Bicornside at the gate and asked the Unicorn, who was likely watching me.

-This isn’t a gate connected to the replicated Earth or Cookie Land.

“What did you say?”

-The coordinates of the gate have been changed. And it hasn’t been long since the change. It’s now connected to the world where Bicorn came from.

There are traces of the Watcher passing through the gate. That was also not long ago.

…So the Watchers we’re currently fighting with Shin No-bin were just stalling for time?

“Hmm.”

Right after Shin No-bin and I attacked the Goddess Church headquarters, they changed the coordinates of the gate and fled to Bicorn’s world? 

Why? 

It can’t just be to bother me; they must have something else in mind.

Well, no point in overthinking it now. 

What’s important is this: the Watcher who escaped through this gate is probably the leader and the one controlling Elijah Jeong’s body. 

The fight will only end once I take down Elijah Jeong.

“I guess I’ll have to follow them.”

Closing the gate can wait until all the threats are removed. 

Without the Watchers or the Goddess Church, even the God of Play can’t do anything.

Just as I was about to step through the gate, someone spoke up.

“Is that the dimensional gate?”

Shin No-bin had somehow found his way to the basement, covered in blood.

“What about the Watchers?”

“They’re all dead.”

That blood must belong to the Watchers. 

This guy’s always been good at fighting, so I’m not surprised.

“One of them escaped, so…”

Just as I was about to say, ‘I’m going to chase them,’ a sudden idea flashed through my mind.

“Can we bring him along too?”

I pointed at Shin No-bin and asked the Unicorn. 

Shin No-bin had the ability to destroy souls. 

If the God of Play tries anything, he might be able to counter it.

Besides, I hadn’t brought Tessa or Jin Seon-ah, so I needed another warrior. 

I’m useless in combat, and Shin No-bin is just as strong, if not stronger, than them. 

He should be fine.

-It’s possible. However, the time I can safely return you to the replicated Earth may be shortened.

“That’s fine.”

A minor penalty like that doesn’t matter. 

I just need to kill them quickly and return.

“By the way…”

I quickly explained the situation to Shin No-bin. 

Without even thinking, he responded.

“Nin-nin.”

“Yeah, I get it. Just hurry up and let’s go.”

“Aah.”

How am I supposed to understand him when he just says “nin-nin” like an idiot?

“If Orphe sees this, she’ll probably try to stop me. Let’s go quickly.”

He sounded like a husband trying to avoid his wife scolding him for doing something reckless. 

In any case, he agreed without hesitation.

“Let’s go.”

With Shin No-bin, I passed through the dimensional gate to Bicorn’s world. 

Damn, this is chaos. 

It really feels like a multiverse in total disarray.

When we arrived, all I saw was wasteland. 

Given how much time had passed since this world’s destruction, nothing was left.

“How do you plan to track them?”

Shin Ro-bin, who seemed to realize we wouldn’t get any clues from just looking around, shook his head in frustration.

I didn’t know either. 

Wandering around this wasteland was a dreadful thought. 

There were no clues or anything to go on.

-There’s another dimensional gate nearby. I’ll guide you.

“Oh.”

Luckily, there was another gate nearby, and thanks to the Unicorn, we were able to find it. 

I flew, and Shin No-bin ran in a ninja stance until we arrived at the gate.

But this gate looked different from the ones I’d seen before. 

It was bigger and seemed unstable. 

It looked like it had been made for some gigantic creature to pass through.

-This…!

The Unicorn, despite being artificial intelligence, sounded shocked.

-I sense Bicorn’s energy.

“Bicorn?”

I had suspected it since this was said to be Bicorn’s world, but did he really escape here? 

After losing the holy war and being pushed back by the Unicorn, I guess he had no choice but to flee home.

-He lost all his divinity in the last holy war and became mortal. He can’t open a dimensional gate on his own. The God of Play must have interfered.

“Hah.”


It seemed like the God of Play was not only manipulating the Watchers but also coaxing Bicorn again.

“Was this dimensional gate created recently too?”

-The gate itself has existed for a long time. Judging by the markings on it, it was created by a being called Shamisir. It seems Bicorn repurposed her gate.

Shamisir. 

That must be the name of some divine entity I don’t know.

“Where does this gate lead?”

-It connects to the world created by Shamisir. That place is…

The Unicorn paused briefly before continuing.

-It’s the world where the one the God of Play and Bicorn tried to summon during the last holy war is possessed. It’s called ‘Shamisir’s Land.’

“…!”

So that’s the world where Jimin is.

-The Watcher who fled from the Goddess Church headquarters also used this dimensional gate to go to that world. What will you do?

What else? 

I’ll follow them.

“Do you become a mortal if you lose your divine status?”

-Yes.

Good. 

All I have to do is go, kill Bicorn and Elijah Jeong, and end this once and for all. 

And maybe if I have some time left, I’ll check on Jimin, assuming he’s still alive. 

He’ll probably be shocked to see Shin No-bin too.

“The situation has gotten a bit strange.”

I explained the situation briefly to Shin No-bin.

“As long as we can kill them, it doesn’t matter, right?”

He didn’t seem to fully understand, but he still looked eager.

Shamisir’s Land—a world that was said to have been destroyed by demons. 

With that in mind, Shin No-bin and I stepped through Bicorn’s dimensional gate.

The place we arrived at was a city filled with collapsed castles and houses. 

Since the destruction seemed recent, traces of civilization were still intact. 

We moved carefully, but after walking for hours, we didn’t encounter a single demon.

“What’s going on?”

-Based on my analysis, it seems that the native inhabitants and the possessed individuals have defeated the demons. There’s no trace of their foul energy.

“Ah…”

Just as Bicorn was defeated on the replicated Earth and the Watchers were driven out of the Watcher’s Domain, it seemed the possessed individuals here had done well too. 

This also increased the chances that Jimin was still alive.

“Can we track the dimensional gate?”

-No, it’s too far.

So it’s up to me to find them.

“The demons have been defeated. We should find the survivors and get help.”

“Nin-nin.”

We started searching for a group of survivors. 

Judging by the castles and houses, it seemed like a medieval-level world, but there must still be some kind of shelter or refuge. 

Maybe the possessed individuals had rebuilt a stronghold after defeating the demons.

“Intruders!”

Before long, we found a group of survivors.

“Calm down.”

They were cautious when they saw us in our black uniforms and armor, but after we removed our armor and started talking, they opened up. 

Of course, it wasn’t just talking that won them over. I gave them some preserved food I had collected during my travels. 

As for Shin No-bin, that useless jerk just wandered around kicking up dust. 

Seriously, he’s only good in fights.

“I heard that the god the people of the Tribal Alliance worship, Malak, defeated the demons and ended the war.”

A young girl, who seemed to have fallen for me at first sight, answered my question.

“There are lots of paladins gathered there too.”

“I see. Could I get the location and a map of the Tribal Alliance?”

“The place is called Symphonia Castle, and here’s the map.”

The girl handed me an old, tattered map. 

She said it was fine since they don’t really use it anymore. 

She could give it to me because she was the daughter of the survivor group’s leader.

“Thanks.”

I gave her a charming smile and set off with Shin No-bin toward the Tribal Alliance.

“Since there are no demons, I’ll just fly there. You can’t fly, so grab onto my waist or something.”

“Nin-nin.”

Shin No-bin and I flew through the air while the Unicorn guided us.

-This way.

A few hours later, we arrived at the Tribal Alliance.

It was a well-maintained castle with weapons and guards. 

Unlike the crumbling castle where the previous survivor group lived, this place gave off the strong impression that civilization was being rebuilt.

“What’s this?”

“Are we under attack?”

“Hey, there’s something weird in the sky!”

Paladins in armor similar to the Watchers were infusing their weapons with mystical energy as they guarded against us. 

These were the Earthlings who had become possessed in this world because of the God of Play.


There was a way to talk to them.

“Eiffel Tower! Pyramids! Statue of Liberty! Taj Mahal! Great Wall of China! I’m an Earthling too!”

I shouted out all the things that any Earthling would recognize. 

For the possessed, this is always the perfect trick.
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“What?” 

“Those guys mentioned the Pyramid and Eiffel Tower!” 

“Stop the attack! They’re Possessed!”

The moment the tension among the paladins eased…

“That guy! Is he imitating me like Isaac!? The black armor has a patent under Kozaburo-sama’s name!”

One of the paladins, wearing black armor similar to mine but with a completely different design, suddenly spouted nonsense. 

“Shut up and be quiet!” 

A short-haired, feisty-looking female paladin scolded him. 

I was observing this farce when…

“Stop right there!” 

A huge man, looking like a barbarian, appeared leading an army. 

Half of them were barbarian warriors, and the other half were medieval soldiers. 

“Chief Kanto. They’re paladins too.” 

The highest-ranking female among the possessed (paladins) approached the barbarian leader. 

She had long platinum blonde hair, looking almost like a noblewoman. 

Even though the man in black armor looked stronger, the woman’s charisma was clearly above his. 

She seemed like someone born to rule. 

“Ah, paladins! What great reinforcements! Welcome to the Tribal Confederation! Haha!” 

The man called the chief laughed heartily and approached us. 

Clearly, he wasn’t a possessed one but a native. 

Possessed people can’t give off this kind of vibe.

I could have exchanged pleasantries, but I didn’t have much time. 

“Are you the representative of the Tribal Confederation, Chief Kanto?” 

“Representative… not quite. But I am the supreme commander of the Confederation Army! Why do you ask?”

I spoke in the most serious tone possible. 

“I need to meet with the representative of the Tribal Confederation. It’s a matter of life and death for this world.” 

Let’s get to the point quickly.

***

After some time and various procedures, Shin No-bin and I were able to meet with the representative of the Tribal Confederation. 

“So, what is it?” 

He looked like an Asian man in his mid-twenties, wearing clothes resembling those of a primitive tribal priest. 

Next to him was a tall, fair-skinned beauty who looked like a Western model. 

She was even taller than Tessa or Jin Seon-ah, who were already big women. 

The aura of a strong person radiated from her. 

‘Alpha female’ would suit her well. 

“You are…” 

Honestly, the woman looked more like the representative than the man. 

Her charisma was just on another level. 

“Yes, I am the representative of the Tribal Confederation and the agent of the Wind God Malak. My name is Sanz.”

I had heard a rough explanation from Chief Kanto and the paladin princess known as Dina. 

Why is this man the only one with an Asian appearance in this medieval fantasy world? 

Apparently, it’s because the god Malak granted him this privilege. 

As a result, unlike other possessed people, he can live in his earthly form. 

I’m not sure if that’s an advantage or a disadvantage. 

Unlike the other paladins, this man’s body looked completely ordinary. 

“I am Rakeda, the protector chosen by the Wind God.” 

After Sanz finished speaking, the woman beside him introduced herself. 

Rakeda? 

That’s a peculiar name. 

It’s not short for “rice cake,” is it?

“Possessed. Be respectful when speaking to Sanz-sama. You have been granted a rare audience, so do not act rudely.”

Her stance was intense, as if she’d chop off my head if I insulted Sanz. 

Even though she was looking right at me, she still acted like this? 

Either she’s not into men or she’s already committed to someone. 

Either way, she seems tough as nails.

“Nice to meet you. My name is Yoon Do-cheol, and this is Shin No-bin.” 

I had heard from Chief Kanto that the protector was a demigod. 

Since she’d been a demigod for a long time, she must be stronger than Tessa. 

Since she’s definitely stronger than me, there’s no point in picking a fight. 

I introduced myself briefly and explained the situation in a nutshell.

“…So, you’re saying the God of Play didn’t summon you?” 

“Yes. We came here with the help of a god called the Unicorn, in order to destroy the evil god Bicorn and the monsters called Watchers that the God of Play has summoned.” 

“Ishutania… I knew something was off. So she had hidden plans all along.”

It seems this man, Sanz, had also been harassed by the God of Play at some point. 

His expression grew serious. 

“The god you’re chasing, Bicorn, is referred to as a demon here.” 

The woman, Rakeda, who was standing close to Sanz, spoke. 

“Years ago, gods from a destroyed world invaded this one. Stripped of their divine powers, they became mere mortals. We fought against them and eventually won.” 

Sanz followed up on Rakeda’s explanation. 

So that’s what happened. 

When those beings known as demons came to this world, did Bicorn slip away to the Replica Earth? 

What a sneaky bastard.

“And those monsters called Watchers aren’t new to me either. They’re creatures that steal bodies and take over minds, right?” 

“Yes, that’s right. It’s called Soul Theft.” 

I responded to Sanz’s question, recalling the term I’d heard from the Unicorn.

“There was a native of this world who learned the Soul Theft technique from them. A powerful necromancer, more tenacious and insane than the demons. He was my final opponent.”

Sanz sighed after saying this. 

A necromancer? 

Suddenly, I remembered a brief encounter with a certain cookie in Cookie Land. 


“I’m Necromancer Cookie Karon! The dark superstar that everyone hates! I’m small but super evil!” 

Come to think of it, the name “Malak” doesn’t sound unfamiliar either. 

“My name is Malaku. I am here not for victory but for salvation.”

…Wait, was the world the God of Play tried to mimic this one? 

-Yes.

The Unicorn answered quietly. 

Wow, what a vile woman. 

Ishutania must be a clingy, dark, brooding type. 

“Alright. Let’s cooperate. Let’s kill Bicorn and the Watchers.”

Sanz, after a brief moment of thought, nodded.

“Before that, we should probably get to know each other’s abilities. That would make things easier, right?”

Oh, this guy, Sanz, actually has a bit of a brain. 

I was thinking the same thing.

“Alright, I’ll go first.”

I nodded and briefly explained my abilities, like mind control, flight, and summoning Bicorn-side.

“Is it my turn now?”

After explaining his own abilities, Sanz shifted his gaze to Rakeda.

“As you can see, my body isn’t suitable for combat, so Rakeda, my protector, will fight on the front lines alongside you. Rakeda, could you briefly explain to them?”

“Understood.”

Rakeda, with eyes full of affection for Sanz, explained her abilities. 

She didn’t have any special powers—just a warrior-type character optimized for combat.

Now, it was Shin No-bin’s turn.

“I can extinguish the souls of Yasa-yo. Any Yasa-yo that looks me in the eye can’t escape.”

“…Yasa-yo?”

Sanz tilted his head in confusion. 

I quickly jumped in.

“It means villains. It’s a term from his world. You don’t need to worry about it.”

I knew the original meaning from him, but it was too annoying, so I just brushed it off. 

What? 

Yasa-yo is short for Yakuza, Samurai, and Yokai? 

That’s absurd.

“A power to extinguish souls… hmm.”

Sanz looked uneasy. 

After a brief pause, he spoke up.

“Ah, it’s nothing. That necromancer I mentioned earlier had the ability to banish souls. It just reminded me of that for a moment.”

“Got it.”

“There are many skilled wizards in the Tribal Confederation. With their magic tools, we should be able to easily locate the portal.”

Phew, I’m glad this seems like it’ll be resolved quickly.

“I’ll call you once we pinpoint the location.”

“How long will it take? I’m in a bit of a hurry.”

Sanz had his soldiers ask the wizards.

“They said they’ll try to find it within two days.”

“Thank you.”

“It’s late. Let’s call it a day.”

With the serious young man, Sanz, ending the temporary meeting, it was over. 

Though he seemed serious, I don’t think that’s his true nature. 

I’m great at reading people. 

His kindness was clear from his tone, actions, and the look in his eyes. 

He’s probably a rare kind of benevolent ruler in a world like this. 

Normally, someone like him would die quickly, but with a powerhouse like Rakeda by his side, he should be fine.

“Nin-nin.”

Compared to that idiot Shin No-bin, Sanz is practically an angel.

We headed to a village where the paladins lived. 

We’d be staying there for a while.

“By any chance, is there a paladin named ‘Kim Ji-min’?”

I asked a paladin with the odd name “Monkey Uncle.” 

He was our guide. 

It’s his game nickname, but he just uses it as his actual name now.

“Ji-min? Oh, hold on. Let me check the community.”

Monkey Uncle, or just Monkey, waved his hand in the air. 

These guys can use a status window called “Community.”

“Hmm… there’s someone with the nickname ‘Ji-min Ji-min.’ Wanna meet them?”


Ji-min’s been using “Ji-min Ji-min” as her game ID for a long time.

“Yes, let’s do that.”

Could it be… Kim Ji-min, is that you?
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I headed to the house of the paladin with the nickname “JiminJimin” with Monkey.

The houses were lined up like official residences. 

Some of them still shone with a glossy newness, as if they had been built recently. 

Maybe they were treated well because they played a major role in the war.

‘But what’s the point of good treatment in a world where all the infrastructure is destroyed?’

I’d rather be in the replicated city. 

At least there, you have Wi-Fi, bidets, movies, and all sorts of advanced gadgets.

The people living here would probably sell their souls if it meant they could return to Earth… Or maybe not?

Anyway, while I was lost in thought, we arrived at the front gate of “JiminJimin’s” house.

“Hey, JiminJimin! I told you we were coming! It’s me, Monkey!”

Monkey banged on the door.

Creak!

The door slowly opened. 

It was a pretty tense moment.

Before arriving at “JiminJimin’s” house, Monkey had asked me….

“What should I say when they ask who’s here?” 

I didn’t give him my name.

Real name Kim Ji-min, nickname JiminJimin. 

There’s no way this isn’t my friend Ji-min.

It might be a bit childish, but I wanted to surprise them with a “surprise~!” and talk after.

“Alright, alright, knock more gently. You woke my wife up.”

A round-faced Western man opened the door. 

He looked oddly similar to the Kim Ji-min I knew, just a little bigger and way more handsome. 

The muscles were a bonus.

“Man, you’re such a wife guy!”

“Just get to the point and leave.”

Monkey teased from behind, but the guy ignored him and looked at me.

“An Asian…? Is this like Sanz’s case? Anyway, nice to meet you.”

I greeted him.

“Are you the Kim Ji-min from ○○ Middle School?”

“Yeah, that’s me. Wait… a classmate?”

JiminJimin, no, my friend Ji-min, hesitated as he asked.

He probably didn’t recognize me. 

Unlike him, there’s nothing about me—aside from being male—that resembles my old self, Yoon Do-chul. 

Not that my original body was ugly, though.

I had a face with some demand, with a sharp charm.

“Ji-min, it’s me, XXX.”

With a trembling voice, I said my real name. 

Ji-min’s eyes widened.

“W-what? You?! For real?!”

He pointed at me, shouting louder than the Monkey he had just told to quiet down.

“Yeah, man. But for now, just call me Yoon Do-chul. I’m more used to that.”

“Holy—! Whoa!”

Ji-min broke into a wide grin and grabbed my shoulders.

“So you got dragged here too?! Why didn’t you say so sooner! I’ve been using the same nickname for 10 years! Wait, did you even play this game? How’d you get that body?”

“It’s a long story. Can I come in?”

“Of course! Come in! You too, sir! Monkey, you can leave now.”

“What? I helped you find your friend, and now you kick me out? Should I report this to Si-woo?”

“Just go already.”

Monkey grumbled as he left, and I, along with Shin No-bin (who seemed to come along by chance), entered Ji-min’s house.

“I don’t have much, or actually, barely anything, but I can offer you some tea. You okay with that too?”

“Just give me some water.”

“Nin-nin.”

“Yeah, yeah. But… Nin-nin…?”

At Shin No-bin’s words, Ji-min seemed to realize the “terror” he had been oblivious to until now.

“Someone here?”

A blonde Western woman with a belly as big as a mountain came out of the bedroom. 

She was pregnant? 

Does that mean…

“You, here?”

Ji-min, smiling slyly, returned my earlier words back to me. 

He looked exactly like the somewhat goofy Kim Ji-min I knew.

“At least your teeth are still intact. Good to see.”

I said without thinking, but as soon as the words left my mouth, I realized. 

Sitting next to me was the very person who had destroyed Ji-min’s teeth.

“Kim Ji-min, long time no see. I’m Shin No-bin, your former teammate.”

Shin No-bin, who had been silent up to this point, extended his hand for a handshake.

Ji-min seemed to finally process that the man had said “Nin-nin.”

“H-huh…? Ugh…!”

Ji-min nearly screamed, but he held back when he saw his wife, barely managing to contain himself. 

Truly, the power of love. 

Or male pride, you could call it.

“S-Shin No-bin… Why are you here?!”

Ji-min forced a smile as he spoke. 

I heard the sound of his teeth grinding for a moment before it turned into clattering.

“Honey?”

His wife called him again.

“Oh, just… some old friends visiting… haha.”

“Really? I’ll bring out some snacks then.”


“No, no, don’t get up. You’re not feeling well, so just rest.”

Ji-min and his wife flailed around trying to stop each other. 

It was an amusing sight that made me chuckle.

Kim Ji-min, the shut-in otaku who only liked trashy manga like Unicorn Knight, is now a dad? 

The sun must be rising in the west.

“There’s not much, but please help yourselves.”

After tasting Ji-min’s wife’s cooking, we began our conversation.

“So, let me get this straight. You and Shin No-bin got possessed in another world, and now you’re here temporarily to capture some creature called the Bicorn?”

“That’s right.”

“I guess that makes sense. I mean, we’re in a world with demons and gods, so why wouldn’t anything be possible?” 

Ji-min chuckled, brushing it off lightly.

“So, you’re saying you became a gang boss? In the world of that superhero manga, Unicorn Knight?”

“Call me the president of Happy Burger, not a gang boss.” 

I prefer that title more.

“Man, what a crazy world. I thought this was just a game too, but it turned out to be real… So I guess even a manga could turn out the same.”

Ha, good old Ji-min. 

He’s just going to gloss over everything after hearing it all.

“Hey, I’m in this mess because of you, remember? You were the one who liked that crappy manga, so why did I end up getting possessed instead? You told me Yoon Do-chul was a villain who dies in 10 panels. Do you want me to kill you for real?”

Ji-min looked shocked for a moment but then grinned sheepishly.

“That’s what friends are for, right?”

“Cut the crap. Is that what you’re supposed to say now?”

“I don’t know, man. I’ve been through hell too, so cut me some slack. It’s not like I sent you there. Blame it all on that damn goddess, Yu-hee.”

I held myself back but gave him a light smack on the head. 

He let me hit him, probably feeling a bit guilty.

“Geez, even after getting possessed, your skull’s as thick as ever.”

“But my teeth were soft.”

Ugh, Shin No-bin. 

The guy’s seriously lacking in awareness, and it’s so uncomfortable.

After making sure his wife had gone back to bed, Ji-min glared at Shin No-bin.

“Hey, I’m not the old Kim Ji-min anymore, alright? I’ve been risking my life here, fighting demons…”

Ji-min’s forehead veins started to bulge, and I stopped him from getting up.

“Hey, he’s not the old Shin No-bin either. He’s killed people, destroyed souls, and even started his own ninja village. Sit down and don’t make trouble.”

Just stay still since you’d lose anyway. 

Unless it’s someone like that guardian woman, you don’t stand a chance. 

That’s why I brought him along.

“R-really?”

“Do you think I’d lie?”

Ji-min glanced at Shin No-bin, then quietly sat down. 

No point in picking a fight with a madman.

“I’m exhausted. I’ll go to bed now.”

After Shin No-bin went to the guest room, we resumed our conversation.

Ji-min opened a bottle of wine.

“I was saving this for a special occasion… Savor it. It’s a rare thing in times like these.”

“Tastes cheap. Wouldn’t have touched it under normal circumstances.”

“Must be because you’ve been eating gourmet food in that other world, huh? Why’d you get to go there instead of me? I could’ve been Yoon Do-chul too.”

“Ugh, your jokes are terrible.”

“Sorry, sorry. My bad. But why’s your mouth so filthy now? Is it because you lived as a gang boss?”

While catching up with an old friend, I slipped in a question I’d been meaning to ask.

“…If you could still come over to this world, would you?”

I didn’t know if it was possible. 

Even when I asked the unicorn, it was too busy to answer.

Ji-min took a long sip of wine, then asked,

“I’m a dad now. I’m not looking to fight for my life anymore.”

“I’m not asking you to help fight the Bicorn.”

The guy acted all tough earlier with Shin No-bin, but now he’s changing his tune.

“Anyway. Do you remember my favorite manga?”

“Yabankorion of the New Era?”

Ji-min nodded and spoke again.

“As long as you have the will to live, anywhere can become heaven. There’s always a chance to find happiness.”

Of course, he memorized lines from a manga. 


Typical otaku.

“I’ve got two things more precious than my own life now. My heaven is here.”

He must be talking about his wife and their unborn child.

Looking at Ji-min as he said that, he seemed… surprisingly mature.
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“Whew, I haven’t drunk this much in a while. I’m getting tipsy. I’m heading to bed. There’s another empty room, so crash there.”

Ji-min, his face flushed, stood up after we polished off the wine together.

I didn’t go to bed right away. 

I stayed seated a bit longer, thinking about what Ji-min had said.

“If you have the will to live, anywhere can be heaven… huh.”

Normally, I would’ve dismissed that as a pretentious anime line for edgy teens, but coming from a guy who’s survived in this hellish world for years, it carried a different weight.

“Sigh.”

I’d never once thought of the world I was possessed in—this replicated Earth—as a paradise. 

I valued my position and the people around me, sure, but did I like this world? Definitely not.

Even though I’d thrived as a businessman and gang boss, I still acted like it was a terrible place. 

Yet compared to this “Land of Shamishr,” it was nothing.

Why was that? 

Was it because I didn’t have anything as precious as Ji-min’s wife and child?

…No, probably not. 

I cherished the connections I made in the replicated Earth too. 

I just kept a certain emotional distance.

In the end, I’m an outsider who stole Yoon Do-chul’s body, and this is a world where the Bicorn cult and crazy villains will soon take over, so I’ve been telling myself not to get too attached.

Looking back, maybe that’s what I’d been thinking all along.

“Hah.”

I’m not usually the type to wallow in self-pity. 

Maybe it was the alcohol, or the fact that the final battle was approaching, making my thoughts run wild.

I was about to get up and head to bed before I overthought things.

— I was busy, so I couldn’t answer earlier. I’ll respond to your question now.

The unicorn spoke up.

To sum it up: it’s impossible. 

The amount of divine energy required is beyond my capability, and I don’t have enough authority to intervene in this world.

I see. 

I wasn’t expecting much anyway. 

Besides, Ji-min said he wouldn’t come even if he could.

“Understood.”

Just as the connection was about to cut off, the unicorn spoke again.

— I’ve looked into this world. It’s quite remarkable.

“…?”

This world, the Land of Shamishr, is one of the few worlds that broke free from the influence of the God of Play, Ishtania. 

The current goddess can no longer exert influence here.

“Wasn’t it Ishtania who opened the dimensional gate to send Bicorn and the Watcher here?”

— Ishtania only helped open the gate from Bicorn’s World. She didn’t interfere with the Land of Shamishr. It’s highly likely that Bicorn and the last Watcher won’t receive any help from her.

So, she helped them cross over, but they’re on their own once they’re here.

“That’s good news.”

It means there’s one less variable to worry about. 

The task just got easier.

— I’ve also found a way to completely break free from the God of Play’s interference. The reason I’ve been busy was because I was preparing for that.

“I see. So, all I need to do is kill Bicorn and the Watcher, Elijah… right?”

The unicorn stayed silent for a few seconds, as if deep in thought, before speaking again.

— You are the one most closely linked to Bicorn right now.

“…Me? Ah.”

Thinking about it, that’s true.

I possess Bicorn’s relic, infused with his divine energy, and the Bicorn magic he prepared as part of the possession.

— If Bicorn were to restore his divine powers, it’s highly likely he would do so through you. The amount of divine energy in the Bicorn relic is substantial. All of this may have been part of a scheme between Bicorn and the God of Play to lure you in.

I had two thoughts at the same time…. 

‘With Shin No-bin, who’s become incredibly strong, and the guardian of the god Malak, we should be fine, right?’ and ‘But if things go wrong, I could die, even if we win.’

I was pondering any sharp solutions.

— It’s not a perfect plan, but I have one last trump card. Would you like to hear it?

“Of course.”

What’s the point of winning if I die? 

Saving the replicated Earth? 

Sticking it to the God of Play?

None of that matters.

The most important thing to me is survival.

I stayed up all night listening to the unicorn’s plan.

***

It was the next day, around lunchtime.

“Our mages have detected the presence of the high-ranking demon Bicorn!”

An old man named Harry summoned me, Shin No-bin, Sanz, and Rakeda. 

He was the leader of the mages in the tribal alliance.

“We worked through the night, as it was urgent! I told you, didn’t I? It was worth setting up a magic detection system in case demons re-emerged! And now, it’s finally paying off!” 

Harry laughed like a mad scientist.

Judging by his bloodshot eyes, he really must have worked hard. 

He thrust a crystal ball toward us.

“The high-ranking demon known as Bicorn is coiled up in Defenden! The amount of demonic energy there is overwhelming, far beyond anything ordinary. It’s unmistakable!”

We examined the crystal ball as Harry confidently spoke. 

The area marked as “Defenden” was glowing red.

“We’ve already set up totems and altars in that region, so we can move right away.”

Sanz nodded.

As Malak’s emissary, he can use some of the god’s powers. 

Among them is the ability to teleport through totems, and it seems like that’s what he’s planning to do.

“Since the setup is temporary, we won’t be able to bring many warriors with us. At most, we can bring five.”

Rakeda, who was closely attached to him, spoke, and Sanz immediately responded.

“It’s fine. You can handle a high-ranking demon on your own. Leave that Watcher guy to them.”


“If that’s the case…”

It was confirmed that we would head to Defenden by the end of today. 

The next step was deciding who would use the totem teleport.

“I’ll go too.” 

Sanz volunteered. 

I expected him to wait here since he’s not usually the type for direct combat, but this was unexpected.

“Rakeda becomes several times stronger when I’m nearby. That’s the nature of a ‘Guardian.’ All I need is one person to protect me.”

So that’s how it works.

“I’ll stay by Lord Sanz’s side.” 

I volunteered. 

I’m not much of a fighter anyway, so I might as well guard Sanz. 

Honestly, it’s an easy gig.

And so, the team to fight Bicorn and the Watcher was set: me, Shin No-bin, Rakeda, and Sanz. 

We could’ve taken one more person if we pushed it, but we decided to stick with four for stability’s sake.

We stood on the altar where Malak’s totem was placed and teleported to the region called Defenden, where Bicorn and the Watcher awaited.

Whirr!

I blinked, and in an instant, we had arrived.

“Let’s move right away.” 

Sanz said.

“Right.” 

I replied.

“Nin-nin.” 

Shin Noh-bin chimed in.

“Remember, Lord Sanz’s safety is the top priority.” 

Added Rakeda.

Without wasting time, we moved. 

Even though we’d teleported, it would take a few minutes to reach Bicorn, who was said to be inside Defenden Castle.

“He’s nearby.” 

Rakeda said, slowing down. 

Like an animal, she perked her ears and then pointed at a location after walking a bit further.

“There.” 

She said.

At the massive mansion in Defenden Castle she indicated, Bicorn’s demonic energy was swirling.

“The demonic energy is so thick… He must’ve been a formidable entity before losing his divinity. He’s likely on par with or stronger than a Nightstalker Demon.”

Sanz frowned. 

To me, it looked like Bicorn’s magical energy, but to the people of this world, it appeared as magi, the aura of demons.

“Indeed, it’s the aura of a powerful yokai. We need to eliminate it as soon as possible.” 

Shin No-bin murmured, sensing Bicorn’s energy as well.

“Warrior of the other world, I leave the Watcher to you.”

Rakeda drew a curved sword from her waist, its blade shimmering with golden divine energy.

No one showed any signs of tension or fear. 

They seemed confident that we could win at this level.

“I’ll go first.” 

Rakeda said after receiving permission from Sanz. 

She swung her sword, sending golden energy rushing toward the mansion where Bicorn was expected to be.

Boom!

A huge explosion followed as the golden energy collided with Bicon’s magical power.

Uooooo…

The mansion collapsed, and a massive monster emerged. 

It was a towering creature, half-human and half-horse, with two large horns and glowing red eyes, staring straight at us.

No, it was looking directly at me. 

Its gaze was fixed on me.

“What’s wrong? Angry? Wanna kill me?”

Fully armored and holding the Bicornside weapon, I mocked it—a basic taunt.

“Haah!”

In the meantime, Rakeda fired another burst of golden energy. 

Bicorn blocked it by focusing his magic, but…

“Sashimi Strike!”

Before we knew it, Shin No-bin had appeared behind Bicorn and slashed him with his ninja blade. 

Bicorn let out a monstrous roar.


Oooooo-!

Looks like he’s really pissed.

“Sashimi Strike, my ass…”

Anyway, this is the final battle. 

All we can do now is hope we come out victorious.
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Bicorn’s enraged body writhed, and black creatures burst out.

Screeeeech!

These were half-human, half-demon monsters, roughly human-sized. 

It seemed Bicorn intended to clone these monstrous soldiers here. 

The people of this world were almost put in danger.

“Shin No-bin! The enemy of my clan!”

One of the larger half-human, half-demon monsters charged at Shin No-bin. 

It appeared to be Elijah Jung, the leader of the Watchers.

Rakeda fought Bicorn, while Shin No-bin faced Elijah Jung and the monsters. 

Sanz used his special abilities to support Rakeda, and I slashed through the monsters charging at us, protecting him with Bicorn’s blade.

Boom! Slice!

Explosions, slicing sounds, and the monsters’ howls and screams blended into something beyond a mere battle.

Was this what the war between the unicorn knights and Bicorn’s followers in Gacheon City was like? 

While it wasn’t my first time seeing transcendent beings fight, I had never seen it this close.

“Wow…”

I couldn’t help but be impressed. 

Their transcendent abilities were one thing, but their precise control and strategic use of those abilities were truly amazing.

It was the perfect combination of power, innate combat sense, and countless real-world experiences.

Had Jin Seon-ah and Tessa fought like this, too? 

I couldn’t see them well when they fought Malaku, as they were too far away.

Watching this, I was glad I hadn’t tried to show off to Jin Seon-ah or Tessa just because I had acquired the Bicorn relics. 

Both of them had probably spent decades training in combat at the Unicorn Cathedral, and I, despite being a gang boss, was no match for that kind of experience.

Shrrrk!

With those thoughts, I cut down the half-human, half-demon monsters charging at Sanz and me. 

Sanz stood calmly, applying various buffs to Rakeda, looking like a priest straight out of a fantasy game.

After a while…

“Got him.”

Shin No-bin extracted the soul of the Watcher from the half-human, half-demon monster and used a technique to extinguish it, his eyes gleaming.

-Kki-ee-ee-ee…!

That was the end of Elijah Jung, the last Watcher. 

There was no intervention from the God of Play, as some had feared.

It was probably because I acted too quickly. 

Bicorn must have been caught before they could put anything into action together.

‘I’m glad I allied with them after all.’

Just as I had overturned the Gacheon City crisis by mobilizing the Four Supervillains, the crime syndicate, and the government’s heroes, this situation played out similarly.

No one could have predicted that I would bring everyone here.

The fight between Rakeda and Bicorn was also nearing its end.

“Hah!”

Rakeda’s sword slashed halfway through Bicorn’s neck. 

Green blood spurted out as Bicorn struggled desperately to stop the bleeding, but the wound wouldn’t heal. 

The divine power in Rakeda’s sword was preventing his regeneration.

Goooaaar…

Bicorn’s death was imminent. 

That much was clear. 

His eyes, now incapable of speech since he had become a mere mortal monster, fixed on me, filled with hatred and rage. 

Was he blaming everything on me?

‘It’s about time, isn’t it?’

“What’s the matter, punk?”

I had long since steeled myself. 

Smirking, I looked down on him.

At that moment, Bicorn reached out with his blood-soaked hand. 

His target—me.

Shhhhhaaa!

With a chilling sound, the Bicorn relics attached to my body resonated all at once.

Bicorn had gathered all his remaining power and exerted his influence over the relics that contained his divine essence.

“I knew this would happen.”

Of course, I had anticipated this after my conversation with the unicorn yesterday. 

In his final moments of defeat, Bicorn’s last-ditch decision was bound to be this.

The relics trembled, starting to go berserk. 

If they continued, I would be consumed by Bicorn’s divine essence and become Bicorn’s successor.

How could that happen? 

Bicorn had implanted his memories into his relics. 

Didn’t he show me his memories when I first acquired them?

Bicorn wasn’t trying to steal my body to revive himself. 

He just wanted to turn me into Yoon Do-chul, a person with Bicorn’s memories.

Perhaps Bicorn was thinking that if he was going to die anyway, he might as well curse the world by leaving behind this legacy.

As if to confirm my thoughts, Bicorn laughed even as he was dying from Rakeda’s second attack. 

His hideous laughter echoed all the way to where I stood.

“You know what?”

I spoke to Bicorn, not sure if he could hear me or not.

To be honest, Bicorn had failed from the start. 

The unicorn had taught me how to counter this kind of situation in advance.

I continued… 

“From the very beginning, my safety was my top priority. Returning to my original world or gaining power to dominate the world… none of that mattered.”

The countermeasure was simple. 

If I transferred control of the relics to a being of higher rank than Bicorn, they would be neutralized and turned into mere armor.

“Take it.”

Malak’s proxy, Sanz, extended his hand. 

I took it.


Sanz could borrow the power of the god he served for a brief time. 

Since Malak was a god more powerful than Bicorn, it was the perfect solution. 

I hated holding this guy’s slimy hand, but I had no choice.

Blue flames flared up from Sanz’s hand, and the Bicorn relics were neutralized, dropping to the ground. 

A flicker of shock passed through Bicorn’s eyes as he lay dying.

“You’re still dancing in the hands of God of Play and me until the very end, huh?”

I looked at Bicorn with a pitiful gaze as the light faded from his eyes. 

He had understood humans to some extent, but he never truly figured me out. 

Maybe he thought I was just an ambitious person, running an underground empire and even a franchise business? 

Who knows now.

Bicorn’s body, oozing green blood, crumbled into ashes. 

It was the end of the evil god who had terrorized the Replica Earth and various other colonies. 

I lost all the Bicorn relics as a result, but who cares? 

That power was too much for me anyway.

…At least the Guardian Ring, my last line of defense, is still intact, so no worries.

— It’s all over now. Once you destroy the dimensional gate, you can return to Replica Earth. 

Said the Unicorn, who had been watching from the sidelines.

I had already figured out where the gate was before fighting Bicorn. 

It was behind the mansion where he had been hiding.

“Do we just destroy this?”

Rakeda pointed her sword at the gate and asked me. 

Being a demigod with divine powers, destroying a dimensional gate would be no problem for her.

“Yes.”

Once that gate is destroyed, Shin No-bin and I will return to our respective worlds. 

Back to where we belong.

“Sanz, Rakeda, thank you both so much for your help.”

I felt relieved, thinking that it was truly over. 

I expressed my gratitude to them.

Crack!

Rakeda nodded and struck the gate with her sword. 

Sparks flew as the gate shattered. 

Slowly, both Shin No-bin and I began to fade, returning to the worlds where we were supposed to be.

“Thanks for everything, No-bin.”

I bid farewell to him. 

He was a crazy guy, but a reliable ally until the end. In many ways, he reminded me of Jin Seon-ah, the Unicorn Knight and villain exterminator.

“Nin-nin.” 

He muttered, closing his eyes. 

Maybe he was waiting for his return.

I had no regrets either. 

I had already said my goodbyes to Jimin.

After a brief moment, I found myself back in Cookie Land.

— With this, all connections between Yu Hee-shin and Cookie Land have been severed. Replica Earth is also free from her grasp. 

The Unicorn explained the situation as I searched for Tessa and Jinsun-ah. 

I wondered if they were still fighting Malaku fiercely.

“Huh.”

My worries were unfounded. 

By then, they were already playing with the Cookies who had been freed from God of Play’s brainwashing.

“How did it go? Not long after you disappeared through the dimensional gate, they returned to normal.” 

Jin Seon-ah said, as she rode some kind of Cookie ride.

God of Play’s influence had only reached Cookie Land through the creation of the dimensional gates. 

Maybe she had known from the beginning that Bicorn and the Watcher would be defeated.

I thought, ‘Could this be another part of the Unicorn’s growth?’ but decided not to say it aloud. 

It was a sinister thought, and in the end, Bicorn and the Watcher were merely pawns used by God of Play before being discarded.

“Let’s go back.” 

I told the others. 

There was no need for long explanations.

“I heard from the Unicorn that all the relics were destroyed. Are you okay?” 

Jin Seon-ah approached me, seemingly trying to offer some comfort.

“It was power beyond my reach from the start. I feel relieved, honestly.”

And I meant it. 

The only reason I had gathered the relics was to suppress the Unicorn Knight’s power. 

Now that everything was over, what use did I have for them?

“So, what will you do now?” 

Asked Tessa, standing beside me like Rakeda stood by Sanz.

“Well…”

I didn’t have any plans. 

I figured I’d take a few days off and run Happy Burger.

Happy Burger had gained global recognition for evacuating citizens and rescuing orphaned children during the Gacheon City incident. 

From here on out, it would be smooth sailing.

As I pondered Tessa’s question, the word “happiness” came to mind, making me smirk. 

That bastard Jimin—he just had to leave me with that sappy lesson in the end.

Was he expecting me to say, “I want to be happy?” 


There’s no way I’d say something so cringeworthy.

“Let’s just gather everyone and have a carefree party, huh?” 

I said with a bright smile. 

Not a fake one, but a real, genuine smile.

I couldn’t even remember the last time I smiled like that.
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