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  Chapter 0 : Oh, damn! A dream!!





On the way home after finishing my part-time job.

“Haah…”

A long, deep sigh escaped my lips.

It’s already been three months since I possessed this world.

Yeah, possession.

The world I ended up in is the one from the web novel [I Became a Hero with 10,000x EXP].

But I’m not the protagonist—just some random Extra A lying around on the street.

Not even the kind of extra that gets called by name.

“…Damn it, they could’ve at least made me a side character.”

Well, no point in complaining.

Nothing changes anyway.

Anyway, my name is Lee Dogwang, and I’m 30 years old.

And I’m a convenience store part-timer in this world.

“I’ll help you with the checkout.”

“Just the milk and bread.”

“Yes, that’ll be 3,900 won.”

Daily life is the same everywhere.

Even in another world, I just live day by day.

That’s life.

“Thanks for your work…”

After my shift, I came home.

A one-room studio.

Not originally mine, but since I possessed this person, let’s just call it my home.

The moment I threw myself onto the bed, fatigue hit me hard.

Why do I feel especially tired today?

“Ugh…”

It’s 2 a.m., according to the clock.

Another hard day lived.

I picked up my phone to check the news.

[‘Ultimate’ pulls off another heroic feat—17 A-rank demonic beasts wiped out in Seoul City.]

Yeah… That’s the protagonist.

Not me.

A wave of emptiness hit me out of nowhere.

Why did I even possess this world?

Just to live an ordinary life and die?

“…Shit.”

I cursed softly and lay down.

The moment I closed my eyes, I fell into a deep sleep.

***

…Huh?

Where am I?

A blurry, white space.

I was standing in some strange place.

“Greetings, young man.”

Startled by the sudden voice, I turned my head.

An old man with wild, white hair stood before me.

Ah… Einstein?

The legendary physicist, Albert Einstein?!

That iconic tongue-sticking-out expression—there was no mistaking it.

Einstein stepped closer to me.

And then…

“W-What the hell are you doing?!”

Suddenly, he leaned in toward my forehead.

D-Did he just… lick me?

Einstein actually licked my forehead!

“Salty.”

FLASH!


A blinding light flared.

I shot up and sat on my bed.

“Goddamn it! A dream!!”

At the time, I had no idea…

That ridiculous dream would change my entire life.



 
  Chapter 1 : Ohohoh! Evolution!!





A week after having a bizarre dream.

I became a genius.

No, I surpassed the level of being called a genius.

In one day, I perfectly understood the fundamental theories of quantum mechanics.

In three days, I found flaws in the theory of relativity.

And in a week, I created a prototype for a room-temperature superconductor.

“Finally… finally, it’s my time to shine!”

I couldn’t help but smile in front of the mirror.

This was something I wouldn’t have dared to dream of before.

Who am I?

Lee Dogwang.

30 years old.

A transmigrator.

An extra, “Character A,” in the world of the web novel I Became a Hero with 10,000 Times Experience Points.

Not even a named character—just a convenience store part-timer.

But things were different now.

Knowledge was surging in my brain.

“I’ve finally awakened my ‘Gift’!!”

It wasn’t shooting lasers from my eyes or gaining superhuman strength, but a genius-level intellect was more than enough.

“From now on, it’s a life turnaround! It’s Lee Dogwang’s turn!!”

Overnight, I became a genius, and with my room-temperature superconductor in hand, I aimed to land a job at a major corporation.

A 10-billion-won salary, stock options, and a research institute named after me.

I could already hear the praise ringing in my ears.

“Dr. Lee Dogwang! Please sign this!”

“Korea’s Einstein has been born!”

Just imagining it felt exhilarating.

I quit my convenience store job and devoted myself to research.

I even used my apartment deposit to set up a small lab.

But that wasn’t enough.

In the end, I borrowed 100 million won from a loan shark.

“Hey, nerd. You’ve got one month to pay it back. Or the interest doubles. Got it?”

“Don’t worry! It won’t even take a month!”

I went into debt to buy superconductor materials and lab equipment.

I spared no expense, choosing only the best components.

After sleepless nights of research, I finally succeeded.

A magnet floated above a palm-sized black disc.

The superconducting phenomenon, previously only possible at 77K, was now achieved at room temperature.

“This is Nobel Prize material… no, it’s worth far more!”

All that was left was to become the head of a corporate research institute.

The money I borrowed from the loan shark?

I’d pay it back with my first profits.

That’s how it was supposed to go…

“We regret to inform you that you do not meet the qualifications.”

“A high school diploma makes you ineligible to apply.”

“We can’t hire someone without experience…”

My high school diploma got my resume rejected at the document stage.

I wrote “developed room-temperature superconductor” on my resume, but no one believed me.

I tried showing it in person, but security guards kicked me out.

“Someone without a PhD developing something? Ha…”

In the end, I even went to the Hero Association’s Technology Development Department.

“A physics invention? Hmm, can you show us?”

I placed the room-temperature superconductor on the table and held a small magnet near it.

The magnet floated in the air.

“…Are you joking? These days, even pens can float on stands.”

“No, this isn’t a joke—it’s a real room-temperature superconductor! Through quantum tunneling, Cooper pairs form, allowing electrons to flow with zero resistance, triggering the Meissner effect…”

“Next!”

No matter how I explained, it was useless.

In this world, superpowers and heroes mattered more than science.

As I left the Hero Association, a news alert came on.

“A-Class beast ‘Crowhead’ appears in downtown Seoul! Ultimate dispatched!”

On a giant screen, a massive winged monster was destroying buildings.

Then, Ultimate appeared, fluttering a blue cape, and took down the beast in one blow.

“Wow! As expected of Ultimate!”

“Damn… everything’s a one-shot? I’m speechless.”

“He’s so freaking cool!!”

“Ultimate! I’m a fan!”

Cheers erupted.

I gritted my teeth.

“I don’t need that kind of power.”

I could gain recognition too.

With the power of science.

“…Surely, someone will take me seriously.”

But the results were always the same.

“…Maybe try factory work?”

One small company even offered me a janitor job.

“Ugh.”

As time passed, anxiety grew.

The 100 million won I borrowed from the loan shark.

The interest was piling up.


Damn it, I even signed a body forfeiture contract!

“What do I do now…?”

I was about to give up on interviews.

In the age of internet SNS, who still puts up paper flyers?

But one slapped right onto my face.

A flyer, carried by the wind, stuck to me.

[Special Talent Recruitment – Artisera Institute]

[Salary: 100 million won or more, negotiable based on ability]

[Address: Basement, 78-12 Wolgye-ro, Gangbuk-gu, Seoul]

I’d never heard of the company.

Searching online yielded nothing.

“A scam…?”

Still, I decided to go, grasping at straws.

The map led to a dilapidated commercial building on the outskirts of Seoul.

The vibe screamed, “A murder’s about to happen here.”

“Damn… is this really okay…?”

But the loan shark’s threats echoed in my ears.

[If you don’t pay, you know what happens. My boys will come for you.]

The 100 million won debt was strangling me.

“It’s broad daylight. What could go wrong?”

I mustered my courage and opened the door.



Surprisingly, the interior was clean.

Luxurious carpets and antique furniture.

It felt like a vintage parlor.

An elderly European man with a monocle sat inside.

Dressed impeccably in a suit, he was the epitome of a refined gentleman.

A foreign company?

“Welcome. How may I assist you?”

The old man stood and approached me.

“Hello, I’m here for an interview.”

“Ah, I see. I’m Noirte. I handle HR for Artisera.”

His voice was smooth and elegant.

“I’m Lee Dogwang.”

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Lee. How did you hear about our company?”

“I saw a flyer. It mentioned a salary of 100 million won or more…”

The old man smiled.

“Ah, that flyer worked. Please, have a seat.”

Unlike my formal suit, his attire was even more sophisticated.

His kindness eased my guard.

“Would you like some tea? It’s a special blend.”

He poured a red-hued tea from a silver kettle.

A sweet aroma filled the air.

“Thank you.”

Oddly, Noirte didn’t drink the tea—he only brought it to his nose to savor the scent.

“Oh, don’t misunderstand. I enjoy the aroma alone. An old habit.”

He was peculiar, but the overall atmosphere was pleasant.

Especially how he listened to me seriously.

“Now, Mr. Lee, tell me about your skills.”

My moment had come.

“I recently developed a room-temperature superconductor.”

Noirte’s eyebrow twitched slightly.

“A room-temperature superconductor… Fascinating. Can you show me?”

Unlike other companies, he listened without prejudice.

I carefully took the superconductor from my bag.

It was a small, black, disc-shaped object.

“This is the room-temperature superconductor. It exhibits superconductivity at room temperature.”

I placed it on the table and held a small magnet near it.

The magnet floated in the air.

“Conventional superconductors only work at liquid nitrogen temperatures, minus 196 degrees Celsius, but my invention works at room temperature. I raised the Cooper pair formation temperature.”

Noirte’s eyes gleamed.

“Remarkable. Such technology… Truly impressive.”

Finally, someone recognized my invention.

“Other companies didn’t believe me. They called it a magnet trick…”

“Fools. They failed to see your worth.”

Noirte seemed genuinely impressed.

“With this technology, you could change the world. I can’t understand why others rejected you.”

“I don’t know. Maybe because I only have a high school diploma…”

“What does a degree matter? True genius isn’t judged by credentials.”

His words touched me deeply.

“Artisera has been searching for a genius like you. We’ll provide you with a dedicated lab, free of charge.”

It felt like a dream.

“Really? Thank you!”

I reached out to shake his hand…

“…?!”

My hand passed through his.

I froze.

Noirte looked flustered.

“Oh, I forgot to materialize. My apologies for the inconvenience.”

Damn… Damn… Damn…

A Mine.

In this world, Mines are sentient monsters.

The stronger ones can disguise themselves as humans and blend into society.

But most live in dungeons.

I yanked my hand back.

My heart raced wildly.

Noirte’s expression turned serious.

“Now, shall we begin the real interview?”

A full-length mirror in the room began to shake.

It rippled like water…

And mannequins started emerging from it.

Silent, white figures moving eerily.

“Wait…! Help…!”

I reached for the door and ran.

But the mannequins were faster.

Cold hands grabbed my limbs.

I struggled, but it was futile.

“Help! Is anyone there?!”

I screamed, but no one could hear.

The mirror in the closet spun and emitted a blinding light.

The light sucked me in.

I didn’t even have time to dial Hero Dispatch Number 211.



I opened my eyes in darkness.

The first sensation was cold.

It felt like an abandoned temple.

The ceiling was high, and blue crystals glowed faintly.

“Where… am I?”

My voice trembled.

“A dungeon.”

Noirte stood beside me, hands behind his back.

“A dungeon…?”

I tried to stand, but my legs gave out.

“Yes, the ‘Tomb Temple’ of Lady Arsetia, Lord of the Netherworld.”

I swallowed hard.

“Did you… kidnap me?”

Noirte smiled.

“No, this is a special invitation.”

Moments later, impatient mannequins grabbed my arms.

They dragged me mercilessly down a corridor.

“Wait! Where are you taking me?!”

Noirte didn’t answer.

He just walked ahead gracefully.

As I was dragged, I saw terrifying creatures in the corridor.

“Raaar…”

A two-headed giant smashed through a wall as it passed.

Boom!

Ghosts playing tag through walls cackled.

“What’s that dumb-looking human?”

“Dunno! Maybe an idiot?”

“Hehe, let’s eat his soul while he sleeps.”

Eek!

I quickly looked away.

On the other side, a horde of zombies sucked on animal bones, starving.

Fear paralyzed me.

“Please… this is a dream. Just a bad dream…”

My voice shook.

One zombie suddenly turned and stared at me.

Its blood-red eyes locked onto mine.

“Fresh… flesh…!”

The zombie charged, drooling.

“No! No! No!”

I couldn’t move.

Clank! A sound of chains echoed.

Something massive swung on chains and knocked the zombie down.

Shockingly, what I thought was a flail… was a human head.

The head of a giant armored knight, grinning grotesquely, dangled from chains.

The knight’s body stood headless nearby.

Clatter!

The head rode the chains back to its body.

It didn’t reattach but floated above the neck.

“Haha! These guys, so rude to a guest!”

A hearty voice boomed.

My heart nearly stopped.

“You okay, nerdy friend? Zombies go crazy when they’re hungry.”

“Thank you, Durak One,” Noirte said politely.

“No big deal! Lady Arsetia’s guest can’t become zombie food!”

The headless knight laughed.

My body stiffened with terror.

I felt blood trickling from my ears.

“Don’t worry. Durak One is a very loyal guard captain,” Noirte, still sounding like a tour guide.

“You’ll see him often from now on.”

From now on…?

What does that mean?

“What are you going to do to me?”

My voice quivered.

“Questions later. Lady Arsetia is waiting.”

We stopped before a massive door.

It was adorned with skulls and bones.

The door opened on its own.



The audience chamber.

A giant black stone throne loomed.

A woman sat upon it.

Platinum blonde with blue eyes.

Her pupils bore a cross emblem.

A lady with a crown, like a queen.

The only flaw in her beautiful face was her mouth, sewn shut with thread.

She wore a black Gothic dress, and behind her stood a line of mannequins in maid outfits.

Noirte bowed deeply.

“Lady Arsetia, I’ve brought the talent you requested.”

I couldn’t speak.

Arsetia…

The name finally hit me.

One of the seven dungeon lords of the Mine Council.

One of the strongest Mines in I Became a Hero.

The “Silent Saint,” as she’s called.

The character from the web novel was standing before my eyes.

Arsetia waved her fingers in air.

Blue text appeared in the air:

[Join my dungeon.]

What… bullshit…

Another message followed:

[Refuse, and die.]

My face paled pale.

Zombies nearby clacked their jaws nearby.

Durak One held their leashes, but he could release them anytime.

“Uh, um…”

My voice trembled.

Refuse, and I die.

Accept, and I become a slave to Mines.

If I show weakness here, I’m done for.

My heart pounded raced.

Think, Lee Dogwang.

Think fast.

How can I survive?

Why did they bring me here?

Just to experiment on me?

Or is there’s another purpose?

They must see value in me.

What is it?

…My genius.

They know I’m a genius.

Noirte’s reaction to my superconductor.

The Mines before me are magical beings.

They shouldn’t care about science…

Wait.

It’s a dungeon.

In dungeons, heroes challenge, and Mines and beasts defend.

What does a dungeon need?

A lure?

Or…

A mad scientist?

Dungeons are meant to be terrifying.

The scarier, better.

A terrifying dungeon instills fear, protecting the Mines’ domain.

A dungeon with a mad scientist.

The kind heroes hate most.

Is that it?

I suddenly bowed my head.

Then burst into laughter.

“Kishishishishishishishi!!”

Noirte looked startled.

“Uh… Have you lost it?”

I raised my head, grinning maniacally.

“At last, I meet you, Lady Arsetia! What an… honorably sweet encounter! Kishishishi!”

Arsetia looked puzzled.

[?]

“This rotten world, filled with deceit and suffocation, needs a revolution! And you, my lady, are the hope to make my dreams reality!!”

Noirte blinked in confusion.

“So… you came for the interview intentionally?”

No.

I had no clue.

“Of course! I only make calculated choices! Did you think I’d stumble here by accident with my talents?”

I puffed out my chest, acting superior.

“Humanity’s outdated scientific system can’t comprehend this world. My experiments must enter a new phase! Fly in the sky!”

I spouted meaningless drivel.

Staring at Arsetia with crazed eyes.


“Leave it to me, and I’ll upgrade your dungeon into the strongest, most nightmarish of the Seven! Ohohoh! Evolution!!”

For some reason, the growling zombies backed away.

Arsetia paused, then moved her fingers.

Blue text appeared:

[Hired.]



 
  Chapter 2 : Mad Scientist





In the dimly lit room, only the flickering reddish glow of a candle danced in the darkness.

A lever.

A red lever stood before my eyes.

I reached out, grasped it, and slowly pulled it downward.

Click!

THUD!

Something grand slammed down, followed by the sound of rapid spinning echoing through the air.

Whirrrrrrr—

Clack! Clack!

Soon, the entire Temple of the Dead lit up with light.

“Ki-shi-shi-shi-shi!!”

I threw my head back and laughed. Like a madman.

Three months after entering the Temple of the Dead, the stronghold of the Underworld Lord, I had finally restored power.

No more fumbling in the dark and accidentally plunging my hand into zombie guts!

This was my “small” victory.

“Victory!!”

The zombies, holding heavy iron bars, stared at me blankly.

Then, with their characteristic sluggish movements, they shuffled past me.

“Rotten corpses! Behold my achievement with awe!! Kneel and praise me! Ki-shi-shi-shi!!”

I shouted like a true lunatic.

But the real reason for my ecstatic joy was something else.

There’s no way a dungeon buried in some remote mountain valley in South Korea would have electricity.

So I made it happen.

A compact nuclear fusion reactor!!

“Truly impressive, Dr. Lee.”

A voice came from behind—Noirte.

“Or perhaps I should call you Masat now?”

Short for Mad Scientist.

I’d requested the nickname myself because being called by my real name, Lee Dogwang, felt embarrassingly cringe.

But the joy was short-lived.

Three months…

It had been three months since I was imprisoned in the Temple of the Dead, the dungeon of Arsetia, the Underworld Lord.

No weekends, no holidays, no clocking out.

A life no different from a prisoner’s.

No, isn’t this just slavery?!

“By the way, a reactor this small is a first for me.”

“Tch, tch. Just small? You can’t compare it to human nuclear power plants, Noirte. Those primitive reactors that burn over half their power just to cool the tokamak are on a completely different level! This is room-temperature superconductivity! This is Masat!!”

Boastful words spilled from my mouth.

By now, they came out as naturally as a habit.

“But… where did you get the core components for the reactor, Noirte?”

“Hm? Oh, I scavenged a few from a human nuclear power plant.”

Did I just hear that right?

“…You stole them from a nuclear power plant?”

“Yes. Took a few minions along at night and handled it quietly.”

Holy shit.

A vision of South Korea being obliterated by a nuclear explosion flashed through my mind.

“Was there… no trouble at the plant?”

“Trouble? Oh, there were a few security guards, but we resolved it peacefully. Why do you ask…?”

The word “peacefully” sent a chill down my spine.

If you don’t hand over the gold quietly, there’ll be bloodshed.

Sure, that’s peaceful in a way.

Goddamn it.

“No, no! I was just marveling at your resourcefulness, Noirte! Absolutely brilliant!!”

“Heh. You flatter me.”

Back in my room, I secretly checked my smartphone. Thankfully, there were no major news stories about a nuclear power plant explosion.

Maybe they took parts from a decommissioned plant.

Yeah, that must be it.

A smile crept back onto my face.

While building the fusion reactor, I also set up a communication tower.

My plan was to send a distress signal.

“Ki-shi-shi-shi-shi!”

Calling the hero hotline 211 directly would risk getting caught.

Zombies are listening during the day, and ghosts at night!

Instead, I posted on a community forum.

[Urgent! I’ve been kidnapped to the Underworld Lord’s dungeon. Can someone report this for me?]

Comments rolled in.

[New kind of attention seeker?]

[Total BS lol]

[A kidnapped guy posting online? Lmao]

[False reports carry a fine of up to 5 million won. Pay me 5 mil, and I’ll think about it.]

You bastards!

[It’s real, you assholes!]

Replies:

[Lmao pay the 5 mil upfront as the guy above said.]

[That’s not how you beg. Strip naked, do a handstand, and try again.]

These pricks! I’m tracking all your IPs!

I’ll deal with you later!

But one comment caught my eye.

[Prove it’s a dungeon.]


Fair point.

I snapped a photo of my surroundings and uploaded it.

[The guy who said he was kidnapped—here’s proof. Report it quick!]

Comments:

[Lmao what dungeon looks like a factory?]

[Tbf my factory job feels like a dungeon too. Endless workloads.]

[Wait… isn’t that inside a nuclear power plant?]

[For real… dude uploaded a pic of a reactor. Attention-seeking pro.]

Why won’t anyone believe me?!

This won’t do.

I spotted a zombie shambling by slowly.

I’ll snap a pic of it.

Click!

Just need to upload it now.

But when I pressed the button, nothing happened.

No way…

Wait, no signal?

Why now?

It was working fine just a moment ago!!

“…Is there some interesting news?”

I nearly had a heart attack.

Turning around, I saw Noirte floating behind me, hands clasped behind his back.

Like a translucent ghost.

“Well, well! Noirte! Such a welcome visit. What brings you to my room…?”

“I was passing through the walls and saw your room, so I dropped by. I also have something to tell you.”

Noirte’s eyes were fixed on the smartphone in my hand.

“And… what were you doing with that?”

Suppressing my panic, I let out a hysterical laugh.

“Ki-shi! Obviously… I was analyzing heroes! Their patterns, weaknesses, tactics, you know!”

Noirte smiled, satisfied.

“Know your enemy and know yourself, and you’ll win every battle, they say. You have the talent of a minion.”

A chill ran through me.

“How about it… dying and becoming a minion? Durak one was boasting about a fine guillotine.”

I’m screwed.

Screwed.

Screwed.

I could end up headless like some poor sap or a rotting zombie.

I tried to gather my thoughts.

Should I beg for mercy like a child?

[The commander is disappointed in you. You will be executed immediately.]

No way in hell!

I need a way out…

Wait! There’s no logical way to refuse!

Screw it.

“Pfft!”

Noirte looked puzzled.

“Noirte, do I still look human to you?”

“…Well, yes. You do.”

Noirte scanned me from head to toe.

Yup, human.

No matter how you look at it, human.

“Non, non, no! Wrong, wrong.”

I wagged my finger side to side.

“My mind has already transcended human limits! An IQ of 999!”

I pinched my own cheeks as I spoke.

“This is just a shell, mere organic matter! My true form is my brain! I’m already a minion! Ki-shi-shi-shi!!”

Noirte thought for a moment, then slowly nodded.

“Hmm… You’re right. I spoke out of turn. My apologies.”

“Oh! No worries. We are family! As fellow minions, isn’t that the highest praise?! Ki-shi!”

Looks like I survived another day.

My heart can’t take much more of this.

Noirte snapped his fingers.

Snap!

A mannequin in a maid outfit approached.

Its face was scribbled with what looked like magic marker, making it even creepier.

I forced a manic grin to hide my frozen expression.

A mannequin moving on its own, without any mechanisms, is something I still can’t get used to.

“Her name is Hongryeon. A maiden ghost who died during the Imjin War in 1596.”

The mannequin eerily bowed its head.

Clatter—

My smartphone vibrated.

Bzzzzz—

A call came through.

Number blocked.

But I’m still out of signal range—how’s a call coming in?!

Shit, shit, shit!

What’s going on?

I couldn’t make sense of it.

My jaw trembled, but I gritted my teeth and answered.

“Urgh… Hello?”

A faint, static-filled female voice came through.

[First… static …meeting. This girl… static …is Hongryeon…]

A shiver ran down my spine.

I could only tilt my head, speechless.

Noirte quickly explained.

“Lady Arsetia, in recognition of your achievement, has assigned you an exclusive maid.”

Recognition, my ass!

They mean surveillance!

To hide my trembling voice, I masked it with a crazed laugh.

“Ki-shi-shi-shi! I was getting tired of brainless zombies. Finally, a proper assistant! I warmly welcome her as my exclusive aide!”

Hongryeon hesitated, then shuffled to my side.

Noirte cleared his throat and changed the subject.

“By the way, I hear the lower-tier dungeons under our control are being cleared at an alarming rate.”

“Hmm… Is that so?”

“Yes, even mid-tier dungeons are now under threat.”

That sparked a realization.

It’s been three months since my abduction.

It was March then, so it’s June now.

In the web novel I Became a Hero with 10,000x Experience Points…

This is when the protagonist, Ultimate, falls into a trap in an upper-tier dungeon and ends up in the Temple of the Dead.

Exhilaration surged through me.

After that, Ultimate defeats Arsetia, the dungeon lord of the Temple.

That means freedom.

Finally!

Just a little longer, and the ultimate hero will come to save me!

“Did you just smile?”

Noirte asked.

“With the Temple under threat…”

Oh no.

His eyes narrowed.

It’s not time to let my guard down yet.

I quickly slipped back into Masat mode.

“Ahh! There seems to be a misunderstanding. The rapid fall of our lower dungeons is proof a powerful hero is on the move!”

I swallowed hard.

“If we dissect him, we’ll surely gain valuable research data! Ki-hee-hee!”

Noirte burst into laughter.

“As expected, you’re a minion to the core. I’ve lived centuries, but you inspire awe. Heh heh heh.”

No, no.

Please don’t praise me like that.

It’s not flattering at all.


“In that spirit… Lady Arsetia has appointed you as the administrator of an upper-tier dungeon.”

“…?!”

I froze mid-step.

“She expects great results. Heh heh heh.”

What the hell is that supposed to mean?



 
  Chapter 3 : A hero has infiltrated the dungeon





Before the full-length mirror.

I struck a stylish pose.

“Kishishi! Well done, Elise. Your efforts will one day adorn the first chapter of the Samyojeon legacy!!”

Inside the mirror.

A girl in a white dress with black hair was waving a stuffed rabbit.

A gesture of greeting.

But there was no one beside me.

Damn it.

What the hell is this?

A ghost girl visible only in the mirror.

She’s right next to me, but I can’t see her.

Ugh.

I can’t let it show that I’m scared.

A maniacal laugh became my mask.

“Kihehehe!”

Her name is Elise.

One of the executives of the Samyo Clan.

She moves through space via mirrors.

My current location is the Seocheon Thermal Power Plant in Chungcheongnam-do.

A dilapidated building, probably 40 years old.

Rusted steel structures and crumbling concrete.

The musty smell of moss mixed with the metallic tang of iron.

It’s abandoned now, but it’s been taken over by Mines.

One of the dungeonized places.

I strode down the corridor, my white lab coat billowing.

Hongryeon followed behind.

“Well, well! The top administrator of the dungeon is here, and not even a welcome greeting? Seems like you’re quite unpopular! Kissit!”

Honestly, I wish I could just turn back now.

Right this second.

I’ve at least made my face known in Samyojeon over the past three months.

But what’s with this high-level dungeon?

It feels like being thrown naked into a jungle.

The constant tension of not knowing when or where a Mine might pop out.

I’m exhausted, so exhausted.

Hongryeon played the cassette tape around her neck.

Click.

[Chchch… We apologize for the discourtesy of Seocheon Dungeon… Please excuse us for a moment…]

A mannequin maid dashed toward the dark corridor.

“Wait! Hongryeon!!”

Oh, crap…

The moving mannequin is creepy enough.

But it’s even scarier without her, the one I recognize as an ally.

Who knows what might jump out here?

I stood alone at the corridor’s intersection.

Where to go?

Left?

Right?

Forward?

Back?

As I hesitated, a clattering sound came from the left corridor.

Thud thud thud.

Clatter clatter.

I hurriedly aimed my flashlight at the source of the noise.

“What the…”

I barely stifled a scream.

A mechanical monster was rolling a drum barrel toward me.

Its upper body was a boiler.

Its arms were springs with pincers.

It looked like walking industrial waste.

Clearly not human.

Damn it!

What the hell is that?!

My hands were shaking uncontrollably.

But I can’t let them see my trembling.

They’ll treat me like a weak human.

And then I’ll be easy prey for the Mines.

I threw the flashlight to the ground with all my might.

Bang!

Crash!

The flashlight shattered, sparking wildly.

Zzt! Zzzt!

“No no no no no no no!!”

I shouted like a madman.

“Entropy is so high—!! The administrator of a high-level dungeon has arrived, and you only show yourself now?! This is a collapse of hierarchy, a system on the verge of self-destruction! I’m utterly disappointed!!”

I gauged the atmosphere.

I’d strongly asserted my role as dungeon administrator.

I expected some kind of reaction.

But the heap of scrap metal in front of me?

It just made a thump thump thump sound from its boiler.


Damn it.

I’m screwed.

Is this the type that doesn’t communicate?

What’s that?

That pulsing sound.

It’s ringing out rhythmically.

Du du du da da da du du du.

Could it be…

Morse code?

I whispered quietly.

“I am… Mecka Corps Meckaman?”

Thump— thump thump—

A pulsing sound with accents and a slight delay.

It’s really Morse code!

I deciphered it, and it made sense.

“Welcoming… the administrator… of Seocheon Dungeon…?”

I waved my hands like I was conducting an orchestra.

“Great!!”

I sent a Morse signal with my voice.

“Um! Um— um. Um. Um— um. Um. Um—!”

The message I sent was simple.

Just, Massatt!!

Then Meckaman responded with thump. thump— thump. thump.

[Massat! Massat!]

At that moment, scraps of metal clattered from all directions in the corridor.

Thud thud thud.

Clank clank.

Clatter.

They, too, sent Morse signals with their sounds.

Clang.

Clang— clang.

Clang!

Tap— tap.

Tap. Tap—!

It felt like the middle of a percussion performance.

But how long do I have to keep this up?

I finished conducting with a flourish, as if pulling a musical note.

“Bravo! Excellent, kihihit!”

Only then did the Mecka Corps stop their Morse signals.

Meckaman sent a message in Morse.

[Great Mad Scientist. We’ve heard the rumors.]

I tossed my hair.

Speaking as haughtily as possible, I said,

“Hmph! It seems even the heavens can’t hide my genius! Kihihit! So, my devotee, what do you desire?”

Meckaman sent a Morse signal.

[Evolution. Evolution. Evolution. Evolution.]

Huh?

The tin cans joined in a chorus.

[Evolution. Evolution. Evolution. Evolution.]

[Evolution. Evolution. Evolution.]

An orchestra of powerless scrap metal.

The sight gave me chills.

I clenched my trembling hands into fists.

Don’t chicken out.

If I lose to this madness, I’m the one who dies!

“Oooh! My comrades who understand my philosophy! Yes, indeed! It’s time to replace this worn-out world! We want to evolution! Come on, all together!!”

They cheered in unison with Morse code.

[Evolution! Evolution! Evolution!]

Is this right?

Is this really right?!

No way.

Phew… I almost got a grip on myself.

“Kishishishishit!”

As the Morse code choir was in full swing, a boy’s irritated voice echoed from the end of the corridor.

“You scrawny mannequin! Let me go! How dare you treat the dungeon master of Seocheon Dungeon so rudely?!”

The Mecka Corps fell silent.

The sounds stopped.

The boy approached.

As he got closer, the corridor grew brighter.

What’s that?

His face… it’s a pumpkin.

A pumpkin with eye holes and a jagged, saw-toothed mouth.

Flames flickered inside.

His body was that of a small boy.

He wore brown overalls.

He was being dragged, tucked under Hongryeon’s arm.

No matter how much he struggled, he couldn’t break free.

“You old hag! Let me go!”

At those words, Hongryeon stopped.

She leaned forward.

And then smacked his butt with her palm.

Slap!

“Aaagh!!”

Slap!

“Aaah! Stop it!”

Slap!

“You old… hng!”

Slap!

“Waaah! I’m sorry!!”

Only then was he released from Hongryeon’s grip.

She played her cassette tape.

[Chch… To the new administrator of Seocheon Dungeon… show respect, Pumpchi.]

But Pumpchi crossed his arms and spat fire from his mouth.

Whoosh!

“Hmph! I’m the dungeon master. Why should I bow to a human?”

Hongryeon struck the back of Pumpchi’s head with the side of her hand.

Thwack!

“Ow! Why’d you hit me?! I don’t wanna bow to someone weaker than me! Isn’t that the rule of the Mines?!”

Hongryeon flinched, as if caught off guard by his logic.

Hey, you can’t be speechless now!

You’re my only ally!

A mini pumpkin grew from Pumpchi’s hand.

He bounced it like a basketball, flames spurting from it.

“If you want to manage this place, convince me!”

I knew it.

A human appointed as dungeon administrator? No Mine would just say, “Oh, sure.”

Is the Underworld Lord trying to get me killed?

Tch.

Am I just going to die like this?

I need to find a way to survive.

But what can I do with just my body?

The answer… is sheer bravado!

“Oh, Pumpchi, Pumpchi! Unfortunately, you lack the qualifications to be dungeon administrator! Kihit!”

Pumpchi bristled.

“What nonsense! I’ve protected this place for ten years. One of my pumpkin bombs can turn anyone into charcoal!”

“No no. Destruction is something anyone can do! But creation is different.”

I took a step forward.

“Creation is the sole privilege granted to gods! And that’s something only I, Massat, can do! Kishishishishishishi!!”

I approached Pumpchi, practically drooling.

“Now… you will be reborn by my hand, Pumpchi. I’ll give you a meaningful life as the infinite fuel for this power plant. Come on! Be the glorious cornerstone of Samyojeon!!”

Ughhh.

I don’t even know what I’m saying anymore.

Do you guys get it?

The Mecka Corps sent Morse signals in unison.

[Evolution! Evolution! Evolution!]

[Evolution! Evolution! Evolution!]

The corridor echoed with pulsating cheers.

These guys are definitely not sane either.

Pumpchi quietly backed away.

“W-What? Don’t come closer! S-Stay back!”

His breathing grew ragged.

Is he getting excited?

Damn it.

My bluff didn’t work.

If a fight breaks out now…

I’ll probably end up as charcoal.

Damn it. Should I kneel now?

But suddenly, Pumpchi buried himself in the folds of Hongryeon’s maid skirt.

“Waaah! Hongryeon! This crazy psychopath wants to use me as fuel!”

Huh?

Pumpchi’s crying.

For real?

My bluff worked?

Hongryeon played her cassette.

[A wise ruler… chch… does not torment their subordinates.]

When did I torment anyone?!

I’m the one whose life is in danger here!

Still, it’s a relief the former dungeon master’s spirit is broken.

If not, who knows when he’d stage a coup and blow me up.

I let out a quiet sigh of relief.

Rumble rumble rumble!

Suddenly, the entire building shook.

Oh, come on! What now?

An earthquake?

Hongryeon played her cassette.

[Chch… It appears to be an enemy attack.]


An enemy attack?

Who? What, another Mine invading?

“An enemy attack means…?”

Hongryeon played the cassette in reverse.

[A hero… has infiltrated the dungeon.]



 
  
    Chapter 4 : Emergency!





“…Hero?”

I immediately asked again.

“Did you just say ‘hero’?!”

My voice shot up two octaves.

Pumpchi hid behind Hongryeon’s skirt.

“They say a hero has invaded, and you’re laughing…? What kind of Mine did Samyojeon send?!”

Heh heh heh.

How could I not laugh!

Seocheon Power Plant, Chungcheongnam-do.

Why didn’t I think of it sooner?

This was the dungeon from I Became a Hero with 10,000 Times the Experience Points, where Ultimate visited to test a new technique called Nuclear Punch.

Afterward, Ultimate, who had greedily absorbed experience points, went on to challenge the Lord of the Underworld.

“Kishishishi!!”

Ultimate, overflowing with protagonist buffs, had come to save me!

This grueling courage training was finally over!

“Hiyohohoho!!”

Cheering, I bolted toward the emergency stairs.

Hongryeon, Pumpchi, and Mechaman hurriedly followed.

Hongryeon’s cassette tape played from behind.

[Master Massat. Bzzzt… The opponent is… a rising super rookie from the Hero Association. Bzzzt… It’s dangerous to go alone!]

“Shut up! Don’t follow me!!”

I slammed and locked the emergency door on the first floor.

Then I ran like hell.

No more acting needed.

Ultimate would crush them all.

“Yeehaw! Freedom!!”

With a bright smile, I burst out of the administration building.

Black smoke billowed from the chimneys of the thermal power plant.

A red barrier enveloped the entire site, causing the smoke to blanket the sky like dark clouds.

As I passed a warehouse, creaking scrap-metal Mines poured out in droves.

But these guys.

They were all chasing me relentlessly.

[Massat! Massat! Massat!!]

“I told you to stop following me!”

I’m not some pied piper.

Scrap-metal Mines, rolling old tires and barrels, surged toward me like a wave.

The parking lot, the dungeon’s entrance, came into view.

The lot was filled with crushed, abandoned cars.

Broken scrap-metal Mines were scattered everywhere.

At the center stood a muscular man.

A blue cape with the Hero Association’s emblem fluttered behind him.

“Ultimate!!”

I shouted joyfully, waving my hand.

Ultimate looked at me with confusion.

“Human…?”

Without hesitation, I dove into his arms.

Then I gave him a pitiful look.

“Ultimate! Please save me! I’ve been kidnapped and held by Mines for three whole months! Sob sob!”

Ultimate patted my head with his blue-gloved hand.

“Alright. You’ve held on well. Leave the rest to me.”

I gazed at Ultimate’s sturdy back.

Man, so cool!

As expected of the ultimate munchkin hero, the peak of protagonist power!

Then, a building collapsed, revealing a massive pumpkin.

It didn’t stop there—it grew larger, the size of a sports field, floating in the air.

“You insolent hero! How dare you cause a ruckus in my domain?!”

From its jagged mouth, red-hot lava dripped like saliva.

What the hell?!

That’s not Pumpchi, is it?

I was making empty threats to that thing?

Ultimate clenched his fist and struck a pose.

“To be greeted by the dungeon boss right from the start. Interesting. Heh!”

That stance!

The scene from the original story where he first used Nuclear Punch was about to unfold before my eyes.

And the victim was Pumpchi!

My heart raced as I watched, but Pumpchi’s voice boomed.

“There’s such a thing as a Mine’s pride! Charging in full of bravado only to become a hero’s hostage? I’d be a fool to let myself cower for even a moment!!”

Ultimate turned his head.

“A Mine…?”

His narrowed eyes turned to me.

I frantically shook my head.

“No, do I look like Mine to you? Don’t fall for that guy’s cunning words! That’s mine! Hurry up and blow that pumpkin head apart with a Nuclear Punch!!”

A whirlwind swirled around Ultimate’s right fist, glowing brighter.

It seemed to aim at Pumpchi, but suddenly, he turned toward me.

“You… How did you know I’d use Nuclear Punch? This is a new technique I haven’t shown anyone.”

Oh…

I was at a loss for words.

Nuclear Punch.

The core keyword of this story.


Ultimate’s ultimate move.

And I knew its name…

There was no point in making excuses.

I’d have to confess I was a transmigrator who got isekai’d into this novel!

“W-Well, you see! I’m…”

But Ultimate didn’t even listen.

“Shut that mouth!”

He charged at me, eyes blazing.

“Hmph! I’ve already seen through your lies, you Mine! Using mind-reading tricks!”

“No, that’s not it! Wait! Listen to me!!”

He swung his fist at me.

“Nuclear—Punch!!”

What do I do?

How do I survive this?!

In this state, I’m 100% dead.

A technique that could obliterate an entire mountain.

No ordinary human could survive a Nuclear Punch at point-blank range.

I bit my lip.

Is this it?

What a shitty life.

Fuck.

I slowly closed my eyes.

.

.

.

But suddenly, warm liquid splashed on my face.

Huh?

I opened my eyes, bewildered.

Ultimate was vomiting blood in front of me.

“Cough!”

I wiped the blood off my face with my hand.

I slicked my hair back.

What the…

I let out a disbelieving laugh at the absurd scene.

“Ha… Haha…”

A mannequin’s hand protruded from Ultimate’s left chest.

The blood-soaked hand held a still-beating heart, but it crushed it in an instant.

Crunch!

Ultimate muttered his final words.

“A… trap…”

His eyes rolled back, and his head slumped.

As the mannequin hand withdrew, Ultimate collapsed pitifully to the ground.

Thud—

Hongryeon activated her cassette.

[Are you… unharmed, Master Massat?]

Instead of answering, I covered my face with one hand and burst into wild laughter.

“Kishit… Kihihit. Kishishishishishishit!!”

Ultimate is dead?

The only hero capable of defeating the final boss of this story…?

Insane!

Hahaha!

This is a lie, right?

“Kihaahahahahahahahahaha!!”

I threw my head back and laughed like a maniac.

“Ultimate! Ultimate is dead! He’s gone! Kishishishi!!”

Why did he die?

Why the hell!!

My eyes widened.

Could it be… because of me?

In the original story, he was supposed to defeat Pumpchi with a Nuclear Punch and level up massively.

Then, he’d enter Samyojeon and barely defeat the Lord of the Underworld.

But that got screwed up.

Hongryeon, who was supposed to be in Samyojeon, came down to this high-level dungeon.

The sequence got messed up, the power balance shattered, and Ultimate died.

I grabbed my hair and hung my head.

Fuck.

This is a colossal fuck-up.

Emergency!

Code red!

This world is doomed!

Completely fucked!

The end is confirmed!!

Hongryeon played her cassette.

[Master Massat…?]

I looked up and scanned my surroundings.

I was surrounded by countless scrap-metal Mines.

Breaking through this encirclement was impossible.

And escaping Hongryeon’s hand, which had killed Ultimate in one blow, was even less likely.

Then, Pumpchi’s massive pumpkin slowly descended toward me.

“What ‘Master Massat’?! As you all saw, this guy betrayed us Mines and sided with the hero! He’s just a human!!”

The blood drained from my face.

I hadn’t expected Ultimate to lose, so I’d stopped acting midway.

I’d clung to Ultimate in fear.

They’d seen it all in real-time, so I had no excuses.

Completely cornered.

But then.

Hongryeon cranked her cassette to max volume and played it.

[Pumpchi. That’s why they say… bzzzt… you don’t deserve to be a dungeon boss.]

Pumpchi spewed flames.

“What did you just say? I’m shortsighted…?”

Hongryeon rewound the tape with reverse playback.

[All of this… bzzzt… was part of Master Massat’s act… and his plan. Bzzzt… Don’t you get it yet?]

Huh?

My act? I was dead serious.

And what plan?

Hongryeon told me something I didn’t know.

[That hero’s energy wave just now… was extraordinary. Bzzzt… Pumpchi… even you couldn’t handle it. No, even I couldn’t face it head-on.]

Pumpchi’s flames dimmed slightly.

The pumpkin shrank, reverting to a boy’s form, and landed on the ground.

“I’m cool, so I’ll admit that was a bit dangerous. But what does that have to do with the new administrator?”

Yeah, I’m curious too.

What’s the connection?

Hongryeon shook her mannequin head creakily and played the cassette.

[Master Massat… bzzzt… has been tracking the heroes’ movements… since his time in Samyojeon.]

Pumpchi’s eyes sparked faintly.

“You mean…”

[He foresaw this situation… and made himself bait… bzzzt… to create an opening.]

Oh… I see.

So that’s the grand plan.

Hongryeon held the cassette toward me.

[Am I mistaken, perchance?]

If I said she was wrong, I’d be branded a human.

200% chance my heart would end up like Ultimate’s!

I shouted as confidently as I could.

“Hiyohohohohot! Absolutely Excellent!! Well done, Hongryeon! I’m almost ashamed for testing you! As my personal maid, you get a passing grade!!”

Hongryeon lifted her maid skirt slightly and bowed.

[It’s an honor… bzzzt… I will serve Master Massat… to the best of my ability.]

Pumpchi smirked, spitting a small flame, and crossed his arms.

“Well, I can’t argue with that.”

With the biggest threat, Pumpchi, backing down, could I finally relax?

But just as I thought that.

Pumpchi added one more thing.

“But remember this. The hierarchy of Mines can flip the moment a weakness is exposed.”

Cold sweat ran down my back.

I can never let them find out I’m human.

Fuck.

So where the hell am I supposed to rest?!

Am I supposed to keep up this mad scientist act 365 days a year?

Won’t I die of stress first?!

The scrap-metal Mines, led by Mechaman, started chanting in Morse code.

[Massat! Massat! Massat!]

[Evolution! Evolution! Evolution!]

The ground shook with their booming voices.

I poked Ultimate’s corpse with a crowbar lying on the ground.

Not even a twitch.

Definitely dead.

If things keep going like this, the world’s doomed to an apocalyptic ending.

I need a plan.

And urgently.

Well, whatever.

For now…

I raised the crowbar high and laughed maniacally.


“Kishishishishi! Raise the torch of revolution! Bring revolutionary evolution to this world!!”

[Evolution! Evolution! Evolution!]

[Revolution! Revolution! Revolution!]

Screw it.

It’ll work out somehow.
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